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Last  night  I  looked  upon  a  world 

Where  trees  were  brown  and  bare; 

.In  morning  light  I  looked  again, 
And  knew  that  God  was  there. 


For  every  branch  was  strewn  with  gems, 

Of  every  kind  and  hue; 
They  glistened  in   the  morning  sun 

Making  an  old  world  new. 


Psalm  119:1051 
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THE   EDITOR'S   NEW   YEAR   MESSAGE 


A   PRAYER 

Blessed  Lord  and  Master,  I  thank  Thee  for  the  joy  of 
discipleship.  I  beseech  Thee  so  to  guide  me  during  this 
new  year,  that  I  may  be  a  humble  and  grateful  learner 
at  Thy  feet.  Thy  words  are  life:  teach  me  to  listen.  Thy 
example  is  destiny:  help  me  to  follow  Thee  with  all  my 
heart.  Thy  love,  so  beautiful  and 
strong,  so  sacrificing  and  patient,  is  the 
pledge  of  salvation  and  peace.  Unfold 
its  power  to  me  until  it  becomes  within 
me  a  consuming  passion.  When  Thou 
bendest  over  the  poor  and  needy,  the 
wronged  and  oppressed,  open  mine  eyes 
to  the  wonder  of  Thy  ministry  and 
teach  me  to  serve.  Grant,  blessed  Lord, 
that  my  discipleship  may  be  worthy 
of  Thee.  O  Thou  risen  and  adorable 
Lord,  blessed  be  Thy  name  forever- 
more. — Amen. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 
The  old  year  1946  has  passed;  the  new 
year  is  here.  You  cannot  recall  the 
past,  but  we  can  profit  by  it.  We  can- 
not claim  the  future,  but  we  can  live  so 
that  whatever  the  future  brings  we  will  be  ready  to  meet 
it.  Nineteen  hundred  and  forty-seven  stands  waiting  to 
receive  you  with  open  arms.  The  sorrows,  disappointments 
and  defeats  of  yesteryear  are  gone.  We  face  a  new  and 
untried  way.  The  path  will  not  always  be  sunlit.  But  what 
does  it  matter?  If  you  possess  Christ,  He  will  never  fail 
you.  No  tomorrow  will  seem  so  dark,  but  that  His  presence 
will  illuminate  the  way.  But  my  dear  friend,  if  you  do 
not  possess  Christ,  God  pity  you  as  you  pass  through  the 
waters  of  the  coming  year  with  no  hand  to  lead  you. 
And  God  pity  you  as  you  come  to  the  end  of  the  way  with 
no  sheaves  to  lay  at  the  Master's  feet.  How  ashamed  you 
will  be.  Here  is  a  little  story  by  Jean  Paul  Richer  we  hope 
you  will  appreciate: 

THE    TWO    ROADS 

It  was  New  Year's  night.  An  aged  man  was  standing  at 
a  window.  He  raised  his  mournful  eyes  toward  the  deep 
blue  sky,  where  the  stars  were  floating,  like  white  lilies 
on  the  surface  of  a  clear  calm  lake.  Then  he  cast  them  on 
the  earth,  wnere  few  more  hopeless  beings  than  himself 
now  moved  toward  their  certain  goal — the  tomb. 

Already  he  had  passed  sixty  of  the  stages  which  led  to 
it,  and  he  had  brought  from  his  journey  nothing  but  sor- 
row and  remorse.  His  health  was  destroyed,  his  mind 
vacant,  his  heart  sorrowful,  and  his  old  age  devoid  of 
comfort. 

The  days  of  his  youth  rose  up  in  a  vision  before  him, 
and  he  recalled  the  solemn  moment  when  his  father  had 
placed  him  at  the  entrance  of  two  roads — one  leading 
into  a  peaceful,  sunny  land,  covered  with  a  fertile  harvest, 
and  resounding  with  soft,  sweet  songs;  the  other  leading 
the  wanderer  into  a  deep,  dark  cave  whence  there  was 
no  issue,  where  poison  flowed  instead  of  water,  and  where 
serpents  hissed  and  crowled. 

He  looked  toward  the  sky,  and  cried  out  in  his  agony, 
"O  youth,  return!  O  my  father,  place  me  once  more  at 
the  entrance  to  life,  that  I  may  choose  the  better  way!" 
But  his  father  and  the  days  of  his  youth  had  both  passed 
away. 

He  saw  wandering  lights  float  away  over  dark  marshes, 
and  then  disappear.  These  were  the  days  of  his  wasted 
life.  He  saw  a  star  fall  from  heaven,  and  vanish  in  the 
darkness.  This  was  an  emblem  of  himself;  and  the  sharp 
arrows  of  unavailing  remorse  struck  him  to  his  heart. 
Then  he  remembered  his  early  companions,  who  entered 
on  life  with  him,  but  who,  having  trod  the  paths  of  virtue 
and  labor,  were  now  honored  and  happy  on  this  New 
Year's  night. 

The   clock   in   the   high   church  tower  struck,   and   the 


sound,  falling  on  his  ear,  recalled  his  parents'  early  love 
for  him,  this  erring  son — the  lessons  they  had  taught 
him,  the  prayers  they  had  offered  up  in  his  behalf.  Over- 
whelmed with  shame  and  grief,  he  dared  no  longer  look 
toward  the  heaven  of  his  father;  his  darkened  eyes 
dropped  tears,  and  with  one  despairing  effort  he  cried 
aloud,  "Come  back,  my  early  days!  come  back!" 

And  his  youth  did  return;  for  all  this  was  but  a  dream 
which  visited  his  slumbers  on  New  Year's  night.  He  was 
still  young;  his  faults  alone  were  real.  He  thanked  God 
fervently  that  time  was  still  his  own;  that  he  had  not  yet 
entered  the  deep,  dark  cavern,  but  that  he  was  free  to 
tread  the  road  leading  to  the  peaceful  land  where  sunny 
harvests  wave. 

Ye  who  still  linger  on  the  threshold  of  life,  doubting 
which  path  to  choose,  remember  that,  when  years  are 
passed,  and  your  feet  stumble  on  the  dark  mountain,  you 
will  cry  bitterly  but  cry  in  vain,  "O  youth,  return!  O  give 
me  back  my  early  days!" 

A  wasted  life  is  not  always  an  evil  life  or  an  idle  life. 
It  is  an  easy  thing  to  allow  life  to  be  filled  with  matters 
of  small  importance  or  with  affairs  of  such  varied  and 
conflicting  tendencies  that  the  days  and  the  weeks  and 
the  years  pass  with  no  definite  goal  reached  and  no 
effective  work  done.  No  one  of  the  things  that  have  oc- 
cupied the  time  and  attention  may  be  wrong  in  itself,  but 
the  outcome  of  the  life  is  as  absolutely — nothing  as  if 
nothing  had  been  attempted. 


Boys  and  girls,  what  would  you  do  if  you  had  just  ten 
days  to  live? 

Chrisline  Lenox  had  been  gently  told  by  her  physician 
that  she  had  not  long  to  live.  "How  long?"  she  asked, 
bravely.  "Probably  about  ten  days."  She  drew  a  quick 
breath.  "Do  the  rest  know?"  The  physician  nodded. 
"Poor  mother!"  she  murmured.  Then  she  looked  up  with 
a  smile  and  said,  "I  thank  you  for  telling  me." 

The  Youth's  Companion  tells  how  she  filled  those  ten 
days.    She  sent  for  her  Uncle  Norman,   from  whom   her 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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I'Tjr'HF  Old  IJear  is  dying.  Old  Jjcar 

i#F^    good  bye  1 

cs&  We  are  grieved  for  you,  it  is  hard 

Wi  But  you've  lived  your  life,   and 
P  you've  lived  il  well. 

*  And  now,  you  musl  say  lo  your  hje 

— farewell. 
l/ou  have  brouqhl  to  us  bolh  honor 

and  shame. 
Bui  we  hold  for  you  neither  praise 

nor  blame. 
IJou  have  brouqhl  us  joy.  you  have 

brought  us  woe; 
But  all  the  years  do  the  same  as 

they  go. 
As  the  years  before  you  have  done, 

so  you 
Did  only   the  thing  it  was  yours 

lo  do 
When  you  came  to  us  another  year 

went, 
Another  will  come  when  your  lime 

is  spent. 
The  New  tjear  we  hail  with  a  smile, 

but  sigh 
For  the  year  that  is  gone.  Old  Ifecr 

good-bye. 


{    II 


Rlnmailed  better 


By  RUTH  I.  SIMON 


Catherine  Hammond  had  never 
tired  of  the  view  from  the  west  win- 
dow of  the  parsonage.  In  fact,  it  was 
the  only  really  beautiful  thing  about 
the  little  house  which  for  the  last  six 
months  she  had  called  home.  But  this 
morning  all  seemed  changed.  The  ice 
of  the  night  before  had  built  a  minia- 
ture forest  on  the  window.  With  her 
handkerchief  she  cleared  away 
enough  of  it  to  look  out,  but  even  then 
there  was  nothing  to  see.  Clouds 
hanging  heavy  with  snow  met  the 
thick  fog  rising  from  the  lake,  and 
walled  the  little  house  into  a  world 
all  its   own. 

Catherine  drew  the  heavy  sweater 
closer  about  her  and  with  chattering 
teeth  knelt  before  the  fire.  The  birch 
kindling  had  all  burned  away,  leaving 
the  big  cedar  log  cold  and  untouched. 

"I  simply  can't  learn  to  make  a 
fire,"  she  sighed.  "Bob  could  make  it 
burn,  but  I've  never  been  ussd  to  fire- 
building."  Tears  were  very  close  now 
as  she  thought  of  a  big  steam-heated 
house  in  a  far  distant  city,  of  all  the 
comforts  and  luxuries  which  were 
hers  before  her  marriage  to  the  Rev. 
Robert  Hammond,  missionary  pastor 
to  fishing  and  lumbering  villages  of 
the  north. 

A  rush  of  cold  damp  air,  a  cheery 
whistle,  and  a  veritable  snow  man 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  living  room 
floor,  shaking  the  white  flakes  from 
his  heavy  lumber  jacket.  Pastor  Bob 
seemed  to  fill  the  little  room.  In  the 
rough  clothing  of  the  out-of-doors  he 
suggested  a  true  woodsman,  but  edu- 
cation and  culture  gave  refinement  to 
each  clear-cut  feature  of  his  face,  and 
his  eyes  held  a  depth  of  understanding 
and  sympathy  which  comes  often  with 
spiritual  insight. 

"Br-r,  it's  getting  cold!  What  hap- 
pened to  that  fire,  anyway?  Seems 
as  if  it  always  stops  burning  when  I 
po  to  the  village.  Got  some  hot  cof- 
fee for  your  parson?"  With  merry 
chatter  he  joined  his  wife  before  the 
dead  fire.  "Why,  Cath,  what  is  it? 
What  is  the  matter  with  my  brave 
girl?"  His  quick  eye  caught  the  marks 
of  tears  even  in  the  dim  light. 

"Oh,  Bob,  I  can't  stand  this  lone- 
someness,  this  cold,  the  dreariness! 
What's  the  use  of  it  all,  anyway?  Back 
in  the  city  Dad  wants  to  give  us  every- 
thing. I'm  going  back,  dear.  If  you 
won't  go  with  me  I'll  have  to  go 
alone." 

Bob's  fingers  shook,  but  not  from 
the  cold,  as  he  rearranged  the  kin- 
dling and  firewood.  He  turned  his 
face  from  her  as  he  placed  a  match 
to  the  waiting  bark. 

"There  I  could  go  on  with  my  mu- 
sic," continued  Catherine.  "What  can 
I  do  here  with  no  concerts  to  inspire 
me,  no  teachers  to  help  me,  no  friends 
to  applaud?"  Now  that  she  had  be- 
gun to  pour   out  her   complaint,   not 


even  the  wounded  look  in  Bob's  face 
as  he  lifted  it  from  the  fire  could  stop 
her.  "When  the  summer  people  were 
here  it  wasn't  so  bad;  they  were  like 
us,  Bob.  But  now  there  isn't  a  person 
in  the  whole  village  who  appreciates 
the  same  things  we  do.  Even  if  there 
were,  we  have  to  live  in  this  parsonage 
way  off  from  everybody,  just  because 
Miss  Southern  willed  it  to  the  church." 

Again  sobs  shook  her,  and  as  Bob 
fried  to  gather  her  in  his  arms  she 
pushed  him  gently  away.  "Don't,  Bob, 
my  mind  is  made  up.  I'm  going  back 
to  Chicago.  Come,  dear,  give  up  this 
foolish  missionary  notion.  Why  should 
you  sacrifice  yourself  and  me  for 
these  people  who  can't  even  appre- 
ciate you?"  she  coaxed. 

Slowly  Bob  began  to  draw  on  the 
heavy  jacket  which  he  had  removed 
so  cheerily  a  few  minutes  before.  He 
dared  not  stay,  for  he  realized  fully 
that  this  decision  belonged  to  Cathe- 
rine alone,  and  that  any  influence  he 
might  exert  would  be  selfish.  Along 
forest  trails,  in  communion  with  his 
God,  he  would  seek  strength.  For  a 
moment  he  hesitated  and  when  he 
spoke  his  strong  voice  shook  with 
emotion. 

"Catherine,  I  never  should  have 
expected  you  to  share  these  hardships 
with  me.  I  want  you  to  realize  that  I 
love  you  far  too  dearly  to  ask  you  to 
stay  here  during  this  hard,  cold  win- 
ter, but  my  work  is  here  and  these 
are  my  people."  The  door  closed  soft- 
ly and  he  was  gone. 

For  a  long  time  Catherine  sat  with- 
out motion  on  her  low  stool  before  the 
fire.  In  her  mind  and  heart  the 
struggle  waged  with  great  intensity. 
She  knew  that  Bob  could  care  for 
himself,  for  in  this  same  house  he  had 
lived  alone  for  more  than  tv/o  years 
before  their  marriage.  But  she  realized 
also  how  he  would  miss  her.  The  wind 
moaned  through  the  pine  trees  and 
rattled  the  windows.  Then  again  all 
was  silent.  She  rose  wearily,  a  fierce 
longing  for  the  city,  her  music  and 
the  old  happy  life  sweeping  over  her. 
Almost  without  any  conscious  com- 
mand from  her  brain  she  hurried  to 
her  desk,  found  paper  and  pen. 

"Dear  Dad,"  she  wrote,  "You  were 
right  when  you  said  I  wasn't  made  for 
this  kind  of  life.  I  don't  know  how  to 
sacrifice  so  I'm  comin°,  back  to  you. 
Meet  me  on  the  4:10,  Saturday  after- 
noon, at  the  Union  Station. 

"Catherine." 

That  meant  that  she  must  hurry 
for  this  was  Wednesday.  She  could  go 
on  the  mail  truck  at  noon  the  next 
day  to  Cedar  Point,  the  nearest  rail- 
road station,  and  from  there  take  a 
train  at  midnight.  "Hurry,  hurry," 
sang  her  whirling  thoughts.  First  of 
all  she  must  take  the  letter  to  the 
post   office   two    miles    distant.     She 


glanced  at  the  little  clock  above  the 
fireplace.  There  was  less  than  an 
hour  before  the  mail  left.  The  lake 
was  far  too  rough  and  foggy  for  her 
to  venture  the  trip  by  boat,  and  the 
only  alternative  was  to  walk. 

The  snow  was  falling  very  fast  now, 
and  it  was  difficult  to  follow  the  trail 
leading  to  the  village.  Catherine  had 
made  the  trip  so  often  that  no 
thought  of  losing  the  way  entered  her 
mind.  She  must  hasten  or  the  mail 
truck  would  be  gone,  then  there  would 
be  no  chance  of  getting  her  letter 
out  from  this  isolated  village  before 
the  next  day.  The  snow  had  drifted 
knee  high  around  the  curve  and  made 
progress  difficult  even  for  eager  young 
feet.  When  again  the  trail  lay  straight 
and  white  before  her,  Catherine  dis- 
tinguished the  bent  figure  of  an  old 
man  feeling  his  way  with  a  cane. 

"It's  Grandfather  Morton,"  she 
thought,  "I'm  in  a  hurry  and  he's  so 
blind  he  won't  see  me  if  I  slip  by  very 
quietly." 

A  young  balsam  spread  its  snow- 
covered  branches  from  the  exact  cen- 
ter of  the  trail.  Many  times  Cathe- 
rine wondered  why  the  tree  had  not 
been  removed  when  the  path  was 
cleared.  The  old  man  was  now  walk- 
ing directly  into  it,  but  if  she  stopped 
to  guide  him  it  was  probable  that  she 
would  miss  the  mail  truck. 

"Let  me  help  you,  Grandfather  Mor- 
ton," Catherine  heard  her  voice  al- 
most before  she  knew  that  she  had 
spoken.  "You  are  walking  right  into 
that  tree  and  the  snow  is  drifted  high 
ahead.  Whatever  are  you  doing  out  in 
all  this  snow  anyway?"  She  took  the 
arm  eagerly  extended  for  her  guid- 
( Continued  on  page  18) 
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on  the  Rock  of  Ages,  our  wonderful 
Savior,  Jesus  Christ. — ChUdren's  Gar- 
den. Ji—i 
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THE   BOY   JESUS 

When  Jesus  was  a  little  boy,  and  played  beside  the  street, 
I  know  that  when  His  mother  called,  He  ran  on  flying  feet. 
I  know  that  when  He  saw  a  child  too  small  or  lame  to  run, 
That  He  would  stop  His  own  swift  feet  to  help  that  little  one. 
I  think  He  played  at  happy  games  as  children  do  today, 
And  that  He  played  them  fine  and  fair,  for  that  was  Jesus'  way. 
And  often  in  His  Father's  shop,  among  the  clean,  bright  wood, 
I  know  He  sang  and  did  His  work  the  very  best  He  could. 

— Grace  Noll  Crowell. 

Dear  children  of  the  M.O.H.  Club: 

On  this  page  I  am  giving  you  a  story  about  a  little  girl  who  surely  belonged 
to  the  M.O.H.  Club,  for  she  went  about  doing  good.  The  title  is  "Faye's  Mission." 
Can  you  put  your  name  in  place  of  Faye's,  and  tell  something  you  did  last 
year  that  made  you  a  good  "Make  Others  Happy"  Club  member?  If  you  have 
something  good  to  tell  other  club  members,  send  it  in.  Then  what  are  you  plan- 
ning to  do  next  year,  1947? 


FAYE'S  MISSION 

It  was  the  bedtime  hour,  that  hour 
which  is  dearest  to  the  hearts  of  both 
mother  and  child.  And  after  the  eve- 
ning prayers  were  said,  little  Faye 
said  to  her  mother,  "Mamma,  just 
think,  Mabel  Dorn  doesn't  say  any 
prayers  at  all." 

"How  do  you  know?"  asked  Mother. 

"Well,"  replied  Faye,  "today  at 
school  we  were  playing  together,  and 
I  sang  that  'Lullaby'  song  that  starts 
'Now  your  little  prayers  are  said,'  and 
Mabel  asked  me  what  I  meant  by 
prayers.  I  said,  "Why,  Mabel,  don't 
you  ever  pray?'  She  said,  'No,  what  is 
that?'  I  told  her  it  is  talking  to  God, 
and  she  didn't  know  much  about  God 
either." 

Mother  looked  very  sober  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  she  brightened.  "Why 
don't  you  ask  her  to  go  to  Sunday 
School  with  you?" 

"That's  just  what  I'll  do,  Mamma!" 
cried  Faye  enthusiastically.  But  the 
next  Sunday  Faye  forgot  it,  and  the 
next  Sunday  after  that  she  was  in 
such  a  hurry  for  fear  she  would  be 
late,  that  she  did  not  want  to  go  out 
of  her  way  for  Mabel. 

So  several  Sundays  went  by  and 
Mabel  was  as  far  as  ever  from  hearing 
about  the  kingdom  of  God.  Then  Faye 
heard  that  Mabel  was  very  sick,  and 
carried  the  news  to  her  mother. 

"Mamma,  just  think  of  it;  Mabel 
has  pneumonia!  Do  you  suppose  she 
will  get  well?" 

"Dearie,  that  is  something  that  God 
alone  knows,"  answered     her  mother. 

"Oh,  Mother,  I  hope  she  will.  Why 
she  doesn't  know  anything  about  God 
yet." 

"And  whose  fault  is  that,  little  one? 
Didn't  I  hear  a  little  girl  say  that  she 
was  going  to  take  Mabel  to  Sunday 
School  with  her?" 

The  tears  dropped  down  Faye's 
cheeks.  "O  Mamma,  I  really  meant  to, 
but  I  thought  there  was  plenty  of 
time." 

"We  must  never  put  off  the  Lord's 
business,"  said  her  mother.  "But  let 
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us  ask  the  Lord  to  spare  her  life,  and 
if  it  is  His  will  she  will  surely  get 
well."  Faye's  petition  was  from  the 
contrite  heart. 

Every  day  she  waited  at  the  gate, 
and  when  the  doctor  came  out  of  the 
house  where  Mabel  lived,  Faye  in- 
quired about  her  friend.  It  was  a  joy- 
ful girl  that  finally  ran  to  her  mother 
with  the  news  that  Mabel  would  get 
well.  She  took  Mabel  a  bunch  of  roses 
one  day,  and  invited  her  to  go  to 
Sunday  School  with  her  when  she  got 
strong  enough. 

The  following  Sunday  they  went 
hand  in  hand  together  to  the  church, 
Faye  radiant  with  the  thought  that 
her  little  friend  was  soon  to  know  the 
beautiful  truths  that  are  founded  up- 


A  THOUGHT  IN  MY  HEAD 
AND  I  DIDN'T 

LOUISE   YATES   TOWRISS 

"Please,  Teacher,  Sammy  spent  his 
penny  for  gum!"  informed  one  mem- 
ber of  a  juvenile  Sunday  School  class. 
Because  there  was  no  available  space 
or  time  at  the  Church-of-all-nations 
for  this  particular  group,  "Sunday 
School"  for  them  was  on  a  week  day, 
and  the  stores  were  open,  thus  pro- 
viding a  fruitful  source  of  temp  cation 
to  "lose"  the  Sunday  School  collection 
there. 

The  offering  was  being  taken  in 
class — and  Sammy  did  not  have  any. 

"Muzsher  gimme  two  pennies,"  de- 
fended the  accused,  "I  spend  mine  fer 
gum,  but  I  lost  the  Sunday  School 
penny,"  he  explained. 

"Once  when  Mudder  give  me  a 
penny  fer  Sunday  School,  I  stopped 
at  Martin's  and,  when  I  saw  those 
choc'late  bunnies  in  the  window,  I 
most  went  in  and  spent  my  money, 
but  I  had  a  thought  in  my  head — and 
I  didn't!"  said  one  lad. 

Daniel  took  time  to  reason  things 
through,  long  ago;  he  thought  out  a 
plan  of  action,  and  adhered  to  what 
he  considered  to  be  the  wise  and 
proper  course. 

There  is  no  law  against  thinking; 
why  not  give  our  brains  more  exer- 
cise? 


THE  LAW  OF  LOVE 

For  we  must  share  if  we  ivould 
That  blessing  from  above; 

Ceasing  to  give,  we  cease  to  have, 
For  such  is  the  law  of  love. — Sel 
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F  only  one  kind  deed  a  day 

Each  little  child  would  do, 

Our  sad  old  world  this  com- 
ing year 
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THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHILD 

The   soul   of   a    child    is   the    loveliest   flower 

That  grows  in  the  garden  of  God. 
Its    climb    is    from    weakness    to    knowledge 
and   power. 
To  the  sky  from  the  clay  and  the  clod. 
To    beauty    and    sweetness    it    grows    under 
care; 
Neglected,  'tis  ragged  and  wild. 
'Tis   a  plant  that   is  tender,   but   wondrously 
rare. 
The  sweet,  wistful  soul  of  a  child. 

Be  tender,  O  gardener,  and  give  it  its  share 

Of  food  and  of  warmth  and  of  light, 
And  let  it  not  lack  for  the  painstaking  care 

To  protect  it  from  frost  and  from   blight. 
A  glad  day  will  come  when  its  bloom  shall 
unfold: 

It  will  seem  that  an  angel   has  smiled, 
Reflecting   a    beauty   and  sweetness    untold 

In  the  sensitive  soul   of  a   child. 

— Selected. 


A  CHRISTIAN   HOME 

A  Christian  home — why  is  it  such  a 
fine  and  precious  thing?  Because  it 
is  a  garden  of  the  Lord,  a  nursery 
for  human  lives  to  grow  in.  Its  rich, 
fertile  soil  furnishes  the  very  best  field 
for  the  development  of  the  virtues 
which  we  need  most.  Its  seclusion, 
its  shelter,  its  wise  and  careful  cul- 
ture, are  invaluable  to  growing  souls, 
and  nothing  can  make  up  for  the  lack 
of  them. 

The  home  is  the  God-appointed 
educator  of  mankind.  We  have  a  mul- 
titude of  institutions  which  we  call 
schools,  but  the  real  schools,  where 
the  lessons  of  life  are  learned,  are 
the  homes  of  America.  We  still  hear 
a  good  deal  about  the  higher  educa- 
tion, the  highest  that  can  be  had.  It 
is  found  in  the  lofty  lessons  of  self- 
control  and  self-sacrifice  and  sublime 
faith  and  splendid  trust  which  home 
life  has  such  marvelous  power  to 
teach.  There  is  no  training  to  be  had 
in  school,  or  college,  or  anywhere  in 
the  world  which  can  take  the  place 
of  the  discipline  of  home.  Every  true 
Christian  home  is  a  university,  fully 
equipped,  amply  endowed,  and  able  to 
give  the  highest  education  which  can 
be  gotten  in  this  world.— Selected. 


A  WHISPER  TO  MOTHERS 

By  R.  Hare 

Impatience  is  one  of  the  saddest 
realities  of  domestic  life.  It  is  evil 
and  only  evil  continually;  but  thrown 
into  child  life,  it  becomes  one  of  the 
greatest  of  evils. 

With  young  mothers,  especially,  im- 
patience is  liable  to  degenerate  into 
a  passion  that  spreads  a  lasting  in- 
jury over  the  life  of  both  mother  and 
child. 

David  declared  that  he  would  keep 
a  muzzle  for  his  mouth.  There  is 
more  need  for  a  muzzle  today  than 
ever  before.  The  world  is  now  living 
largely  on  its  nerves,  and  it  is  fast 
becoming  neurotic  and  unreliable. 
Like  Jehu  of  old,  it  "driveth  furi- 
ously," but  on  the  way  to  ruin. 

Fond  mothers,  that  impatient  word, 
that  hasty  slap,  that  angry  shake — 
you  can  not  measure  the  injury  that 
may  have  been  done  by  any  or  all  of 
these.  The  result  may  not  be  seen 
in  an  hour,  but  you  are  sowing  seeds 
that  must  bring  forth  a  harvest  of 
disappointment  and  ruin. 

Of  course  you  can  master  that  little 
child,  and  terrify  his  little  spirit  into 
obedience,  or  rather  compliance  with 
your  will,  but  that  is  not  all.  That 
rash  tongue-lashing,  that  sudden 
burst  of  temper,  that  hurried  punish- 
ment, may  prove  the  beginning  of  a 
heart  divorce  between  you  and  your 
child  that  may  finally  leave  you  as 
far  apart  as  Israel's  mountains  of 
blessing  and  cursing. 

Do  not  mistake.    It  is  right  to  cor- 

MOTH 

Eva  L. 

God    gives    a    sweet    eternal    gift    to 

thee — 
A   little   child   to   lead   thee   heaven- 
ward; 
The   clinging   touch   of   fingers,  satin 

soft, 
Reaches  thy  heart,  and  lifts  it  up  to 

God. 
God  knows  His  gift  will  do  the  work 

He  wills, 
He    clasps   the    child,    knowing    that 

mother  hands 
Will  cling  forever  round  a  baby  form, 
And  so  both  child  and  mother  rest  on 

God. 
For  baby's  sake  thou  must  live  close 

to  Him; 
Thy  lips — those  lips  that  press  his  un- 

soiled  brow, 
Must  for  his  sake  be  pure  and  unde- 

filed; 
No    false    or    foolish    word,    no    angry 

tone, 
Fall  on  the  ears  God  formed  to  hear 

His  voice; 
Thou  must  remember  that  this  bud- 
ding soul 
Will  see  his  God  in  thee,  and  through 

thee — God. 
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rect  your  child.  It  is  absolutely  nec- 
essary to  do  so,  for  "a  child  left  to 
himself  bringeth  his  mother  to 
shame."  No  greater  nuisance  can 
come  to  social  or  church  life  than  a 
child  without  control.  But  your 
methods  of  control  must  be  such  that 
they  will  appeal  to  the  judgment  of 
the  child,  and  dignify  your  own  life 
in  his  estimation. 

Young  men  and  women  study  for 
years  to  pass  certain  tests  in  science 
and  education.  But  the  training  of 
children — the  most  important  of  all 
factors  is  the  parental  curriculum — 
is  left  to  the  hasty  tongue,  the 
thoughtless  hand,  or  the  careless  im- 
pulse. To  be  truly  mastered,  this 
science  will  have  to  be  studied  kneel- 
ing in  the  Gethsemane  shade  where 
the  sod  is  wet  with  tears. 

On  the  other  hand,  parents  some- 
time get  the  idea  that  indifference 
to  the  child's  wrongdoing  or  wayward- 
ness is  patience.  No,  no!  That  is 
both  wrong  and  sinful.  You  cannot 
(Continued  on  page   18) 
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Travers 

Thy  hands,  caressing,  helping,  sooth- 
ing him, 

Must  do  no  Christless  thing.  A  moth- 
er's hand 

Should  be  the  saintliest  hand  in  God's 
fair  earth. 

A  mother's  feet  should  shine  with 
holiness, 

For  small,  soft,  echoing  steps  tread 
after  hers, 

And,  oh!  a  mother's  soul  should  ra- 
diant shine, 

Crowned  with  a  halo  of  celestial  fire; 

God  has  enriched  her  with  the  power 
to  love, 

And  love  should  steep  and  soften 
heart   and  life; 

A  godlike  love  should  prompt  her 
daily  rule, 

Not  blind  to  faults,  but  loving  through 
them  all, 

And  chastening,  knowing  that  her 
holy  Lord 

Would  not  allow  a  sin  to  sully  child 
of  His; 

Solemn  the  mother's  work,  yet  very 
sweet, 

To  picture  to  her  children — God  in 
Christ. 
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HELPS  FOR  THE  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


CROSS-BEARING 

"He  that  taketh  not  his  cross,  and 
followeth  after  me,  is  not  worthy  of 
me,"  Matt.  10:38. 

These  words  were  spoken  by  Jesus 
as  He  was  teaching  the  disciples  a 
few  of  the  fundamental  and  basic 
rules  in  the  Christian  life.  As  we 
think  of  these  weighty  words  of  Je- 
sus our  minds  immediately  run  back 
to  the  time  when  the  Master  Teacher 
was  carrying  His  own  cross.  Jesus,  in  a 
very  remarkable  and  marvelous  way, 
demonstrated  to  the  world  what  it 
means  to  carry  a  cross. 

Can  we  picture  in  our  mind's  eye 


in  reality  it  is  light  when  we  face  it 
squarely. 

Oftentimes  aged  people,  well  strick- 
en in  years,  find  life  somewhat  bur- 
densome and  the  days  long,  for  the 
simple  reason  that  they  constantly 
reflect  upon  their  own  lives  and  the 
conditions  in  which  they  find  them- 
selves, rather  than  to  look  to  Christ 
who  is  just  as  willing  and  able  to 
help  an  aged  person  carry  his  or  her 
cross  as  a  young  and  healthy  individ- 
ual. 

I  shall  ask  these  two  questions: 
What  is  my  peculiar  cross?  What  is 
your  peculiar  cross?  These  questions 
ire  personal,  and  rightly  so,  because 


cross  might  be  and  comment  as  t( 
whether  he  is  faithful  in  carrying  ii 
or  not,  but  that  we  look  to  ourselves 
and  ask  the  question,  "How  is  mj 
relation  with  Christ  in  connectior 
with  my  lot  in  life?" 

The  cross  which  may  become  my  lot 
to  bear  may  be  enduring  reproach  anc 
unkindness,  or  remaining  in  povertj 
and  obscurity  for  the  good  of  others 
Jesus  in  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount 
gave  us  very  encouraging  words,  when 
He  said,  "Blessed  are  ye,  when  mer 
shall  revile  you,  .  .  .  and  shall  saj 
all  manner  of  evil  against  you  falsely 
for  my  sake."  At  times  the  reproaches 
of    men    become    almost    unbearable 


referred  to  the  cross  as  belonging  to 
the  individual,  a  personal  matter — 
"He  that  taketh  not  his  cross."  I 
trust  that  as  we  think  on  this  subject, 
we  will  not  begin  to  look  around  about 
us  to  try  to  see  what  some  one  else's 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 


a  procession  led  by  the  cross-bearing     Jesus  in  His  authoritative  statement     Yet,  if  we  let  our  minds  go  back  tc 
Jesus  and  made  up  of  His  cross-bear- 
ing train?    As  we  behold  that  picture, 
may  we   remember   that   it   is   not   a 
pageant,  or  play,  but  a  reality;  it  is  a 
real  march  of  suffering,  and  it  reaches 
through    all    time.      Day    after    day, 
while  some  new  ones  join  the 
great    host    of    cross-bearers,      , 
the      procession      moves      on      | 
through    the    ages.     Another 
thing  which  we  behold  as  we 
see  the  picture  in  our  minds 
is   that   not   everyone   in   the 
group  has  the  same  kind  of 
cross.    We   can  see  nearly  as 
many  differences  as  there  are 
people  going  on   the  journey 
following     the     great     Cross- 
Bearer,    who    is    leading    His 
followers     into     the     eternal 
realms    above. 

The  subject  of  cross-bear- 
ing is  one  that  is  not  pleasant 
to  many.  Many  individuals 
would  rather  not  hear  about 
it.  To  them  life  is  a  terrible 
burden,  and  not  only  that,  but 
life  seems  to  be  very  hard  and 
the  road  rough.  Oftentimes 
we  hear  of  people  who  are 
tired  of  life,  and  they  become 
very  weary  and  in  extreme 
cases  take  their  own  lives.  It 
is  true  that  even  too  many  of 
us  Christians  grumble  at  the 
things  we  must  go  through, 
thinking  our  lot  is  hard,  when 
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the  Scriptures,  we  see  there  One  whc 
also  suffered  great  reproach  anc 
much  unkindness  from  the  lips  and 
hands  of  those  of  His  own  blood  anc 
from  those  for  whom  He  died.  Surelj 
for  Christ's  sake  we  ought  to  be  able 
to  bear  all  the  ugly  and  mear 
remarks  any  individual  car 
thrust  upon  us.  It  may  be 
that  we  are  even  asked  to  en- 
dure more  than  just  the  un- 
kind words  and  reproacl 
thrust  upon  us  from  some  un- 
charitable individual.  For  the 
s?ke  of  others  we  may  have 
to  suffer  losses,  persecutions 
and  remain  in  poverty  anc 
obscurity.  Full  many  a  time 
some  of  our  greatest  Chris- 
tians were  those  who  suf- 
fered materially  and  in  the 
flesh  and  perhaps  were  verj 
little  noticed,  as  far  as  the 
public  was  concerned,  but  ir 
the  eyes  of  God  were  of  Hi; 
worthiest  saints.  How  happj 
we  can  be  that  our  hands  an 
in  God's  and  not  in  man's 
Life  at  times  would  be  verj 
miserable  for  us  if  we  had  nc 
God  and  loving  Father  to  flee 
to  when  tribulations  come 
All  this  is  possible  througr 
our  loving  Savior,  our  Cross- 
Bearer. 
In  thinking  of  my  peculiai 
(Continued    on  page    17) 
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A  year  untried  before  me  lies. 

What  it  shall  bring  of  strange  surprise, 

Of  joy,  or  grief,  I  cannot  tell; 

But  God,  my  Father,   knoweth  well. 

I   make  it  no  concern  of  mine, 

But  leave  it  all  with  love  Divine. 

No  ill  can  come  but  He  can  cure; 

His  Word  doth  all  of  good  insure; 

He'll  see   me  through  the  journey's   length. 

For  daily  need  give  doily  strength. 

'Tis  thus   I  fortify  my  heart. 

And  thus  do  dread  and  fear  depart. 


The  sun  may  shed  no  light  by  day, 
Nor  stars  at  night  illume  my  way; 
My  soul  shall  still  know  no  affright 
Since  God  is  all  my  life  and  light. 
Though   all  the   earthly   lamps   grow  dim 
He  walks  in  light  who  walks  with  Him. 


O  Year   untried! — thou   hast  for  me 
Naught  but  my   Father's  eye  can  see; 
Nor  canst  thou   bring   me  loss  or  gain. 
Or  health  or  sickness,  ease  or  pain, 
But  welcome  messenger  shall  prove 
From  Him,  whose  name  to  me  is  Love. 
— Selected 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Mocking  as  to  War 


L.  D.  STEARNS 


With  a  little  sigh,  Janice  Leighton 
turned  from  the  window.  Her  face  was 
(troubled,  her  eyes  clouded.  Crossing 
I  the  room  she  lifted  a  small  flat  purse 
.and  shook  the  contents  into  her  hand. 
I  "Ten,  fifteen,  twenty-five,  one  dollar, 
[two  dollars,  forty-five." 

Slowly  she  counted  aloud,  dropping 
(the  coins,  one  by  one,  back  into  the 
iworn  purse.  Then  she  thrust  out  her 
foot  and  dubiously  surveyed  a  shabby 
hoot.  "It's  awful!"  she  choked. 

Reaching  out  once  more  she  drew  a 
small  box  toward  her  and  emptied  a 
little  pile  of  nickels  and  dimes  into  her 
lap.  "One  dollar  and  five  cents,"  she 
said  slowly,  and  sat  looking  out  into 
the  bright,  cold  day. 

The  two  added  together  would  pur- 
chase the  needed  boots;  and  John 
Armstrong  had  asked  her  to  go  out  to- 
morrow evening  with  him  and  his  sis- 
ter. 

Only  a  girl,  alone  in  a  big  city,  work- 
ing for  barely  enough  to  keep  body 
and  soul  together,  can  understand 
how  Janice's  soul  had  glowed  at  this 

first  reaching  out  toward  friendship. 
*     *     * 

She  had  barely  time  to  murmur  a 
shy  consent  when  he  passed  on;  then 
a  second  later,  had  come  the  realiza- 
tion of  worn  shoes  and  gloves,  togeth- 
er with  the  knowledge  that  she  must 
take  the  first  opportunity  to  plead 
some  excuse. 

Then  she  remembered  the  little 
box. 

On  the  clear,  frosty  air  the  chimes 
sounded  their  Sunday  call. 

Janice  moved  slowly  to  the  closet, 
took  down  her  hat  absently  and  placed 
it  on  her  head. 

She  stood  quite  still,  gazing  with 
bright,  unseeing  eyes  across  the  crowd- 
ed street;  then  threw  herself  on  the 
tiny  cot  in  the  corner  and  burst  into 
a  very  tempest  of  tears. 

The  bells  chimed  clearly  on. 

There  was  a  moment's  break  then 
the  familiar  "Onward,  Christian  Sol- 
diers," penetrated  through  the  tears 
and  homesickness,  the  girlish  long- 
ings, into  her  heart.  With  a  little  gasp 
she  sat  upright,  mopping  her  eyes. 

In  the  far-away  home  she  was  once 
more  singing  the  same  words,  her 
heart  full  of  love  and  happiness,  and 
as  she  ceased,  turning  from  the  organ, 
her  mother  put  her  arms  about  her 
and  held  her  close.  "My  soldier — going 
into  battle!"  she  said.  "Lassie,  in  the 
march,  hold  the  Cross  high,  and  you 
will  win  all  mother  would  have  you 
win.  Never  forget  what  the  orders  of 
the  Captain  are." 

Then  Tom  looked  up.  "Remember, 
little  sister,"  he  said,  "there's  room 
here  whenever  the  march  gets  tire- 
some or  too  rough.  I  don't  like  your 
going  away,  anyhow." 

But  Tom  had  a  wife  and  baby,  and 
with  the  added  support  of  mother  and 
herself  his  burden  was  too  heavy, 
Janice  knew.  She  had  been  noting  the 


new  lines  come  into  his  brow  in  the 
months  they  had  been  there,  and  how 
shabby  his  overcoat  was. 

She  crossed  over  and  rumpled  his 
hair  tenderly.  "I'm  going  to  do  great 
things,  you  blessed  old  unbeliever," 
she  said  laughing. 

The  vision  faded.  She  was  in  the 
dingy  hall -room  once  more.  The 
chimes  had  taken  up  an  unfamiliar 
tune.  But,  with  a  reverent  light  touch- 
ing her  face,  she  dropped  to  her  knees 
beside  the  little  cot.  When  she  arose 
the  tears  were  gone. 

"Marching  as  to  war!"  she  hummed 
the  words  softly  as  she  stood  before 
the  tiny  mirror  straightening  her  hat 
and  tucking  up  her  tumbled  hair. 

"  'With  the  Cross  of  Jesus  going  on 
before!'"  The  humming  broke  into  a 
song  as  she  slipped  into  her  coat.  Then 
she  picked  up  the  little  box — the  tenth 
money  she  had  been  taught  belonged, 
of  right,  to  God. 

Opening  it,  she  emptied  the  contents 
into  a  small  envelope  to  go  into  the 
collection  for  the  parish  poor  and  ran 
swiftly  down  the  stairs  and  out  to 
the  street,  her  face  resolute  and  sweet. 

*  *  She  was  not  going  to  make  any 
excuse.  He  knew  she  was  shabby,  and 
she'd  just  forget  her  old  shoes  and 
older  gloves,  and  remember  that  sol- 
diers took  what  was  given  without 
grumbling. 

As  she  slipped  into  one  of  the  back 
seats  at  the  church  her  head  was  high, 
with  the  proud,  sweet  air  of  service; 
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A    NEW   YEAR   THOUGHT 
The  Ways  of  God 

Across  the  world,  in  every  place, 

A  winding  network  runs, 
Like  some  vast,  tangled  web  of  lace 

Stretched    out    between    the    suns. 
Though  rough,  or  smooth,  or  high  or 
low, 

North,  south,  or  east,  or  west, 
Of  all  the  ways  that  we  may  go, 

The  ways  of  God  are  best. 
They  may  not  wind  where  fountains 
play, 

Or  castles  lift  in  air; 
They  may  not  touch  the  garden  gay, 

Nor  pierce  the  valley  fair; 
Yet,  straight  and  narrow  though  they 
be. 

Their  goals  are  always  best. 
Who  chooses  them  some  day  will  see 

The  ways  of  God  are  best. — Sel. 
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and  as  later  she  dropped  her  envelope 
into  the  plate  her  lips  moved  softly. 
"  'Of  Thine  own,'  "  she  repeated  in  her 
heart,  "  'have  we  given  Thee.'  " 

All  next  day  the  old  tune  kept 
ringing  in  her  ears.  More  than  once 
she  hummed  softly,  under  her  breath, 
"  'As  to  war — to  war!'  "  Her  eyes  were 
clear  and  shining. 

On  the  way  to  lunch  John  Arm- 
strong (Junior  partner  in  the  great 
firm),  paused  by  her  desk,  "What's 
the  recipe  for  happiness?"  he  asked. 

"I'm  afraid  you  wouldn't  under- 
stand," she  retorted,  a  little  shyly. 
"But  I  guess  it's  just  to" — she  flushed 
— "obey  orders,"  she  finished,  half  de- 
fiantly. 

Smiling,  he  passed  on,  there  was 
small  time  for  talk  in  the  office  of 
Browning  and  Armstrong,  but  when 
she  closed  her  desk  for  the  night  he 
was  standing  beside  it.  "I'll  be  around," 
he  assured  her,  "about  half  after  sev- 
en, if  that  will  be  all  right.  Give  you 
time  for  the  frills,  etc." 

A  momentary  cloud  dimmed  her 
eyes.  Then  she  winked  it  away  and 
looked  up  bravely.  "It  doesn't  take  a 
great  wnile  for  a  girl  to  dress  when 
she's  a  working  girl,"  she  said.  There 
was  a  little  wistful  note  in  her  voice, 
but  she  did  not  know  it. 

"I  wonder,"  young  Armstrong  said, 
musingly,  as  he  turned  away. 

When  she  entered  the  little  parlor 
at  half  past  seven,  where  he  and  his 
sister  sat  waiting,  she  saw,  in  a  swift 
glance  the  eyes  of  the  older  woman 
wander  from  the  worn  gloves  down 
to  the  shabby  shoes  in  a  quick,  in- 
voluntary glance,  and  a  lump  came 
into  her  throat. 

John  Armstrong's  word  of  introduc- 
tion sounded  far  off;  then,  like  a  bat- 
tle cry,  the  words  seemed  pounding  in 
her  ears — "March  as  to  war,"  and 
as  she  raised  her  eyes  and  acknowl- 
edged Miss  Armstrong's  greeting,  she 
saw  something  in  the  shrewd,  kindly 
eyes  that  sent  a  warm  glow  to  her 
heart. 

With  an  honest  little  laugh  she  held 
out  both  hands.  "They're  all  I  have," 
she  declared  stanchly.  "Was  it  too 
dreadful  in  me  to  say  I'd  go?" 

Impetuously,  the  older  woman  bent 
and  kissed  her.  "My  dear,"  she  said, 
"John  told  me  the  other  night  he  had 
found  the  kind  of  girl  I  could  love.  I 
doubted  it,  because  they  are  not  easy 
to  find.  But,"  covering  the  worn  glove 
with  her  own  immaculate  ones,  "I 
am  quite  sure  he  was  right.  It  isn't 
gloves,  child,  but  a  true  heart  that 
counts.  I  want  you  to  come  and  have 
tea  with  me  tomorrow."  She  laughed 
softly.  "I  came  prepared  to  see  a  bright 
little  fashion  plate,"  she  nodded,  "and 
to  say  to  John,  'No,  she's  not  a  girl  I 
can  love,'  but  the  instant  my  eyes  fell 
on  the  brave  little  gloves  you  stepped 
straight  into  my  heart." 

She  turned  to  her  brother.  "Miss 
West  gave  her  notice  tonight,"  she 
said.  "If  you'll  allow  me  to  pick  from 
your  office  force  I'll  offer  the  position 
to  Miss  Leighton.  The  salary,"  she 
added  dryly,  "is  considerably  more 
than  you  pay  down  there,  and  I'd  like 
a  secretary  I  could  love." — Zion's  Her- 
ald. 


January,  1947 
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Saul  and  His  Sword 

By  ROBERT  N.  SCHAPER 

Instructor  in  Bible  Bob  Jones  College 


"Then  said  Saul  unto  his  armour- 
bearer,  Draw  thy  sword,  and  thrust 
me  through  therewith;  lest  these  un- 
circumcised  come  and  thrust  me 
through,  and  abuse  me.  But  his  ar- 
mourbearer  ivould  not;  for  he  ivas 
afraid.  Therefore  Saul  took  a  sword, 
and  fell  upon  it."    1  Samuel  31:4. 

Once,  in  my  imagination,  I  wan- 
dered upon  a  bleak,  gray  slope  of  a 
mountain  called  Gilboa  and  thought 
of  the  awful  history  of  that  place. 
This  was  no  fire-crowned  Carmel,  no 
thunder-crowned  Sinai,  no  glory- 
crowned  Hermon,  no  cross-crowned 
Calvary.  This  was  Gilboa,  emblem  of 
defeat.  Suddenly  a  dull  metallic 
object,  half-buried  in  the  dirt,  caught 
my  eye.  Pulling  it  from  its  ancient 
grave,  I  saw  it  was  a  rusty  remnant 
of  a  sword,  and  it  began  to  talk  to 
me.  I  don't  know  whether  things 
talk  to  you  or  not,  but  they  will,  if 
you  let  them.  This  sword  began  to 
tell  me  its  story. 

It  seems  it  was  no  ordinary  sword, 
but  had  once  hung  proudly  at  the 
side  of  a  king,  and  it  was  about  that 
king  that  the  sword  wanted  to  speak. 
His  name  was  Saul,  and  for  one  thing, 
he  was  a  handsome,  tall,  powerful 
young  man.  That  was  wonderful,  for 
it's  wonderful  to  have  a  healthy  body, 
alert  and  responsive.  That's  a  gift  of 
God.  When  Saul  walked  down  the 
street  the  young  men  looked  with  en- 
vious eye  and  the  young  girls  looked 
and  sighed. 

But  that  wasn't  all.  Saul  was  a  boy 
of  childlike  obedience.  Once  when  his 
father's  beasts  were  lost  Saul  went 
without  hesitation  to  find  them  for 
his  father.  It  means  so  much  to  know 
how  to  obey.  The  young  person  that 
doesn't  know  how  to  obey  his  parents 
will  never  fully  learn  how  to  obey  God. 
I'll  never  forget  the  time  I  failed  to 
obey  when  my  mother  called  me  home. 
I  was  throwing  rocks,  and  when  my 
mother's  voice  called  I  said  I  was  com- 
ing; but  I  threw  another  rock,  and 
it  went  crashing  through  a  window. 
My  spirits  and  my  allowance  crashed 
with  it.  But  how  many  times  we  are 
in  a  world  of  sin  and  God  says,  "Come 
home,  my  child."  And  willfully  we 
go  on  throwing  rocks,  and  many  of  us 
have  lives  that  are  filled  with  broken 
windows  of  disobedience. 

But  that  wasn't  all.  He  was  a  man 
of  humility.  We  are  told  that  when 
the  people  finally  selected  him  as 
king,  they  could  not  find  him  because 
he  was  quietly  taking  care  of  his 
father's  baggage.  He  wasn't  up  on 
some  soap  box  telling  everyone  about 
his  abilities  and  virtues.  The  capable 
or  spiritual  person  never  has  to  shout 
his  own  praises.  His  life  will  shout 
it  far  more  eloquently  than  he  ever 
could.  Saul  was  humble,  and  humil- 
ity is  a  fleeting  virtue.    The  moment 


you  think  you  have  it,  that  moment 
it  is  gone.  The  humble  man  is  most 
conscious  of  his  need  of  humility. 

But  that  wasn't  all.  Saul  had  ex- 
cellent advisers.  It's  a  priceless  thing 
to  have  people  around  you  who  will 
tell  you  the  way  to  go,  people  who 
know  God.  Samuel,  that  priestly 
prophet,  was  the  faithful  counselor  of 
Saul.  How  I  thank  God  for  those  in 
my  life  who  have  honored  me  by  tell- 
ing me  the  truth.  Young  people,  seek 
the  wise  advice  of  those  who  have 
been  along  the  road  before  you,  and 
you  will  save  yourself  many  a  bruise 
and  thorn. 

.Yes,  the  owner  of  this  sword  had  a 
wonderful  start,  but  that  wasn't  all. 
You  see,  it  isn't  enough  to  have  a 
good  start.  It  isn't  enough  to  win  the 
first  half  of  the  game.  It  isn't  enough 
to  have  the  advantage  or  be  winning 
the  victory  at  first.  It's  the  last  half 
that  brings  the  final  score.  It's  the 
man  who  breaks  the  tape  at  the  end 
of  the  race  who  gets  the  prize.  And 
you  can  have  spiritual  victory  and  live 
a  triumphant  life  for  Christ  no  matter 
what  the  difficulties  are  or  were  that 
beset  you.  If  you  have  made  a  good 
start,  then  keep  it  up.  If  you  haven't, 
then  start  today.  God  has  the  power 
to  see  you  through. 

At  first  this  young  man  Saul,  who 
has  now  become  the  king  of  the  people 
of  God,  girded  on  that  faithful  sword 
and  went  to  glorious  victories  for  the 
Lord.  He  successfully  fought  off  the 
Ammonites  from  Jabesh-Gilead,  and 
brought  peace  to  Israel.  One  time, 
the  sword  told  me,  a  most  embarrass- 
ing thing  took  place.  A  stripling 
named  David  had  come  to  fight  the 
enemy  of  God,  Goliath.  The  king's 
armor  and  sword  stood  idle  in  the  cor- 
ner but  were  quickly  strapped  on  this 
shepherd  lad.  He  rattled  around  in- 
side of  it  like  a  bean  in  a  barrel,  threw 
the  sword  to  the  ground,  took  out  a 
crude  slingshot,  and  went  out  and 
won  the  battle.  There's  a  lesson  in 
that.  Most  of  us  may  be  just  "sling- 
shot" Christians.  We  may  not  know 
very  much  about  the  Bible,  maybe 
just  a  few  verses.  But  if  we  know 
just  one,  and  have  had  an  experience 
with  God,  then  we  are  equipped  to  win 
a  battle  for  God  if  we  will  just  go 
and  fight  it.  Use  all  that  you  have 
for  God.  But  notice,  David  didn't 
keep  on  using  the  slingshot  after  he 
became  head  of  the  armies  of  Israel. 
He  used  a  sword,  and  it  is  your  re- 
sponsibility to  go  on,  learning  more 
and  more  about  the  Bible  and  how  to 
use  it  wisely  and  well,  until  you  can 
skillfully  handle  the  Sword  of  the 
Spirit,  which  is  the  Word  of  God. 

The  sword  went  on,  however,  for 
the  story  is  not  done.  There  came 
darker  days.  At  Gilgal  Samuel  had 
promised    to    meet    Saul    to    sacrifice 


before  the  people  after  a  period  of 
seven  days.  Saul  was  restless  and 
paced  up  and  down,  the  sword  rattling 
at  his  side.  Why  didn't  Samuel  come? 
The  people  too  were  getting  restless, 
and  gradually  impatience  got  the  most 
of  Saul.  The  sword  told  me  how  it 
was  pulled  rudely  from  its  scabbard, 
poised  momentarily  above  the  quiver- 
ing body  of  the  animal  and  then  was 
plunged  into  that  warm  flesh  to  spill 
the  blood  of  the  sacrifice.  See,  Saul 
stands  with  dripping  sword.  What 
has  he  done?  He  had  taken  to  him- 
self the  office  of  the  priest.  To  put  it 
plainly,  he  had  done  the  thing  God 
said  not  to  do. 

That  is  a  sin  of  commission.  When 
we  go  ahead  and  do  the  thing  God 
says  not  to  do  we  are  sinning.  There 
are  no  "if 's"  about  it;  such  action 
is  wrong  in  the  sight  of  God.  I  be- 
lieve God  has  a  way  of  telling  us  what 
He  doesn't  want  us  to  do.  I  have 
found  a  lot  of  young  people  eagerly 
asking  everyone  whether  this  or  that 
was  right  or  not.  All  the  time  I  knew 
down  in  my  heart  that  what  they 
really  wanted  was  someone  to  tell 
them  it  was  all  right  so  they  could  go 
ahead  and  do  it.  When  God  puts  His 
finger  on  things  in  your  life  and  says 
you  should  not  do  those  things,  then 
don't  do  them.  Stop!  Quit!  Don't 
say  tomorrow,  or  sometime,  or  maybe. 
Get  rid  of  those  things,  lock,  stock 
and  barrel.  Whether  it  is  secret  sin, 
or  worldly  lusts  or  pleasures,  or  sins 
of  thought  or  attitude,  when  God  says 
no,  that  must  be  no! 

The  sword  went  on.  One  time  at 
the  command  of  God  through  Samuel. 
Saul  had  gone  with  the  armies  of  Is- 
rael to  blot  out  a  wicked  king  and 
his  people,  Agag  and  the  Amalekites. 
Their  iniquity  was  full,  and  the  orders 
were  to  kill  every  thing  that  lived  in 
Amalek.  With  a  cry  of  victory  on  h:s 
lips,  Saul  had  entered  into  the  battle. 
Suddenly  the  fleeting  figure  of  Agag 
slipped  around  a  corner  and  down  the 
street.  Saul  was  in  hot  pursuit.  Agag 
found  himself  against  a  wall.  His 
bulging  eyes  saw  that  sword  upraised 
in  the  hand  of  the  powerful  Saul.  But 
suddenly  the  wrist  of  Saul  grew  weak 
and  the  sword  slipped  back  into  its 
scabbard  with  a  sickening  thud.  Agag 
lived.  This  was  Saul's  second  and  last 
step  downward. 

What  had  he  done?  This  t'me  he 
had  failed  to  do  what  God  had  told 
him  to  do.  That  is  sin.  It  is  just  as 
wrong  not  to  do  what  God  says  do,  as 
it  is  to  do  what  God  forbids.  Would 
that  we  could  see  that  to  the  fullest. 
It  is  a  sin,  s-i-n,  sin,  not  to  pray,  not 
to  win  souls,  not  to  live  for  Christ, 
not  to  read  our  Bibles.  It  is  just  as 
wrong  as  any  outward  or  inward  act 
of  sinfulness  or  impurity.  When  we 
are  saved  it  involves  not  only  keep- 
( Continued  on  page   16) 
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OUT  WITH  THE  MESSAGE 

By  Rev.  J.  Sidlow  Baxter 
As  it  was  with  the  early  Church,  so 
must  it  be  with  the  Church  today — 
there  must  be  a  going  out  to  the  peo- 
ple. The  Church  of  the  first  days 
was  far  from  being  a  newly-opened 
shop,  with  nicely-set-out  window,  and 
the  shopkeeper  inside,  waiting  for  folk 
to  come  and  buy.  It  was  a  go-ahead 
firm  of  distributors,  with  an  army  of 
enthusiastic  travelers  determined  to 
capture  the  markets  for  their  com- 
modities. Many  of  our  churches  to- 
day have  the  shop  idea.  They  set  their 
windows  out  with  much  attractiveness 
(as  they  think) ,  then  wait  for  folk 
to  come  inside  and  buy — and  there 
has  been  so  little  business  done  in 
some  of  them  for  a  long  while  now, 
that  the  shopkeeper  inside  has  gone 
soundly  to  sleep! 

Years  ago,  there  was  some  criticism 
directed  against  the  Salvation  Army's 
use  of  the  drum.  From  the  platform 
of  a  great  meeting,  the  old  General 
replied:  "When  I  hear  the  church 
bells  pealing  on  Sabbath  mornings, 
they  seom  to  be  saying,  'Come  to  wor- 
ship. Come  to  worship.'  But  when  I 
hear  the  beating  of  the  drum,  it 
seems  to  say,  'Fetch  'em!  Fetch  'em!" 
Surely  that  is  the  right  spirit.  If  reli- 
gious dignity  keeps  us  indoors,  it  is  a 
false  dignity.  There  is  no  true  dig- 
nity sacrificed  in  consecrated  evange- 
listic aggressiveness.  If  the  people  do 
not  come  in,  we  must  be  up  and  out. 
We  must  recapture  the  initiative.  We 
must  attack.  Many  a  church  today  is 
more  like  a  hospital  for  spiritual  in- 
curables than  a  barracks  where  sol- 
diers are  trained  to  go  out  and  wage 
holy  warfare  against  the  devil.  The 
church  of  Christ  was  never  meant  to 
be  a  covered-in  nursery  for  the  rear- 
ing of  delicate,  hot-house  plants. 
There  is  a  striking  sentence  that 
comes  toward  the  end  of  Mr.  Lloyd 
George's  "War  Memories" — "We  can- 
not fight  a  winning  battle  with  a  re- 
treating mind."  Away  with  retreatism 
and  defeatism!  We  must  be  up  and 
out  with  our  message!  This  is  the 
true  spirit  of  the  Christian  church. 

How,  then,  shall  we  prosecute  our 
attack?  The  first  thing  is  to  have 
the  will  to  do.  If  we  are  determined, 
by  the  grace  of  God  and  the  power 
of  the  Holy  Spirit,  to  see  this  thing 
through,  everything  else  will  follow 
in  due  course.  "Where  there's  a  will 
there's  a  way,"  says  the  old  proverb. 
In  the  carrying  of  our  message  to  the 
multitudes,  if  we  have  the  will,  there 
are  many  ways.  We  only  need  to  put 
our  heads  together  to  think  things 
throueh. 

HOUSE  TO  HOUSE  EVANGELISM 
To  begin  with,  why  not  revert  to  the 


Pauline  procedure  of  getting  right  out 
to  the  homes  of  the  people — "going 
from  house  to  house"?  I  once  got  a 
small  band  of  young  men  and  women 
to  train  them  for  house  to  house 
evangelism.  I  prepared  easy-to-read, 
one-page  tracts  for  them  to  use,  and 
gave  them  advice  concerning  their 
conversations  with  householders.  They 
were  to  take  note  of  any  difficult 
questions  which  might  be  asked, 
promising  to  make  inquiry  and  to  re- 
turn later,  if  possible,  with  the  an- 
swer. Some  of  the  questions  put  to 
them  on  their  first  excursion  were 
very  interesting,  and  gave  useful  in- 
sight into  the  minds  of  the  people; 
but  what  is  of  most  importance  is  that 
there  were  several  good  cases  of  con- 
version recorded.  Owing  to  my  leav- 
ing this  district  soon  afterwards,  I 
was  unable  to  develop  the  work,  but 
I  had  seen  enough  to  realize  what  a 
tremendous  power  such  a  going  to  the 
homes  of  the  people  could  be.  Think 
what  it  would  mean  if  thousands  of 
our  evangelical  ministers  carefully 
trained  and  sent  forth  their  people, 
keeping  the  work  steadily  going,  see- 
ing it  efficiently  carried  through,  so 
that  the  great  message  is  carried 
courteously,  ably,  systematically,  and 
prayerfully,  to  the  homes  of  the  peo- 
ple throughout  the  land.  If  "house 
to  house"  evangelism  were  done  on  a 
wide  scale,  by  instructed  and  con- 
secrated messengers  regularly  going 
forth  from  our  churches,  what  might 
not  happen? — Evangelical  Christian. 

JUST    BRASS 

When  Major  D.  W.  Whittle  was  in 
business,  before  he  gave  all  his  time 
to  Christian  work,  a  woman  came  in- 
to his  office  one  day  and  said,  "Major 
Whittle,  my  husband  was  greatly  im- 
pressed with  the  services  last  night, 
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THE  CALL  FOR  REAPERS 

Far  and  near  the  fields  are  teeming 
With   the   waves   of   ripened   grain; 

Far  and  near  their  gold  is  gleaming 
O'er  the  sunny  slope  and   plain. 

Send  them  forth  with  morn's  first  beaming; 

Send  them  in  the  noontide's  glare; 
When  the  sun's  last  rays  are  gleaming, 

Bid  them  gather  everywhere. 

O  thou,  whom  thy  Lord  is  sending. 
Gather  now  the  sheaves  of  gold; 

Heavenward    then    at   evening    wending, 
Thou  shalt  come  with  joy  untold. 

Lord  of  harvest,  send  forth  reapers! 

Hear  us,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  cry. 
Send   them   now  the   sheaves   to  gather, 

Ere  the  harvest  time  pass  by. 

J.   O.    Thompson 


and  he  promised  me  that  he  would 
come  down  and  see  you  this  morning. 
Did  he  come?" 

"Yes,"  said   the   major. 

"Well,  what  did  he  say?" 

"Why,  he  just  asked  the  price  of 
brass,  and  talked  around  a  little." 

"Oh!"  said  the  wife,  "that  was  just 
an  excuse  for  his  coming;  but  what 
did  you  say  to  him?" 

"I  am  sorry  to  say,"  said  the  major, 
"that  all  I  talked  about  was  just  brass, 
too." 

How  many  times  hungry  souls  come 
to  us  for  help,  and  because  we  are 
not  watchful  they  slip  away  without 
our  giving  them  the  help  they  have 
so  needed  but  which  they  have  not 
been  able  to  speak  about.  How  we 
should  pray  for  enlightened  eyes  so 
that  we  may  be  able  to  speak  the 
Word  in  season  to  those  in  need. 
"Forgive  me,  Lord,  {or  careless  words, 

When   hungry  souls  are  near, 
Words  that  are  not  of  faith  and  love, 

Heavy  with  care  and  fear. 
Forgive  me  for  the  words  withheld, 

For  ivords  that  might  have  won 
A  soul  from  darkened  paths  and  sin, 

To  follow  Thy  dear  Son. 
Words  are  such  mighty  things,  dear 
Lord: 

May  I  so  yielded  be 
That  Christ,  who  spake  as  never  man. 

May  ever  speak  through  me." 

TALKING~BUSINESS 

A  pastor  was  passing  a  big  depart- 
ment store,  and  followed  a  sudden  im- 
pulse to  go  in  and  talk  to  the  pro- 
prietor on  the  subject  of  his  salvation. 
Finding  him,  he  said:  "Mr.  T.,  I've 
talked  beds  and  carpets  and  book- 
cases with  you,  but  I've  never  talked 
my  business  with  you.  Would  you  give 
me  a  few  minutes  to  do  so?"  Being 
led  to  the  private  office,  the  minister 
took  out  his  New  Testament  and 
showed  him  passage  after  passage 
which  brought  before  that  business 
man  his  duty  to  accept  Jesus  Christ. 
Finally,  the  tears  began  to  roll  down 
his  cheeks,  and  he  said  to  the  pastor, 
"I'm  seventy  years  of  age.  I  was  born 
in  this  city,  and  more  than  a  hundred 
ministers,  and  more  than  five  hun- 
dred church  officers,  have  known  me 
as  you  have,  to  do  business  with,  but 
in  all  these  years  you  are  the  only 
man  who  ever  spoke  to  me  about  my 
soul." — Sel. 


Motto:   "EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 
Scripture:   "He  That  Winnerh  Souls  Is  Wise' 
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MRS.  AUDRE  PITTS 


Betty  Jane  walked  slowly  up  the 
little  village  street  in  the  peaceful 
quiet  of  a  Sabbath  afternoon.  She  was 
on  her  way  to  visit  Grandma  Seekins 
— not  her  real  grandmother,  but 
Grandma  to  the  entire  community. 
Betty  Jane  always  enjoyed  these  visits 
with  the  active  old  lady  with  her 
quaint,  homely  philosophies  of  life. 
Somehow  one  could  go  there  in  any 
mood  and  Grandma  was  a  tonic.  If 
one  were  blue  and  in  need  of  cheer 
and  encouragement  or  sympathy. 
Grandma  had  a  boundless  supply  of 
it.  But  let  any  one  come  to  her  in  an 
attitude  of  self-pity  and  Grandma — 
her  black  eyes  snapping — told  them 
so  in  no  uncertain  terms,  and,  pricked 
by  the  sharp  barbs  of  her  timely  crit- 
icism, they  were  stung  to  greater  ef- 
forts to  make  good. 

However,  Betty  Jane  was  in  neith- 
er of  these  moods.  She  was  happy  and 
content  on  this  beautiful  summer  day 
as  she  turned  in  at  the  gate  and  made 
her  way  up  the  cobblestone  path  to 
the  house.  She  merely  wanted  to  have 
a  good  visit  with  Grandma.  She  had 
found  that  Grandma  was  a  good  fair- 
weather  friend  as  well  as  a  haven  in 
distress,  a  port  in  a  storm.  Grandma 
was  sitting  on  the  front  porch  and 
saw  her  coming. 

"Come  right  on  up  and  sit  down," 
she  called  cordially.  "Take  this  rocker 
right  here,"  she  indicated  without 
rising.  Then  as  her  visitor  seated  her- 
self in  the  low  rocker  she  continued. 
"My  isn't  this  a  lovely  day,  though? 
Seems  like  there's  a  difference  be- 
tween Sunday  and  every  other  day.  I 
guess  it  must  be  the  quietness  and 
rest  that  goes  with  it.  No  matter  how 
nice  a  day  it  is,  if  we  are  busy  with 
our  work  we  don't  have  time  to  ap- 
preciate it  like  we  should.  Not  that  I 
put  any  premium  on  laziness.  No  one 
that  rightly  knows  Grandma  Seekins 
would  say  that.  I've  done  a  right 
smart  bit  of  work  in  my  life  and  I 
hope  to  die  right  in  the  harness.  But 
when  the  Sabbath  day  comes  and  I 
can  just  lay  aside  everything  else  and 
enjoy  the  quietness  and  worship  of 
that  day,  it  does  me  more  good  than 
anything  else  in  the  world.  Doctors 
nowadays  are  all  the  time  prescribin' 
rest  cures  for  people.  Humph!  if  folks 
would  all  'remember  the  Sabbath  day 
to  keep  it  holy'  like  the  Good  Book 
says,  and  stop  their  workin'  and  their 
everlasting  gaddin'  around  on  Sunday 
they  wouldn't  need  no  rest  cures.  But 
folks  will  say  they  need  recreation 
after  workin'  hard  all  week,  so  they 
jump  in  their  cars  and  go  galivantin' 
all  over  the  country  and  visitin'  their 
relations  instead  of  goin'  to  church 
like  they  ought  to.  Then  they  come 
home  so  dead  tired  that  they  are  all 
cross  and  crabbed.  And  on  Monday 
morning  they  crawl  out  of  bed  feelin' 
tireder  than   they   were   on   Saturday 


night.  No  wonder  their  nerves  soon 
get  frazzled.  Recreation — I  never  saw 
a  word  more  overworked  than  that 
one.  It  really  means  re-creation  and 
how  anything  that  tears  a  body  down 
can  be  called  re-creating  is  more  than 
I  can  understand.  On  the  other  hand, 
I  don't  know  of  anything  that  will  re- 
create a  person  more  than  spendin' 
a  day  in  rest  and  in  worshipin'  the 
Great  Creator  Himself. 

She  stopped  suddenly  with  an  apol- 
ogetic chuckle.  "Land  sakes,  here  I  go 
again.  'Sermonizing,'  my  youngest 
granddaughter  calls  it.  She  tells  me  I 
missed  my  callin'.  Says  I  should  have 
been  a  preacher.  She  declares  she 
never  saw  a  body  who  could  get  a  ser- 
mon out  of  everything  like  I  can.  Jim 
— he  was  my  husband  you  know — used 
to  tell  me  he  thought  my  tongue  was 
loose  on  both  ends  and  just  waggin' 
back  and  forth  like  a  teeter  totter 
that  couldn't  get  stopped.  Seems  like 
I  haven't  got  sense  enough  to  learn 
that  young  people  don't  care  about 
sittin'  around  listenin'  to  an  old  wom- 
an's chatter.  Come,  wouldn't  you  like 
to  see  my  garden?"  she  asked  rising 
from  her  chair. 

And  Betty  Jane,  protesting  that  in- 
deed she  did  enjoy  hearing  her  talk, 
went  with  her  to  her  flower  garden — 
the  pride  of  Grandma's  heart.  The 
garden     was     like     Grandma — sturdy 


In  each  little  garden  I'll  scatter  my 

seed, 
Where  flowers  will  grow  instead  of  the 

weed. 
I'll  sow  seeds  of  happiness,  love  and 

cheer; 
My  flowers  shall  blossom  every  day  of 

the  year. 
I'll  sow  seeds  of  ivisdom,   knowledge 

and  right; 
His  seeds  of  promise  are  filled  with 

delight. 
I'll  soio  for  the  Master  as  on  I  go, 
And   scatter   God's  seeds   while    here 

below. 
I'll  sow  God's  seeds  as  I  go  here  and 

there, 
For  His  flower  garden  everywhere. 


and  old-fashioned.  "Never  had  much 
use  for  flowers  that  had  to  be  re- 
planted every  year,"  she  always  said. 
"Too  much  like  folks  that  have  to  go 
to  the  altar  ever'  so  often  to  get  con- 
verted again.  Give  me  a  sturdy  plant 
that  will  weather  the  storms  that 
come  and  don't  droop  their  heads 
ever'  time  the  sun  gets  hot,  no  matter 
if  they're  not  so  showy  as  the  others. 
Same  way  with  people.  Give  me  a 
steady,  faithful  person  every  time, 
even  if  he  doesn't  have  many  talents 
and  doesn't  make  such  a  big  showing. 
I'll  take  a  hardy  perennial  that  can 
stand  the  storms  year  after  year  any 
day." 

"I  always  liked  a  garden,"  she  said 
now.  "Always  seemed  to  me  like  it  was 
sort  of  a  favored  spot  on  the  earth. 
The  Creator  put  His  first  couple  in  a 
beautiful  garden,  and  just  before  the 
Savior  of  mankind  was  hung  on  the 
cross,  it  was  a  garden  where  He  went 
to  pray.  Then  He  was  buried  in  a 
garden,  too.  I  always  wondered  how 
anybody  could  look  at  the  flowers  and 
trees  and  all  sorts  of  growing  things 
and  then  say  they  didn't  believe  in 
God.  Every  bud  and  blossom  is  in  it- 
self, proof  of  the  fashioning  hand  of 
a  Higher  Power. 

"Flowers  remind  me  of  people,  too," 
she  went  on  in  her  interesting  talka- 
tive manner.  "Take  for  instance  th's 
rose  bush  here.  Notice  how  lovely  the 
creamy  white  blossoms  growing  in 
clusters  are.  And  the  buds — aren't 
they  beautiful?  But  smell  them,"  she 
added  plucking  one  and  handing  it 
to  her  guest,  when  Betty  Jane  had  ex- 
claimed at  their  beauty. 

Betty  Jane  sniffed  and  wrinkled  hei 
nose  in  distaste.  Grandma  Seekins 
laughed.  "That's  just  it,  isn't  it?  Could 
anything  be  more  disappointing  than 
a  beautiful  rose  with  a  sickly  sweet. 
no  account  odor  like  that?  As  I  was 
sayin',  these  roses  remind  me  of  some 
people  I  have  known.  You've  seen  peo- 
ple who  looked  beautiful  and  attrac- 
tive, but  that's  about  as  far  as  it  went. 
Their  characters  didn't  have  any 
more  spice  or  fragrance  to  them  than 
one  of  these  roses. 

"Now  take  one  of  these,"  she  hand- 
ed a  rose  from  another  bush.  "Now 
when  you  smell  that  you  aren't  dis- 
appointed." She  crushed  a  petal  be- 
tween her  fingers.  "I  learned  a  lesson 
once  from  my  flowers,"  she  said.  "Did 
you  ever  stop  to  think  that  a  flower 
must  be  crushed  before  the  sweetness 
of  its  perfume  can  be  extracted? 
That's  the  way  it  is  in  life,  I've  found. 
The  crushing  process  is  painful  to  us 
but  it  is  designed  to  bring  out  the 
sweetness  in  our  lives." 

On  through  the  garden  they  went. 
Grandma  showing  off  her  flowers  and 
shrubs  and  rambling  on  and  on  about 
them.  At  length  the  sun  slipped  be- 
yond the  western  horizon  and  the 
shadows  of  evening  began  to  lengthen. 
The  chimes  of  the  church  bell  pealed 
reverently  forth  on  the  evening  ah' 
and  Betty  Jane  and  Grandma  Seekins' 
turned  their  steps  toward  the  little 
village  chapel  to  worship  the  Creator 
of  all  beauty.— The  S.  S.  Banner. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


SNew   tyear   ^oerns 


"RESOLUTIONS" 

"I  will  start  anew  this  morning  with  a 

higher  nobler  creed; 
I  will  cease  to  harbor  thoughts  about 

my   selfish   neighbor's  greed; 
I  will  cease  to  sit  repining  while  my 

duty's  call  is  clear, 
I  will  waste  no  moment  whining,  and 

my  heart  shall  cast  out  fear. 

"I  will  look  always  about  me  for  the 

things  that  merit  praise; 
I  will  search  for  hidden  beauties  that 

elude  our  casual  gaze; 
I'll  try  hard  to   find  contentment  in 

the  path  I'm  called  to  tread; 
I  will -cease  to  cry  'unfairness'  when 

another  moves  ahead. 

"I  will  never  harbor  envy  when  an- 
other's worth  is  shown; 

I  will  not  demean  his  merit,  but  will 
strive  to  prove  my  own; 

I  will  try  to  see  the  beauty  spread  be- 
fore me,  rain  or  shine; 

Cease  to  preach  of  other's  duty,  and 
become   concerned  with   mine." 


A  PRAYER  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR 

O  year  that  is  going,  take  with  you 

Seme  evil  that  dwells  in  my  heart; 

Let  selfishness,  doubt, 

With  the  old  year  go  out — 

With  joy  I  would  see  them  depart. 

0  year  that  is  going,  take  with  you 
Impatience  and  willfulness,  pride; 
The  sharp  word  that  slips 

From  those  too  heavy  lips, 

1  would  cast,  with  the  old  year  aside. 

O  year  that  is  coming,  br'ng  with  you 

Some  virtue  of  which  I  have  need; 

More  patience  to  bear 

And  more   kindness  to  share, 

And  more  love  that  is  true  love  indeed. 

NEW  LEDGER 

By  Mary  Agnes  Colville 

The  ledger  of  last  year  is  closed; 
All     further     entries     there     are 
banned — 
Whatever  records  it   contains, 

Without  erasures  now  must  stand. 
But  that   fresh  ledger  marked   "New 
Year," 
No  marring  entry  shows  today; 
And  if  we  plan  to  make  it  so — 
Twelve  months,  it  can  remain  that 
way. 


STEP   BY  STEP 

I  will  not    ask    to    know    the    future 

years, 
Nor  cloud  today  with  dark  tomorrow's 

fears; 
I  will  but  ask  a  light  from  heaven  to 

show 
How,   step    by    step,    my    pilgrimage 

should   go. 


And  if  the  distant  perils  seem  to  make 
The  path  impossible  that  I  must  take, 
Yet  as  the  river  winds  through  moun- 
tains lone, 
The  way  will  open  up  as  I  go  on. 

Be  still,  my  heart;  for  faithful  is  thy 

Lord, 
And  pure  and  true  and  tried  His  Holy 

Word; 
Through  stormy  flood,  that  rageth  as 

the  sea, 
His    promises    like    steppingstones 

should  be. — Anon. 

YOUR  TANGLED  THREAD 

Martha    Tiilis 

The  thread  of  your  life  is  all  tangles 
and  knots. 
There's  nothing  that  you  can  do! 
You've  tried  and  you  cannot  unravel 
the  thread; 
Another  must  do  it  for  you. 

The   Lord   will   unravel   your   tangled 
thread, 
If  you  give  it  to  Him  to  do. 
He  knows  every  knot;  He  knoios  where 
the  end 
Is  hidden  away  from  you. 

Let  Jesus  unravel  your  tangled  thread! 

He  knows  'tis  too  hard  for  you. 
The  harder  you  try  the  tighter  it  gets. 

Oh,  let  Jesus  do  it  for  you. 

He  never   will   take   it   out     of    your 
hand, 

The  offer  must  come  from  you. 
Oh,  hand  it  to  Him  and  let  Him  begin 

To  straighten  it  out  for  you. 

LET  MY  LIFE  HELP 

My  life  is  touching  other  lives 
Each  day,  each  hour,  each  minute; 
O  let  it  be  my  aim,  always, 

To  have  just  good  work  in  it; 
Let  no  lost  souls  in  misery  say 
My   influence   made   them   lose    their 
way. 

My  words  will  sink  in  fertile  soil, 
And  bring  forth  fruit  for  good  or  ill; 
O  God,  with  wisdom  train  my  lips 

To  speech  that  will  give  souls  a  thrill; 
Let  me  not  speak  to  cast  souls  down, 
But  bring  them  nearer  to  the  crown, 


God,  let  my  life  help  other  lives, 

In  all  I  do,  in  all  I  say; 

As  I  am  passing  through  this  world, 

Let   me   walk   blameless   through   the 

day; 
Be  high  and  holy  aim  my  goals; 
Help  me  help  others  save  their  souls. 

"My    hands    were    filled    with    many 
things 
That  I  did  precious  hold, 
As  any  treasure  of  a  king's — 

Silver,  or  gems  or  gold. 
The    Master    came    and    touched    my 
hands, 
(The  scars  were  in  His  own) 
And  at  His  feet  my  treasures  sweet 

Fell  shattered,  one  by  one. 
'I  must  have  empty  hands,'  said  He, 
'Wherewith  to  work  My  works  through 
thee.' 

"My  hands  were  growing  feverish 

And   cumbered   with   much   care! 
Trembling  with  haste  and  eagerness, 

Nor  folded  oft  in  prayer. 
The   Master   came    and    touched    my 
hands, 

(With  healings  in  His  own) 
And  calm  and  still  to  do  His  will 

They  grew — the  fever  gone. 
T  must  have  quiet  hands,'  said  He, 
'Wherewith  to  work  My  works  for  Me.' 

"My    hands   were   strong    in    fancied 
strength, 
But  not  in  power  Divine, 
And  bold  to  take  my  tasks  at  length, 

That  were  not  His  but  mine. 
The    Master  came    and    touched    my 
hands, 
(And  might  was  in  His  own) 
But  mine  since  then  have  powerless 
been 
Save  His  are  laid  thereon. 
'And  it  is  only  thus,'  said  He, 
'That  I  can  work  My  works  through 
thee.'  " 

— The  Baptist  Banner. 

I  do  not  ask  to  see  the  way 

My  Lord  would  have  me  tread; 
I  only  know  from  day  to  day, 

I  shall  be  safely  led. 
Should  sorrows  come,  or  foes  increase, 

I  shall  not   be   afraid; 
I  shall  be  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

My  mind  on  Him  is  stayed. 

I  do  not  ask  to  understand 

The  working  of  His  will; 
I  only  know  His  gu'ding  hand 

In  love  will  guide  me  still. 
His  care  for  me  can  never  cease, 

Why  should  I  be  afraid? 
I  shall  be  kept  in  perfect  peace, 

My  mind  on  Him  is  stayed. 


A  *  HAPPY*  NE 


YT* 
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UATiillllAI.  W.  ■».  E.  and 

:::::::::::::::::::::  Williams  and 

Leaders,   LEADERS,   LEADERS! 

We  planned  to  give  you  a  tabulated  account  of  the  national  winners  in  every  line  for  this  issue  of  our  LIGHTED  PATHWAY,  but 
the  material  was  called  for  six  days  before  the  date  agreed  upon,  in  an  effort  to  get  this  publication  printed  one  week  early,  that  you 
might  receive  it  on  time  despite  the  delay  usually  caused  in  the  mails  by  the  Christmas  rush.  Although  this  inconvenienced  us  some- 
what, we  were  glad  to  cooperate.  Here  is  a  part  of  the  tabulated  account,  hurriedly  compiled.  If  there  are  any  mistakes,  we  apologize 
for  them,  and  ask  you  to  look  forward  to  many  new  features  in  the  February  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  shall  do  our  best  to 
make  the  National  Pages  the  best  part  of  the  magazine.  We  must  have  your  help  in  doing  this.  Show  a  decided  increase  each  month 
in  your  state,  and  LET  US  KNOW  ABOUT  IT.  Meanwhile,  check  the  many  leaders  listed  in  this  issue,  and  if  you  are  not  out  in  front 
somewhere,  begin  right  now  to  make  us  put  you  there  on  the  February    NATIONAL   PAGES  of   the   LIGHTED   PATHWAY. 


THE    NATION'S 


.      AMONG  LOCAL  CHURCHES      .   .   . 

LEADERS     FOR    TWO 


TOP     PLACES 


In  Both  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School  Attendance 


Church 

Greenville 

Kannapolis 


SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
State  Pastor 

S.  C.  Earl    P.    Paulk 

N.  C.  W.  H.  Horton 


Y.  P.  E. 

Av.  Att. 

Church 

State 

Pastor 

Av.  Att, 

728 

Springfield 

N.  C. 

C.    D.   Spake 

386 

557 

N.   Cleveland 

Tenn. 

James  L.  Slay 

375 

45   New  Sunday  Schools  —       ESTABLISHED   S8 

HERE  AR2  THE   NATION'S  GROUP   LEADERS   IN  TH 


E  THE  ASSEMBLY     —47  New  y. 

E  ESTABLISHMENT  OF  THESE  DEPARTMENTS: 


P.    E. 


A 

B 

C 

D 

E 

F 

G 

s.s. 

Y.P.E.                       S.S. 

Y.P.E. 

s.s. 

Y.P.E.                          S.S. 

Y.P.E.                        S.S.    Y.P.E.                        S.S.    Y.P.E.                        S.S.    Y.P.E. 

W.  Va.       8 

Va.              6 

6 

Ark. 

4        Cal.             1 

1         Wash.         1 

Ore.             2 

Wis.            1         1 

Fla. 

7 

La.                2 
Mich.          2 
Mo.             2 

Okla.           1 

1 

Mont. 

2 

BELOW   ARE 

THE    NATION'S   GROUP 

LEADERS   IN 

THE    LARGEST    NUM 

EXPERIENCES  FOR 

MONTH  OF  OCTOBER 

A 

B 

C 

D 

E 

F 

G 

S.   C,    Saved 

285  Ohio,  Saved 

.     65 

III.,  Saved  . 

.     50  Okla.,  Saved 

26  Kans.,  Saved  . 

22  Maine,    Saved 

5  D.  C,  Saved     .     6 

S.  C,   Sane. 

.138  Ohio,  Sane. 

.     31 

III.,  Sane.   . 

.     22  Okla.,  Sane. 

8  Kans.,    Sane.    . 

9  Maine,  Sane. 

.     1   D.  C,  Sane.       .     2 

S.  C,  Holy  G. 

116  Ky.  Add.  to 

III.,  Add.  to 

Cal.,  Add.  to 

Kans.,  Add.  to 

Mont.,  Sane. 

1   Colo.,   Sane.            2 

N.  C,  Add  to 

Church   . 

.     35 

Church   . 

.     11        Church  . 

7        Church   . 

10  Idaho,  Add.  to 

D.  C,  Add.  to 

Church   . 

.     78  Va.,   Holy  G. 

.     23 

III.,    Holy  G. 

.     24  Cal.,  Holy  G. 

8  Kans.,  Holy  G. 

6        Church 

3        Church                 4 

Ohio,  Holy  G. 

23 

Maine,  Holy  G. 

2  D.  C,  Holy  G.  .     2 

NATIONAL  GROUP   LEADERS   IN   LIGHTED   PATHWAY 
DISTRIBUTION   FOR  OCTOBER 


I 


Youth   Director 

Earl  Paulk,  Jr. 
O.  W.  Polen 


State 

S.  Carolina 
Ohio 


!  J.  Newby  Thompson  Illinois 

j  Kenneth  C.  Combs  Maryland 

I  lo  Garlit  Arizona 

!  Rose  M.  Finelli  Maine 

\  C.  H.  Blankenship  Neio  Jersey 


Group 

A 
B 
C 
D 
E 
F 
G 


No. 
Distrib. 

8,105 

2,997 

1,384 

1,108 

297 

390 

150 


BELOW  ARE  THE  FIVE  TOP  STATES  IN  GATHERING 
COUPONS    FOR   THE   ORPHANAGE 
South  Carolina  $932.41       Florida        .      .  $600.74 

Alabama  .  .  .  787.26  Georgia  .  .  .  522.46 
North  Carolina  .  .  .  $310.51 
The  Orphanage  Department  reports  that  states  with 
Youth  Directors  are  responding  much  better  than  those 
without  them.  We  notice  that  one  state  sends  in  26c,  an- 
other 10c,  and  another  8c.  This  is  for  the  entire  Assembly 
year.  Some  states  did  not  get  credit  for  one  penny,  but 
those  who  worked  turned  in  coupons  to  the  amount  of 
$4,099.57.  The  total  could  easily  have  been  three  times 
that  much.  What  do  you  say.  States?  Let's  make  this  a 
bumper  year  for  the  coupon  crop! 

National  Group  Leaders  in  the  Orphanage  March 
Offerings  for  October  Are: 
A    N.  Carolina  .     .    $947.62       D   California 


B   Ohio  . 
C    Illinois 


322.06 
.      .      203.34 
G   Minnesota   . 


E   Arizona    . 
F   W.  Canada  . 
.      .      $23.13 


.  $152.64 
46.97 
35.99 

,,.,,„ A 


Leaders  of  Each  Group  in 
Y.P.E.  Attendance 


Average  S.  S. 
for  October 


Youth   Director 
Geo.  D.  Lemons 
O.  W.  Polen 
Manuel  F.  Campbell 
J.  Newby  Thompson 
D.  H.  Kirkland 
J.  E.  Rinker 
Kenneth  C.  Combs 
Arnold  Erickson 
Kenneth  Combs 
J.  L.  Lombard 


State 

N.  Carolina 

Ohio 

Kentucky 

Illinois 

California 

Kansas 

Delaware 

W.  Canada 

D.  C. 

Nebraska 


Av.  Att. 
Group   Y.P.E. 
6,279 


and       | 

i 


3,654 

2,227 

982 

571 

172 

53 


Av.  Att. 

S.S. 

11,018 

4,935 

2,641 

2,021 

682 

321 

108 


TOP  STATE 

In 

Sunday  School  j 

HOME 

j    EXTENTSON    j 

|     Department     I 

I  ls 

|     o  H  I  o 

jThe  Number  Is | 

ELEVEN 
I  Are  you  organ-  j 
'!    izinq  in  your    j 
I  State? 


Leaders  in  Each  Group  in  S.  S.  and  Y. 
Offerings  for  October 


P.E. 


Youth   Director 

State 

Grou 

p       Y.P.E. 

S.S. 

Geo.  D.  Lemons 

N.  C. 

A 

$3,1 12. 81$5, 596.97 

O.  W.  Polen 

Ohio 

B 

865.93 

J.  L.  Summers 

Texas 

3,682.28 

J.  Newby  Thompson  Illinois 

C 

698.44 

1,383.23 

D.  H.  Kirkland 

California 

D 

359.88 

814.20 

J.  E.  Rinker 

Kansas 

E 

249.80 

406.68 

Eugene  E.  Nicks 

Oregon 

F 

49.51 

Rose  Finelli 

Maine 

74.47 

R.  C.  Muncy 

Colorado 

G 

60.83 

Kenneth  C.  Combs 

D.  C. 

75.96 
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C.    M.   TRUESDELL,  Associate  Editors 

We  Can  Get  a  Bonus  if  YOU 

YOUR  COUPONS 


mew.t 


ur  hearty  cooperation  is  needed.  Please 
every  member  of  your  church  to  turn  in 
any  coupons  as  poss'ble  in  the  remain- 
weeks    of    the    Bonus    Offer. 

e  bonus  means  a  liberal  extra  cash 
enr  for  all  coupons  collected  by  Jartu- 
1,   1947. 

We   need   your   assistance    in   harvesting   a 
mper  crop  of  coupons   from    the   following 
cts    .    .    . 


WE    CAM    TURN    COUPONS    BNTO    DOLLARS! 


OCTAGON   SOAP   PRODUCTS  MRS.    FILBERT'S   MARGARINE 

LUZIANNE  COFFEE  AND  TEA  BA'  '  ARD'S  OEE!  !>K  F>  OUR 

RUMFORD  BAKING  POWDER  HEARTH  CLUB  BAKING  POWDER 

BORDEN'S  SILVER  COW  EVAP.  MILK 

Many  thanks  for  your  help. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  ORPHANAGE 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


SPIRITUAL  TIDE  HIGH  IN  YOUTH 
RALLIES   OF    LONE    STAR    STATE 

Concerning  the  young  people's  work, 
God  is  blessing  in  a  great  way.  We 
have  begun  our  youth  rallies  and  they 
are  proving  a  great  success. 

On  the  Ranger  district,  God  came 
clown  and  gave  us  five  young  people 
saved,  one  sanctified,  and  one  bap- 
tized in  the  Holy  Ghost.  On  the  Elec- 
tra  district,  nineteen  young  people 
came  to  the  altar;  twelve  were  saved, 
three  sanctified,  and  three  baptized  in 
the  Holy  Ghost.  We  then  gave  oppor- 
tunity for  church  membership  and 
twelve  came  into  the  Church  of  God.  I 
traveled  from  there  to  the  Borger  dis- 
trict and  there  in  the  Borger  church, 
God  poured  out  His  great  Spirit.  Thir- 
teen young  people  came  to  the  altar. 
A  number  of  them  were  saved.  We 
gave  opportunity  for  membership  and 
thirteen  united  with  the  Church  of 
God.  Several  of  these  were  from  other 
holiness  movements. 

We  are  stressing  EVANGELISM  here 
and,  oh,  how  this  state  needs  it,  and 
how  the  burden  is  beginning  to  settle 
over  our  souls  for  those  precious  young 
people  who  are  away  from  God!  Do 
pray  that  God  will  continue  to  pour 
out  His  Spirit  upon  the  various  rallies, 
and  give  old-time  revivals  in  every 
church.  Pray  for  us  in  Texas. — J.  L. 
Summers,  State  Youth  Director. 


NATIONAL     Y.P.E.     PROGRAM     CONTEST 

|  FINAL  CHANCE   ...   To  Compete  for  These  Prizes 

I  The  National  Youth  Committee  ann  ounces  a  Nation-wide 
:  Y.P.E.  Program  Contest.  The  purpose  of  the  contest  is  to  get  together  a 
|  selection  of  good  programs  for  the  Y.P.E.,  and  publish  them  together 
|  so  that  Y.P.E. 's  throughout  the  Church  may  have  a  source  of  obtaining 
i    program  material. 

"  A  prize  of  $25  will  be  awarded  to  the  individual  who  sends  in  the  best 
I  program,  and  a  second  prize  of  $15  will  be  awarded  the  person  who  sends 
j    in  the  second  best  program. 

I  RULES  OF  THE  CONTEST  ARE  AS  FOLLOWS: 
li        1.     Program  should  be  simple,  and  adaptable  to  use  in  young  people's 
jj    services. 

,'  2.  Program  must  be  outlined  in  detail,  and  sufficient  in  length  to  in- 
'!    elude  the  devotional  part  of  the  service. 

II  3.  Any  minister  or  member  is  eligible  to  enter  any  number  of  programs 
|    in  the  contest. 

;  4.  Closing  date  of  the  contest  will  be  noon  of  the  last  day  of  December. 
|  Subject  matter  of  the  programs  is  not  limited  to  any  given  field  but 
j  may  touch  on  a  number  of  subjects,  such  as  missions,  orphanage,  special 
I;    days    (Christmas,  New  Year's,  Easter,  Thanksgiving,  etc.),  or  any  of  a 

great  number  of  such  subjects. 

All  programs  sent  in  will  become  property  of  the  Church  of  God  Youth 
Program  Committee,  and  decision  of  the  judges  will  be  final.  Every  per- 
son sending  in  a  program  will  receive,  free,  a  book  containing  a  selection 
of  the  best  programs.  Programs  will  be  judged  on  the  basis  of  interest, 
originality,  and  usefulness  to  the  cause  of  YOUTH. 

Send  your  material,  with  your  complete  name  and  address,  to  Ralph  E. 
Williams,  Corresponding  Secretary,  National  Youth  Committee,  P.  O.  Box 
11,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


"BOOK    REVIEW   CLUB" 

Sponsored  by  National  Youth 

Committee 

THE  NEED 

Young  people  of  today  demand 
something  to  read.  We,  their  parents, 
are  responsible.  It  is  our  parental  ob- 
ligation, we  feel,  to  see  that  our  chil- 
dren have  the  advantage  of  an  edu- 
cation. They  must  go  to  school. 
Through  our  persistent  encouragement 
our  youth  become  very  proficient  in 
the  art  of  procuring  information  from 
the  written  page.  But,  let  us  face  the 
facts.  Have  we  fulfilled  all  duty  and 
does  our  responsibility  end  there?  Is 
teaching  them  to  read  enough?  Do 
you  not  feel  that  after  having  taught 
your  child  to  read  you  have  an  even 
greater  responsibility  which  is  to  pro- 
vide the  proper  reading  material  for 
them?  Do  you  have  a  library  in  your 
home  that  will  mold  character,  that 
will  encourage  creative  thinking,  that 
is  interesting  to  young  people,  and, 
above  all,  that  will  provide  the  spirit- 
ual emphasis  you  want  your  boy  and 
girl  to  have?  Does  your  church  have 
such  a  library? 
THE  PURPOSE 

The  purpose  of  this  "BOOK  REVIEW 
CLUB"  is  to  secure  an  extensive  list 
of  the  right  kind  of  books  for  young- 
people,  books  that  can  be  endorsed 
and  recommended  by  the  Church  of 
God.  Through  this  club  we  would  like 
to  publish  monthly,  in  our  church  pe- 
riodicals, the  titles  of  books  as  en- 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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NEW  YEAR'S  PROGRAM 
Topic:    PRESS  ON 

Scripture  Lesson:   Phil.  3:7-14 
Thoughts  for  Leader 

The  close  of  one  year  and  the  open- 
ing of  another  causes  us  to  sum  up 
the  past,  its  defeats  and  victories,  its 
successes  and  failures.  Even  though 
there  be  in  the  past  little  but  failures, 
the  new  year  says,  "Keep  trying."  Let 
no  failure  daunt  you.  Let  no  mistake 
stifle  your  efforts.  Every  year  is  a 
new  opportunity,  another  chance. 
Learn  the  lessons  of  your  failures  and 
press  on. 

Madame  Petrova  once  said,  "A 
failure  would  not  frighten  me  now.  It 
might  cause  me  pain,  but  it  would 
not  make  me  afraid.  For  I  know,  out 
of  my  own  experience,  that  no  failure 
need  be  final,  and  that  every  failure 
may  be  made  to  yield  good  fortune,  if 
one  has  the  courage  to  go  on,  the  will 
to  find  out  why  one  has  failed,  and 
the  determination  to  make  use  of 
what  one  has  learned  through  fail- 
ure." 

There  is  no  success  so  dangerous  as 
the  success  that  makes  a  man  satis- 
fied with  what  he  has  done.  There 
is  no  defeat  so  final  as  the  defeat 
which  makes  a  man  cease  trying  to 
do  better.  No  Christian  should  be 
static:  every  Christian  should  strive 
to  grow,  and  grow,  and  keep  on  grow- 
ing. 

KEEP   ON    DREAMING 

Regardless  of  failure,  regardless  of 
apparently  insurmountable  difficul- 
ties, regardless  of  the  strength  of 
opposing  forces,  keep  on  dreaming. 
One  of  the  tragedies  of  life  is  that 
"life  should  fail  in  looking  back." 

One's  face  should  always  be  kept 
toward  the  future  and  he  should  never 
cease  to  believe  that  his  dreams  can 
and  will  come  true.  "Dreams  are  the 
stuff  of  which  the  worlds  are  made," 
says  the  poet.  Before  the  world  was 
created,  God  dreamed  it.  Before 
America  was  born,  there  was  a  dream 
of  men  for  freedom.  "One  man  with  a 
dream,  at  pleasure  shall  go  forth  and 
conquer  a  crown,"  and,  "Three  men 
with  a  dream  can  trample  a  kingdom 
down."  There  never  has  been  any 
worth-while  accomplishment  in  life 
that  was  not  first  a  dream.  History  is 
a  continuous  succession  of  dreams 
that  have  come  true.  So  keep  dream- 
ing of  better  days  and  nobler  things. 
SOME  GOOD  RESOLUTIONS 
TO  KEEP 
By  Ruby  Price  DeBoe 

Among  the  resolutions  for  the  year 
we  are  just  entering,  let  us  resolve 
to  read  the  Bible  every  day:  "Search 
Hie  scriptures;  for  in  them  ye  think 
ye  have  eternal  life." 

Have  frequent  and  stated  times  for 
prayer:    "Ask,   and   it  shall   be   given 


you;   seek,  and  ye  shall  find;   knock, 
and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  you." 

Keep  sacred  the  still  hour:  Commit 
thy  ways  unto  the  Lord,  and  he  shall 
establish  thy  thoughts. 

Keep  in  the  sweet  and  peaceful  at- 
mosphere of  His  presence:  "In  thy 
presence  is  fulness  of  joy;  at  thy  right 
hand  there  are  pleasures  for  ever- 
more." 

Be  liberal:  "Give  to  him  that  asketh 
of  thee,  and  from  him  that  would 
borrow  of  thee  turn  not  thou  away." 

Be  truthful:  "Thou  shalt  not  bear 
false  witness  against  thy  neighbour." 

Keep  the  Sabbath  day  holy:  "Six 
days  shalt  thou  labor,  and  do  all  thy 
work." 

To  honor  and  obey  parents:  "That 
thy  days  may  be  long  in  the  land 
which  the  Lord  thy  God  giveth  thee." 

To  go  to  church:  "Where  two  or 
three  are  gathered  together  in  my 
name,  there  am  I  in  the  midst  of 
them." 

To  help  the  poor:  "Inasmuch  as  ye 
have  done  it  unto  the  least  of  these 
my  brethren,  ye  have  done  it  unto  me." 

To  keep  the  Golden  Rule:  "And  as 
ye  would  that  men  should  do  to  you, 
do  ye  also  to  them  likewise." 

"He  hath  showed  thee,  O  man,  what 
is  good;  and  what  doth  the  Lord  re- 
quire of  thee,  but  to  do  justly,  and  to 
love  mercy,  and  to  walk  humbly  with 
thy   God?" 

NOTE:  Let  your  young  people 
choose  from  this  list  of  resolutions 
the  ones  that  impress  them  most  and 
talk  on  them.  Open  the  meeting  for 
all  to  take  part. 

Give  these  subjects  out  as  you  see 
best.  Whatever  you  do,  give  them  out 
in  time.  Make  good  use  of  other  ma- 
terial throughout  the  paper. 

SUBJECTS  FOR  TALKS 

Go   Forward.    Exodus    14:13-15. 

Press  on  to  Christlikeness.  2  Cor. 
3:17,   18. 

To  Spiritual  Achievement.  2  Peter 
1:1-11. 

To   Faithful   Service.     1    Cor.    15:58. 

To  Entire  Consecration.  Rom. 
12:1,  2. 

To  Bible  Knowledge.  Psa.  1:1-6. 


N 
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FINDING  MY  SELF 

Scripture : 

Leader's   Thoughts 

WANTED,    A    PERSONALTY! 

The  desire  of  every  boy  and  girl  is 
to  have  a  popular  personality.  To 
obtain  this  they  search  through 
books  and  magazines  to  discover  some 
magic  formula  by  which  they  hope 
to  transform  their  unknown  self  over= 
night  into  something  that  people  will 
recognize  at  a  glance  and  approve. 

It  is  strange  what  three  years  have 
done  to  you.  When  you  were  under 
twelve  you  cared  only  mildly  for  your 
personal  appearance;  in  fact,  it  took 
effort  on  the  part  of  some  older  per- 
son to  make  you  keep  your  hands  and 
face  and  nails  clean.  Then,  with  no 
effort  on  your  part,  and  certainly 
with  no  effort  on  the  part  of  your 
parents,  you  began  to  observe  your 
looks.  Hands  and  nails  took  on  mean- 
ing. Fashion  magazines,  store  win- 
dows, and  the  garments  worn  by 
others  entered  into  your  conversa- 
tion. What  you  ate,  how  tall  you  were, 
how  heavy  or  how  light,  whether  you 
were  blonde  or  brunette,  concerned 
you  greatly.  Why  were  these  matters 
of  so  little  consequence  to  you  before 
you  were  twelve,  and  of  so  great 
concern  to  you  now  that  you  are  fif- 
teen or  over? 

The  simplest  answer  is  that  God 
made  you  that  way.  It  is  a  part  of  our 
human  nature  to  act  that  way.  If  you 
did  not  think  about  such  things,  you 
would  have  proof  that  you  were  not 
developing  like  the  rest  of  the  boys 
and  girls  of  your  age,  and  like  your 
parents  before  you.  That  was  the 
way  your  father  and  mother  felt 
when  they  were  your  age.  Something 
similar  is  happening  to  you.  You  are 
looking  for  a  personality. 

Question:  Is  it  right  to  think  about 
clothes,  the  style  that  suits  you  best, 
the  color  that  is  most  becoming? 
Some  people  seem  to  think  it  is  wrong- 
to  study  about  things  of  this  kind. 
Does  this  help  in  developing  person- 
ality? 

Try  to  find  what  God  would  have 
you  do  in  the  way  of  dress.  Can  you 
meet  people  better  when  you  know 
you  are  well  groomed?  This  does  not 
mean  gaudy  worldly  dress.  A  real 
Christian  should  feel  embarrassed  to 
go  to  extremes  either  way.  Think 
about  this  when  you  are  dealing  with 
young  people.  The  middle-of-the- 
road  teaching  will  save  many  of  them 
from  backsliding. 

WHERE  CAN  I  FIND  MY 
PERSONALITY? 
Naturally,  you  are  eager  to  find  this 
personality  as  soon  as  possible.  And, 
as  always  happens,  when  you  start 
looking  for  something,  a  great  many 
people  offer  to  show  you  just  where 
to  find  it.  If  you  listen  to  all  of  them, 
you  will  be  sent  in  so  many  different 
directions  that  you  will  spend  all  your 
time  in  looking,  and  have  no  time 
left  in  which  to  develop  personality. 
You  will  be  like  the  "happiness 
chasers."  They  go  around  the  earth 
seeking  for  something  to  make  them 
happy,  but  use  up  all  their  energy  in 
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the  seeking    of    happiness    and    have 
none  left  to  enjoy  themselves,  should 
they  chance  to  discover  it." 
AM  I  RESPONSIBLE  FOR  DEVELOP- 
ING MY  PERSONALITY? 

"Responsibility"  is  a  word  that 
young  people  seldom  use.  If  it  is  a 
part  of  their  vocabulary  it  is  simply 
a  repetition  of  a  word  that  they  have 
beard  from  the  lips  of  older  people. 
Parents  and  teacners  use  it  often. 
Books  written  about  adolescent  be- 
havior contain  the  word.  But  you  have 
little  use  for  it  in  your  everyday  con- 
versation. And  yet  it  is  a  word  that 
you  must  learn  to  use,  now  that  you 
are  interested  in  the  development  of 
your  personality.  We  might  even  sug- 
gest a  slogan  for  you — "No  responsi- 
bility, no  personality."  The  two  belong 
together;  in  fact,  unless  you  are  will- 
ing to  face  responsibility,  you  can't 
develop  a  personality.  Personality 
comes  only  to  those  who  face  respon- 
sibility. 

Doubtless  many  of  you  are  saying: 
"That  is  the  way  parents  and  teachers 
talk.  We  young  people  can  take  a 
short-cut  to  personality  and  avoid 
responsibility.  The  modern  way  will 
be  quicker  than  the  old  way." 

We  have  heard  of  a  story  which  tells 
of  a  young  man  who  tried  to  get  per- 
sonality by  the  short-cut  method.  Fi- 
nally, when  he  found  the  girl  whom 
he  loved  and  asked  her  to  become  his 
wife,  she  shocked  him  into  his  senses 
by  saying,  "No,  I  cannot  be  your  wife. 
You  do  not  have  the  marks  of  life 
on  you."  She  knew  that  he  had  al- 
ways avoided  responsibility.  He  had 
always  taken  the  easiest  way,  even 
casting  on  his  mother  burdens  that 
belonged  to  him.  He  tried  to  be  big 
by  fine  clothes,  a  well-groomed  ap- 
pearance, and  soft  work.  But  when 
he  came  face  to  face  with  a  young 
wife,  she  refused  him  because  she 
found  nothing  in  him  that  matched 
her  own  experience  with  life. 

So  it  would  be  if  you  searched  fur- 
ther through  fiction,  or  through  the 
Bible,  or  through  conversation  with 
the  great  men  and  women  of  our  day. 
All  would  say  to  you,  "No  responsi- 
bility, no  personality." 
FOR  WHAT  AM   I  RESPONSIBLE? 

Distribute  the  following  five  things, 
"For  What  Am  I  Responsible?"  to  five 
young  people  for  discussion. 

"I  am  responsible  for  the  twenty- 
four  hours  of  every  day.  How  I  use 
them,  whether  I  abuse  them,  concerns 
others  besides  myself.  Time  is  God- 
given:  I  cannot  do  with  it  as  I  please. 
It  belongs  to  all,  and  I  must  share 
time  with  others. 

"I  am  responsible  for  property,  for 
money,  and  for  those  things  bought 
and  sold,  used  and  enjoyed,  given  and 
received.  I  did  not  create  them. 
Others  have  helped  me  to  obtain 
them.  I  cannot  use  them  alone. 
Others  are  concerned.  I  must  think 
this  through  because  I  do  not  under- 
stand now  all  that  I  am  saying. 

"I  am  responsible  for  the  develop- 
ment of  my  mental  powers.  My  mind 
is  my  kingdom  of  opportunities.  I 
am  responsible  for  my  body,  its 
growth,  and  its  use.    I  cannot  injure 


it  without  injuring  my  personality.  I 
am  responsible  for  my  religious  de- 
velopment. I  am  spirit  as  well  as 
flesh.  Into  me  God  breathed  the 
breath  of  life.  I  am  His  breath.  In 
Him  I  'live,  and  move,  and  have  my 
being.' 

"I  am  responsible  for  others.  I 
cannot  live  in  a  vacuum.  I  must 
live  among  people,  among  boys  and 
girls  of  my  own  age;  among  those 
who  are  younger,  in  the  presence  of 
those  older.  We  live  together,  there- 
fore we  have  responsibilities  to  one 
another. 

"I  am  responsible  for  seeking  help 
to  find  my  way  through  this  life.  My 
help  is  in  friends,  in  teachers,  in 
parents,  in  literature,  in  the  Bible,  in 
communion  with  myself,  in  books,  in 
communion  with  the  Divine.  All  these 
will  help  me  and  I  shall  help  them. 

"I  am  a  responsible  human  being." 

FOR  YOURSELF  ALONE 

1.  Take  your  own  Bible  and  turn 
to  Luke  2:52.  Read  the  fourteen 
words.  Underscore  the  word 
advanced.  Now  notice  the  three  ways 
in  which  Jesus  advanced.  What  hap- 
pened to  His  personality  when  He  ad- 
vanced in  wisdom?  When  He  grew 
taller  and  heavier  in  stature,  did  that 
make  any  difference  in  his  person- 
ality? Did  His  body  change  as  yours 
is  changing?  Now  notice  how  He  ad- 
vanced "in  favor  with  God  and  men." 
Did  guiding  His  life  so  that  it  was 
pleasing  to  God  make  Him  pleasing 
to  men,  also?  Do  pleasing  God  and 
pleasing  men  go  together? 

2.  Now  turn  to  the  Old  Testament, 
Genesis,  chapter  37,  and  read  the 
story  of  a  young  man  about  seventeen 
years  of  age.  Did  you  notice  that 
Joseph  was  an  adolescent  dreamer? 
Were  his  dreams  evidence  that  he  was 
trying  to  find  his  self,  his  personal- 
ity? When  you  make  your  first  ac- 
quaintance with  this  young  man,  he 
has  very  little  responsibility  for  any- 
thing. He  is  his  father's  pampered 
son,  but  later  he  accepts  big  respon- 
sibility for  his  time,  his  work,  his 
money,  his  reputation,  and  his  rela- 
tionship to  God.  Do  you  see  how  this 
sense  of  responsibility  helped  to  de- 
velop his  great  personality? 

3.  Try  the  same  plan  with  another 
character  who  is  probably  well-known 
to  you.  His  biography  is  recorded 
in  the  book  of  Daniel.  Read  chapter 
1.  Daniel  was  born  among  the  nobil- 
ity, but  when  his  country  suffered  the 
ravages  of  war  he  became  a  captive. 
Still  young  and  with  all  of  life  before 
him,  he  had  never  solved  the  prob- 
lem of  finding  himself.  Eut  he  ac- 
complished this  in  the  palace  school 
of  King  Nebuchadnezzar.  Notice  how 
important  he  considered  his  t'me,  diet, 
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friends,  religion,  and  studies.  For 
these  things  he  accepted  responsibility 
and  gained  a  marvelous  personality. 

THE  HEAVENLY  POTTER 

Geneva  Carroll 

Scripture  Lesson:  Isa.  64:8; 

Jer.   18:1-6. 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

We  stop  and  ask  if  we  are  the  raw 
material  in  the  hand  of  God,  and  if 
so,  are  we  plastic?  Are  we  malleable? 
Can  God  mould  us?  Or  are  we  in 
that  attitude  of  mind  where  we  hard- 
en our  hearts  and  our  minds  against 
the  thing  that  God  is  saying  to  us? 
Let  us  go  a  stage  further. 

We  imagine  the  potter  taking  hold 
of  that  clay,  and  we  see  how,  as  he 
looks  at  it,  there  is  no  pretence  about 
it.  He  does  not  pretend  that  that 
clay  is  beautiful.  It  is  just  as  ulgy 
as  it  can  be.  He  does  not  claim  any 
very  wonderful  thing  for  the  clay. 
What  He  does  claim  is  that  He  can 
make  something  very  wonderful  out 
of  it.  That  is  exactly  the  way  that 
God  is  looking  at  us  today.  We  have 
our  lives  before  us.  We  are  wonder- 
ing what  life  is  going  to  hold,  how 
we  are. going  to  like  it,  how  the  future 
is  going  to  work  out. 

"Cannot  I  do  with  you  as  this  pot- 
ter?" saith  the  Lord.  What  can  God 
ao  with  our  lives  now?  God  will  not 
force  us.  He  is  not  coming  to  us  with 
any  sledge-hammer  method.  He  is 
coming  to  us  with  all  the  appeal  of 
His  divine  love.  There  is  going  to  be 
no  compulsion  about  it.  You  can  re- 
sist; you  may  resist;  and  you  will  spoil 
your  life  if  you  do  resist  God.  God 
will  not  force  you.  Will  you  bring  that 
life  of  yours  and  give  it  to  Jesus 
Christ? 

PREPARATION 

The  clay  in  the  hands  of  the  pot- 
ter was  utterly  given  over  to  the  will 
of  the  potter.  The  clay  had  no  will 
of  its  own;  it  could  do  nothing  of  it- 
self; but  in  the  hand  of  the  potter 
there  was  the  master  hand,  the  mas- 
ter mind,  the  master  workman,  who 
was  going  to  mould,  and  plan,  and 
shape.  There  was  the  creative  mind 
of  a  great  master.  Think  how  God 
is  going  to  take  that  life  of  yours, 
with  His  master  mind,  planning  your 
life  as  it  were  no  other  life  in  the 
world  to  plan,  moulding  it,  and  mak- 
ing of  it  something  you  never  could 
make  of  it  yourself.  But  the  con- 
dition stands  there  unalterable.  "Can- 
not I  do  with  you  as  this  potter?" 
saith  the  Lord. 

Are  you  going  to  say,  "From  this 
day  forward  I  will  have  no  will  but 
the  will  of  God,  I  will  have  no  ambi- 
tion but  the  will  of  God,  I  will  sub- 
merge everything  that  life  may  hold 
to  the  will  of  God."  Are  you  going 
to  give  God  absolute  control  of  your 
life? 

COMPLETE  SURRENDER 
Let  us  assume  that  we  are  today 
handing  over  our  lives  to  Him.  He 
begins  to  work  in  our  lives;  He  begins 
to  run  His  finger  round  the  clay;  and 
there  is  grit  and  there  are  stones,  and 
there  are  things  in  that  clay  that  are 
going  to  spoil  the  smoothness  of  the 
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Surface;  things  that  are  going  to  make 
it  crack  and  crumble  when  it  is  put 
into  the  oven.  So  the  Master  Hand  is 
working  and  His  touch  is  transforming 
the  clay. 

You  go  back  to  your  room  today 
and  when  you  kneel  down  in  silence 
and  quietness  before  God,  and  you 
review  this  day,  you  will  say  to  your- 
self, "Yes,  I  have  made  a  fresh  con- 
secration of  my  life  to  Christ.  What 
is  it  going  to  mean?  What  is  it  going 
to  involve  for  me?"  Then  God  will 
show  you  things  in  your  life  that  will 
mar  and  spoil  the  work  of  the  Potter. 
Stones  must  be  taken  out.  Through 
your  conscience  He  will  bring  to  your 
memory  those  sins  which  you  know 
about,  but  which  no  one  else  knows 
about.  He  is  going  to  work  in  your 
life. 

TESTED  BY  FIRE 
The  potter's  clay  would  not  be  good 
for  anything  unless  it  went  into  the 
fire;  and  when  it  goes  into  the  fire, 
instead  of  feeling  the  wonderful  touch 
of  the  Master  Hand,  it  feels  the  burn- 
ing heat  of  the  furnace.  Is  not  that 
what  happened  in  the  Garden  of 
Gethsemane?  Does  not  God  allow  our 
faith  to  be  tested,  and  tested,  and 
tested  again?  We  feel  the  heat  of 
the  furnace,  and  we  feel  alone,  and 
we  wonder  why  God  should  allow 
these  things  to  happen. 

My  friend,  one  of  two  things  hap- 
pens when  God  allows  us  to  go  into 
the  furnace.  We  are  either  cracked 
and  become  useless;  turning  in  upon 
our  souls,  and  complaining,  and  mur- 
muring, and  allowing  self-pity  to  take 
hold  of  us;  or  else  we  realize  that  we 
can  never  be  perfected  in  the  service 
of  God  unless  He  allows  us  to  go 
through  the  furnace.  We  will  never 
be  the  real  men  and  women  that  God 
wants  us  to  be  unless  we  can  face 
that  testing,  unless  we  can  put  our- 
selves unreservedly  into  the  hands  of 
God,  unless  we  can  look  up  and  say, 
"Though  He  slay  me,  yet  will  I  trust 
Him." 

THE  FINISHED  PRODUCT 
Now  notice,  the  furnace  is  opened, 
and  in  the  furnace  that  pot  has 
gained  two  things — it  has  gained 
strength,  and  it  has  gained  beauty 
of  color.  There  is  something  that  is 
burned  into  our  lives.  As  we 
are  tested  in  the  furnace,  there 
is  something  that  brings  to  us  that  in- 
expressible "peace  of  God  that  passeth 
all  understanding,"  something  that 
makes  God  so  absolutely  sure  that  we 
know  that  whatever  happens  He  will 
never  let  us  be  put  to  shame. 

God  will  perfect  the  faith  of  His 
children.  And  the  child  of  God  comes 
out  of  that  furnace  strong,  not  in 
his  own  strength;  but  drawn  in 
through  that  testing,  he  gains  a 
strength  that  he  never  knew  before,  a 
stability  and  a  strength  unknown  un- 
til he  went  through  that  furnace. 

There  is  a  testing  time  in  every  life. 
There  is  suffering  that  comes  into 
every  life,  and  it  is  going  to  make  all 
the  difference  between  the  real  touch 
of    God    in    our    lives,    and    the    lives 


that    are     superficial     and     more     or 

less  useless. 


THE   MINUTE   NEED  OF 
THE  WORLD 

Need  of  Christ,  Rom.  1:14-16. 
Need  of  Missionaries,  Matt  9:35-38. 
Need  of  Wisdom,  Prov.  1:7-9,  20-23. 
Need  of  Healing,  Luke  9:10,  11. 
Need  of  Power,  2  Peter  1:1-7. 
Need  of  Vision,  Acts  2:16-18. 

A  PRAYER 

The  day  for  heroic  service  is  not 
past,  O  Lord.  Equip  us  for  the  oppor- 
tunities that  await  us,  that  we  may 
do  great  things  in  this  difficult  but 
promising  age,  through  Christ.  Amen. 

NOTE:  Because  of  our  lack  of  space 
we  are  giving  you  this  week  a  few 
very  important  scriptures  to  distribute 
in  your  Y.P.E.  This  will  give  practice 
m  taking  a  scripture  and  thinking  out 
your  comment.  This  is  something  that 
is  needed  very  much  among  our 
young  people.  If  you  need  help,  go  to 
some  of  your  friends,  but  make  the 
greatest  effort  of  your  life  to  do  some 
thinking  for  yourself. 

We  wish  that  we  knew  how  to  im- 
press on  all  the  presidents  of  our 
Y  P.  E.'s  everywhere  the  importance 
of  choosing  your  leaders  in  time. 
When  your  paper  arrives,  your  leaders 
for  the  month  should  all  be  appointed. 
Tney  should  then  select  their  speakers 
so  as  to  give  those  on  the  program 
plenty  of  time  to  study  and  pray  and 
plan  their  meeting. — Editor. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

father  had  been  estranged  for  five 
years,  and  at  her  bedside  the  barrier 
was  broken  down  and  the  two  were 
brothers  again. 

A  favorite  cousin  was  summoned 
from  college,  a  young  man  who  was 
not  making  the  best  of  himself,  and 
about  wnom  friends  were  anxious. 
'  Theodoric,  do  you  know  the  meaning 
of  your  name?"  she  asked.  "No, 
something  I'm  not.  I  presume." 
"Something  you  can  be,"  the  gentle 
voice  replied.  "It  is  'powerful'  among 
the  people,  and  I  think  it  is  beautiful. 
No  one  can  be  that,  you  know,  unless 
he  is  master  of  himself,  and  is  true  to 
the  highest.  I  wish  you'd  think  about 
it  when  I  am  away."  The  boy  did 
think,  and  he  became  a  power  for 
good  among  his  fellows. 

So  full  were  those  ten  days! 
Through  the  influence  of  the  dying 
girl,  two  estranged  lovers  were  re- 
united, a  home  was  provided  for  a 
destitute  cripple,  a  church  contention 
was  resolved  into  harmony,  and  a 
despairing  woman  found  peace  and 
joy.  Besides,  there  were  uncounted 
deeds  of  love  that  lived  in  many 
hearts  long  after  the  doer  of  them 
passed  from  sight. 

Ten  days!  They  are  waiting  just 
ahead.  They  will  come  into  the  grasp 
of  all  of  us.  Shall  they  be  filled  with 
frivolities,  or  blessed  by  deeds  of  love 


and  Christian  service?  Shall  these 
days  which  are  to  be  dedicated  to  Goa 
be  only  the  last  ten  days  of  life,  or 
shall  they  be  the  next  ten  days,  and 
every  ten  that  follow  them? — Sel. 


Occasionally,  I  receive  a  little 
donation  sent  to  me,  saying,  "Use 
this  wherever  you  see  best."  Now, 
I  have  for  sometime  wanted  to 
publish  a  book  of  my  Editor's 
messages,  and  friends  feel  that 
I  should.  Hundreds  have  writ- 
ten in,  telling  what  a  blessing 
these  messages  have  been  to 
them.  So  now  I  am  starting  that 
fund  with  the  few  offerings  I 
have  received  lately.  I  have  just 
six  dollars.  Anyone  believing 
that  this  will  be  a  blessing  to 
youth  down  through  the  years 
may  want  to  contribute  some- 
thing to  help  me.  I  am  leaving 
it  entirely  in  the  Lord's  hands. 
I  am  sure  if  He  wants  this  book 
published,  He  can  lay  it  on  your 
heart.  If  God  does  not  want  it, 
I  am  very  sure  I  do  not;  but 
this  is  a  good  way  to  find  His 
will.  Thanking  you  in  advance 
for  whatever  you  do. — Sincerely, 
Alda  B.  Harrison. 


SAUL  AND  HIS  SWORD 

'Continued  from  page  8) 

ing  ourselves  unspotted  from  the 
world,  but  doing  those  things  that 
are  pleasing  in  His  sight.  We  have 
not  merely  turned  froin  idols,  we  have 
turned  to  God.  Think  of  your  own 
life.  Have  you  been  failing  to  do  the 
things  that  God  has  wanted  you  to 
do? 

The  tragic  end  of  this  story  of  the 
sword  lies  in  the  awful  word  "re- 
treat." Saul  died  retreating.  There  is 
no  such  command  for  the  Christian. 
There  is  no  such  command  for  the 
church.  Our  call  is  always  onward, 
forward.  If  we  fall  in  battle,  it  must 
be  facing  the  bullets.  No  matter  how 
difficult  the  battle,  how  hard  the 
way,  go  forward.  There  is  no  need 
for  retreat. 

And  equally  tragic,  Saul  died  on  his 
own  sword.  The  sword  that  had 
been  his  to  win  the  battle,  now  he 
lies  impaled  upon  it.  Get  up,  Saul! 
The  battle  rages,  Israel  is  scattered! 
But  a  deaf  Saul  stares  into  the  gray 
mist  that  hangs  about  Gilboa's  slopes. 
God  has  given  you  a  sword,  a  sword 
of  talent  perhaps,  a  sword  of  life  it- 
self. That  sword  is  yours  to  take 
and  in  the  power  of  God  go  forward 
unto  victory.  Do  not  fall  upon  it. 
You  can  win.  God  wants  you  to  win. 
Do  not  lean  upon  the  arm  of  flesh. 
Do  not  trust  your  own  strength.  Do 
not  step  downward  by  doing  those 
things  that  God  forbids,  or  failing  to 
do  what  God  commands.  March  down 
the  road  that  leads  at  last  to  victory 
and  light.  Remember  the  warning  of 
the  life  of  Saul,  who  took  a  sword  and 
fell  upon  it. 
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NATIONAL    YOUTH    COMMITTEE 
SPONSORS  SHORT-STORY  CONTEST 

FINAL  CHANCE   ...   To  Compete  for  These  Prizes 

Here's  your  opportunity  to  get  into  one  of  life's  most  fascinating  voca- 
tions— writing  for  publication,  with  a  chance  to  perform,  at  the  same 
time,  a  vital  spiiitual  ministry.  The  Church  of  God  needs  dozens  of  youth- 
ful journalists  who  can  write  stories,  messages  and  plays  that  will  help 
shape  the  spiritual  destinies  of  young  people  everywhere.  There  is  no 
red  tape,  no  entry  fee;  so,  if  you  have  a  hand  at  writing,  why  not  join  in. 

HERE  ARE  THE   RULES: 

1.  The  author's  name  must  not  appear  on  the  manuscript,  but  must 
be  placed  in  an  envelope,  securely  fastened  to  the  manuscript. 

2.  The  manuscript  must  be  typewritten  and  double  spaced,  on  one  side 
of  the  paper  only. 

3.  Stories  must  not  have  been  published   before. 

4.  The  contents  must  be  of  a  religious  nature  with  a  vital  spiritual  ap- 
plication, and  should  not  be  longer  than  3,000  words. 

5.  Stories  must  present  a  true  vital  picture  of  Christianity. 

6.  Youth  Program  Committee  reserves  the  right  to  hold  for  publication 
any  story  submitted. 

7.  All  entries  must  be  postmarked  not  later  than  December  31  of  this 
year.  Winners  will  be  announced  through  the  church  papers. 

8.  Closing  date  of  contest  will  be  noon  of  the  last  day  of  December. 

PRIZES  OFFERED 

First  prize $25 

Second  prize 15 

All  who  submit  a  manuscript  will  become  charter  members  of  our  Youth 
Journalism  Club. 

Send  your   material   with   your   complete   name   and   address  to 
RALPH  E.  WILLIAMS,  P.  0.  Box  11,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


"BOOK    REVIEW   CLUB" 

(Continued  from  page  13 1 
dorsed  by  our  Church  authorities.  We 
also  hope  to  provide  for  such  books 
as  are  recommended  to  be  carried  in 
stock  by  our  Church  publishing  house. 
YOU  CAN  HELP 

We  are  appealing  to  YOU  for  as- 
sistance. Pastors,  evangelists,  fathers, 
mothers,  and  friends  of  young  people, 
you  can  all  contribute  to  this  great 
cause.  Take  time  now  to  write  a  list 
of  books  you  have  read  and  can  en- 
dorse for  young  people,  giving  the 
complete  title,  author,  and  publisher. 
Send  your  list  to  Ralph  E.  Williams, 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee. 
HOW  THE  "BOOK  REVIEW  CLUB" 

WILL  WORK 

After  you  have  sent  in  a  list  of  books 
that  you  can  recommend,  the  list  will 
be  turned  over  to  a  special  "Book  Re- 
view Committee,"  appointed  by  the 
General  Overseer,  Assistant  General 
Overseer,  and  National  Youth  Direc- 
tor. Then  all  books  approved  and  re- 
ceiving the  endorsement  of  this  com- 
mittee will  be  advertised  in  our  Church 
papers.  In  addition  to  this,  a  program 
will  be  launched  encouraging  our 
youth  to  read  these  books. — Ralph  E. 
Williams,  National  Youth  Director. 
SPECIAL— 

"Read  the  January  issue  of  'Y.P.E. 
AND  S.  S.  WORKERS'  BULLETIN'  for 
information  on  'HOW  TO  ORGANIZE 
AND  MAINTAIN  A  CHURCH  LI- 
BRARY.' " 


IMPORTANT  NOTICE 

For  the  last  three  months  we  have 
run  short  of  papers  and  had  to  turn 
down  a  large  number  of  orders.  The 
reason  for  this  is  that  we  have  to 
guess  at  the  number  of  papers  to  be 
published  in  order  to  fill  all  your  or- 
ders. Gideons,  you  can  help  us  by  get- 
ting your  extra  orders  in  by  the  5th  of 
the  month,  if  at  all  possible.  This  will 
make  it  much  easier  for  us  to  decide 
on  how  many  to  publish.  You  can 
send  your  order  in  any  time,  but  to 
be  sure  it  will  be  filled,  let  us  have 
it  by  the  5th.  For  instance,  for  the 
February  paper,  we  must  have  your 
increased  order  by  January  5.  Please 
cooperate  with  us  by  getting  your 
extra  order  in  earlier,  if  you  should 


NOTICE 

Gideons,  please  keep  invoices  re- 
ceived with  papers  and  return  with 
remittance  payable  and  address  to 
the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  each 
month.  Do  not  send  to  other  depart- 
ments. 

The  Accounting  Department  is  re- 
stricted from  booking  the  third  order 
if  previous  orders  have  not  been  paid. 

Advice  to  change  gideon  or  order 
should  reach  the  office  on  or  before 
the  5th  of  the  month  preceding  the 
issue  of  the  paper. 


need  more  papers.  This  will  make  it 
possible  for  us  to  fill  orders  for  new 
customers  from  the  papers  we  have 
left  after  mailing  day. 

OLD    LIGHTED    PATHWAYS 

We  have  a  few  thousand  old  issues 
on  hand.  These  will  be  a  blessing  if 
distributed  in  hospitals,  jails,  etc.  If 
you  get  twelve  or  more  papers,  you 
can  have  all  for  3c  each.  This  will 
be  a  good  way  to  work  for  the  Lord. 


CROSS-BEARING 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

cross  and  you  of  yours,  it  certainly 
means  the  consecrating  of  all  to  Je- 
sus, and  the  bowing  of  the  whole  self 
beneath  the  blessed  burden  of  service 
with  which  He  honors  us. 

What  am  I  to  do  with  my  cross? 
Jesus  said,  "Taketh  .  .  .  followeth 
after  me."  I  am  deliberately  to  take 
it  up.  I  am  not  to  choose  a  cross  nor 
pine  after  another  form  of  trial.  I 
am  not  to  make  a  cross  by  my  own 
hardness  and  obstinacy.  Neither  does 
the  Lord  want  me  to  murmur  at  the 
cross  appointed  me.  Oftentimes  cer- 
tain ones  may  despise  their  crosses 
by  willful  neglect  of  duty.  God  does 
not  honor  that  attitude.  I  am  not  to 
faint  under  my  cross,  fall  beneath  it, 
nor  run  from  it. 

The  cross  is  before  me,  and  by  the 
grace  of  God  I  must  boldly  face  it 
and  patiently  endure  it,  for  I  need 
to  carry  it  only  for  a  short  while  and 


a  little  way.  I  want  to  resign  myself 
to  it  cheerfully,  for  my  Lord  appointed 
it  to  me,  and  anything  that  He  gives 
me  is  my  greatest  good  and  will  bring 
most  honor  and  glory  to  Him.  My 
life  has  often  been  inspired  by  those 
who  cheerfully  carried  their  cross 
to  death,  because  they  knew  it  was 
from  God  and  felt  His  presence  with 
them  as  they  carried  it.  One  partic- 
ular case  was  that  of  a  beloved  sis- 
ter in  the  church  who  had  cancer, 
which  affliction  she  bore  cheerfully, 
and  she  always  had  a  radiant  smile  on 
her  face  until  the  Lord  called  her 
home  unto  Himself. 

Did  you  ever  stop  to  think  that  the 
cross  God  gave  you  is  a  royal  burder , 
a  sanctified  burden,  a  sanctifying 
burden,  and  a  burden  which  is  ac- 
companied with  fellowship  and  com- 
munion with  Christ?  Most  surely  we 
do  not  want  to  ask  for  anything  else 
or  ignore  the  God-appointed  cross  and 
attempt  to  set  up  our  own. 

What  should  encourage  me  to  carry 
my  cross?  One  thing  that  should 
encourage  me  is  necessity.  I  cannot 
be  a  disciple  without  cross-bearing. 
Better  men  than  you  or  I  have  faith- 
fully carried  their  crosses,  and  so 
society  also  asks  and  encourages  me 
to  carry  my  cross.  The  greatest  moti- 
vating power  and  force  which  encour- 
ages me  cheerfully  and  faithfully  to 
go  through  life,  bearing  all  the  re- 
proaches and  persecutions  of  men,  is 
love.  That  love  holds  one  and  keeps 
one  in  the  Father's  hand.  Jesus  bore 
a  far  heavier  cross  than  mine,  and  if 
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I  truly  love  Him  as  I  say  and  sing,  I 
will  carry  my  cross,  for  Jesus'  sake. 
The  fact  that  God  gives  grace  equal 
to  the  weight  of  the  cross  should  en- 
courage any  one  to  press  on.  Lastly, 
my  expectation  of  the  future  glory 
spurs  me  on,  for  there  is  a  rich  re- 
ward for  enduring  the  cross.  1  Tim. 
2:12.  Where  there  is  no  cross,  there 
will  be  no  crown.  "Come  unto  me 
...  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy 
laden."  "Yes,  Lord  I'll  come  and  carry 
my  cross,  for  Thy  grace  is  sufficient 
for  me." — Sel. 


THE  UNMAILED  LETTER 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
ance    for   she    could    not    desert    him 
now. 

"Just  over  to  visit  the  new  great- 
grandson,"  the  voice  of  the  old  man 
was  filled  with  pride.  "He's  Mary's 
you  know,  and  the  very  first  to  make 
me  great-grandpap.  Sure,  and  he's  a 
fine  young  fellow.  It  wasn't  snowing 
when  I  left  home  real  early  this  morn- 
ing. Mary  wanted  me  to  stay  at  her 
house  but  you  know  an  old  man  like 
me  can't  stay  away  from  home  over- 
night, and  it  was  getting  worse  all  the 
time.  My  cane  and  I  can  manage 
pretty  good  but  I'm  glad  you  came, 
Mrs.  Hammond." 

Catherine  sighed  as  her  thoughts 
raced  ahead  to  the  mail  truck.  Si- 
lence, snow,  and  fog  seemed  to  close 
them  in. 

"And  how  is  Pastor  Bob?  He's  a 
fine  young  man  if  there  ever  was  one, 
and  you,  too,  Mrs.  Hammond.  You 
are  both  an  answer  to  prayer  for  our 
little  church.  When  you  sing  on  a 
Sunday  morning  seems  like  an  angel 
herself  has  come  to  our  little  village." 

Catherine  tried  not  to  hear.  She 
wondered  why  he  must  tell  her  these 
things  just  now.  The  houses  of  the 
village,  made  soft  and  beautiful  by 
their  covering  of  snow,  emerged  dimly 
from  the  fog.  The  store  held  high  its 
huge  wooden  sign  announcing  to  all 
that  there  they  might  find  "General 
Merchandise."  There  was  the  church 
snuggled  close  in  its  setting  of  pines, 
the  schoolhouse,  the  post  office.  These 
comprised  the  village  that  Bob  loved. 

Even  now  it  might  not  be  too  late 
for  the  mail,  but  the  old  man  was 
talking  again.  "I  was  wondering, 
Mrs.  Hammond,  if  'twould  be  too  much 
to  ask  you  to  learn  us  old  folks  to  sing. 
There's  Mrs.  Johnson,  she  used  to  sing 
in  the  school  quartet;  Mrs.  Wright,  she 
can  carry  the  alto.  Brother  Henry  he 
sings  bass,  and  me,  well  I  can  do  the 
tenor.  That  would  make  a  quartet  for 
Pastor  Bob.  Then  there  is  the  young 
folks,  they  love  you,  Mrs.  Hammond. 
My  Tillie's  youngest  was  telling  her 
ma  the  other  day  that  she  thought 
you  was  the  grandest  lady  she  ever 
seen.  She  would  love  to  learn  to  sing, 
if—" 

Oh,  there  was  the  mail  truck  now. 
If  she  ran  the  postmistress  might  get 
the  letter  off  for  her  yet. 

"Grandfather,  I  must  hurry — " 

"Yes,  yes,  lass,  you  are  good  to  an 
old  man.  Give  my  love  to  Pastor  Bob 
and  tell  him  we're  glad  he  brought 
you  to  us." 


His  words  followed  her  as  she  ran 
down  the  village  street.  She  knew 
that  now  he  was  only  a  few  houses 
from  his  own  home,  and  that  he  could 
easily  find  his  way  in  the  familiar 
surroundings.  It  might  not  be  too 
late  for  the  letter,  that  letter,  the 
words  of  which  seemed  burned  across 
her  mind.  White  with  snow  and  com- 
pletely out  of  breath,  she  burst  open 
the  door  of  the  tiny  office. 

"Howdy,  Mrs.  Hammond.  Real 
weather  for  you!"  called  the  truck 
driver  as  he  swung  the  mail  bags  over 
his  shoulder.  "I  just  left  a  message 
for  Pastor  Bob  from  Auntie  Otsego, 
that  Indian  woman  who  lives  on  Birch 
Island.  She's  sick  and  wants  the  par- 
son to  come  today.  You'd  better  go 
along,  too,  for  she  needs  a  woman  like 
you  wno  understands.  All  of  us  want 
Pastor  Bob  when  we're  sick  or  in 
trouble." 

"I — I  have  a  letter." 

But  her  words  were  drowned  by  a 
slamming  door  and  the  chug,  chug  of 
the  starting  truck.  Even  now  she  was 
sure  he  would  wait  if  she  called.  Yet, 
somehow,  the  letter  didn't  seem  so  im- 
portant now. 

"Your  mail,  Mrs.  Hammond."  Cathe- 
rine started  from  her  reverie.  "Are 
you  going  over  to  Birch  Island  this 
stormy  day?  Pretty  risky  in  your  little 
boat.  I  think  you'd  better  get  Jack  to 
take  you  in  the  launch,"  suggested 
Mrs.  Denson,  the  postmistress. 

"Guess,  we  can  make  it  all  right. 
I'll  go  if  Bob  goes,  and  I'm  sure  there 
will  be  no  keeping  him  if  he  knows 
he's  wanted." 

(To  be  concluded  next  issue.) 


HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
follow    this    plan    without    injury    to 
your  child  and  the  world  in  which  he 
lives. 

Your  mind  is  quick.  Years  have 
taught  you  understanding.  But  the 
child  is  only  waking  to  life.  It  is  your 
part  to  help  him  to  understand.  It 
is  your  part  also  to  put  a  difference 
between  willful  rebellion  and  lack 
of  knowledge.  See  that  the  little  mind 
has  a  clear  understanding  of  what 
you  require,  before  you  punish  for  dis- 
obedience. 

Charlie  watched  his  mother  give  a 
hasty  slap  to  a  younger  brother  for 
some  unintentional  wrong  that  he 
had  done.  A  moment  of  thoughtful- 
ness  followed,  then  he  exclaimed, 
"Mamma,  does  God  beat  hard  when 
we  do  little  things  that  aren't  nice? 
'Cause,  if  He  does,  I  wouldn't  like  to 
go  to  heaven." 

Mothers,  you  have  not  measured  the 
logic  that  rules  in  the  little  minds 
of  your  children.  Do  not  try  to  over- 
rule or  override  the  child  mind,  but 
rather  to  control  it  with  all  the  sweet 
patience  that  will  help  you  to  over- 
come your  own  impatience. 


LIGHTED   PATHWAY   RATING 

Sold  for 

November  Tot, 

Alabama  .                        1,817  6,2< 

Alaska  2 

Arizona 183  8J 

Arkansas    648  1,75 

California    850  2,2* 

Canada   239  91 

Colorado  23  t 

Connecticut                          24  { 

Delaware                             112  3c 

Florida                           ._  2,417  7,7f 

Foreign                                 533  1,5E 

Georgia                   5,226  16,24 

Idaho                                      88  2£ 

Illinois                                1,698  4,6E 

Indiana                                723  2,11 

Iowa                                      232  S'i 

Kansas    286  81 

Kentucky   2,102  6,4£ 

Louisiana   ___.          542  l,5rt 

Maine                                  377  1,1] 

Massachusetts                      44  16 

Maryland                           1,214  3,5£ 

Michigan                              793  2,2C 

Minnesota    .                         65  i£ 

Mississippi    .                         846  2,71 

Missouri                                986  3,3C 

Montana                              195  4£ 

Nebraska                              188  2£ 
Nevada    _~.                            2 
New    Hampshire   .51 

New  Jersey   _                    191  49 

New  Mexico                       211  64 

New   York   .                        48  8 

North  Carolina                5,142  15,27 

North  Dakota  _.     251  77 

Ohio  2,977  9,02 

Oklahoma   507  1,22 

Oregon    ......      205  54 

Pennsylvania         736  2,27 

South  Carolina  ..         ..  7,769  23,61 

South  Dakota  ..                 677  1,13 

Tennessee    ..  4,013  10,52 

Texas                                 1,600  5,72 

Virginia    ......                    1,660  4,87 

Washington  ..                     255  80 

Washington,  D.   C.              73  22 

West  Virginia                 2,511  6,15 

Wisconsin                              46  22 

Wyoming    4  1 


NOVEMBER    PRIZE   WINNER 

Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md.,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 


51,336         152,25 

NOVEMBER  HONOR  ROLL 

Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
W.  H.  Pendergrass,  Lindale,  Ga. 
Edwin     M.     Mortenson,     Columbia 
S.  C. 
Mrs.  E.  C.  Byron,  Port  Arthur,  Tex. 
Mrs.  G.  C.  Allen,  Rome,  Ga. 
Gladys  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  th 
Publicity  Fund   and  to  the   fund   fo 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  ii 
Service   for  November. 
Missouri  $4.2 

Illinois  2.5 

North  Carolina  ..  .1.5 

Delaware  ...    1.0 

Michigan      1.0 

Mississippi    1.0 

Georgia    1.0 

New  York  ...  1.0- 

Texas 1.0 

Total  $14.2 
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CHURCH  OF  GOD 

Bible  Training  School 
and  College 

Co-Educotionol 

High  School         Junior  College 

School  of  Business     School  of  Music 

Religious  Education 

A  Deep  Spiritual  Environment  at  the 
Gateway    to    the    Smoky    Mountains. 


Second  semester  begins  January  20.  We  will  have  space  for  a  few 
married  couples  and  several  single  boys  and  girls. — E.  L.  Simmons, 
President. 


THE  LOVE  OF  GOD 

By  Lucille  Lee 


and   time   again,   He   knew   a   greater 
sacrifice  would  have  to  be  given.    In 
His    infinite    love    toward    man,    God 
The  Holy  Scripture  tells  us  of  the     made  the  supreme  sacrifice  of  giving 
wonderful   love   of   God.    1    John   4:8     His  only  Son,  Jesus,  to  die  that  the 
reads:    "He  that  loveth  not  knoweth      unworthy    creatures    of    His    creation 


not  God;  for  God  is  love."  If  God 
Himself  is  love,  we,  who  strive  to  ad- 
here to  His  teachings,  should  realize 
that  His  teachings  are  not  burden- 
some or  grievous  because  of  the  great 
love  which  He  has  and  is. 

God  showed  love  in  the  creation. 
In  making  man,  He  gave  him  every 
advantage  to  develop  himself  for  good. 
He  placed  beauty  around  him;  He 
gave    him    wholesome    food;    and  be- 


to  prepare  for  His  own. 

In  the  magnificient  plan  of  God,  of 
salvation  through  Jesus  Christ,  He 
left  the  responsibility  upon  each  in- 
dividual of  accepting  His  great  plan 
of  love.  It  is  the  privilege  and  the 
duty  of  each  follower  of  the  Man  of 
Galilee  to  carry  the  message  of  Him 
to  those  who  do  not  know  Him.  It 
is  not  a  dreaded  task  to  those  who 
accept  this  responsibility,  but  it  is 
a  deed  of  love  and  gratitude  for  Him 
who  loved  us  and  gave  Himself  a 
ransom  for  us.  It  is  also  our  privilege 
and  responsibility  to  love  one  an- 
other, as  1  John  4:12  tells  us:  "If  we 
love  one  another,  God  dwelleth  in  us, 
and  his  love  is  perfected  in  us." 

An  expression  of  true  love  is  given 
in  the  following  quotation  from  The 
Ancient  Mariner  by  Samuel  T.  Cole- 
ridge: 

"He    prayeth    best    who    loveth    best, 
All  things  both  great  and  small; 
For  the  dear  Lord  who  loveth  us, 
He  made  and  loveth  all." 

B.  T.  S.  CORRESPONDENCE 
COURSE 

Don't  forget  to  write  to  B.  T.  S.  and 
College,  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  for  infor- 
mation about  the  correspondence 
course.  You  can  organize  a  class  in 
your  home  church,  and  go  to  Bible 
School  while  you  work  and  support 
your  loved  ones.  Tuition  $15  on  terms 
— $3  down  and  $1.50  per  month  until 
paid,  or  $12  cash. 

If  you  have  the  chance  to  study  and 
do  not  do  it,  God  will  hold  you  re- 
sponsible, for  the  Word  of  God  just 
as  surely  tells  us  to  study  as  it  does 
to  pray.  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth   not   to   be   ashamed,   rightly 


might  have  life. 

With  the  cruel  death  of  Jesus  on  dividing  the  word  of  truth."  2  Tim. 
the  cross  of  Calvary,  a  new  era  began,  2:15. 
in  which  men,  by  accepting  Jesus, 
might  have  a  life  of  peace  and  hap- 
piness while  dwelling  on  earth,  and, 
after  this  life,  inherit  lift  eternal. 
Ii  the  love  which  God  manifested 
toward  mankind  in  sacrificing  His 
Son  meant  only  that  man  could  live 
a  useful,  happy  life  on  earth,  it  would 


MEMORIAL  SERVICE  PRESENTED 

The  music  students,  under  the  di- 
rection of  Prof.  Joseph  Wahlton, 
presented  a  program  in  the  school 
auditorium  at  7:30  p.  m.  on  November 
16.  It  was  in  honor  of  those  who 
have  made  the  supreme  sacrifice  in 
order  that  Old  Glory  might  "wave 
o'er    the    land    of    the    free    and    the 


cause  He  did  not  think  it  good  for  still  be  beneficial  to  live  for  Him.  The 
man  to  live  alone,  He  gave  him  a  blessings  do  not  end  with  this  life 
companion  to  share  the  beautiful  gar-  however;  but  great  joy  will  be  ex- 
den  in  which  he  lived.  pressed  by  those  who  inherit  one  of     £  ~    "Af  ZVo'  ^ ™™  T"    L"^ 

When   man  went   astray,   God   was  the  mansions  which  Jesus  went  away     nume  OI   ' 
very    grieved,   but   still   His   love   was 
made   manifest    in   that 

YOUTH   CONGRESS  ENDORSES  STUDENT   LOAN   FUND 


He  dealt  with  the  peo- 
ple through  the  priests 
who  continually  kept  the 
people  before  God.  The 
prophets  also  prophesied 
unto  the  people  of  their 
evil,  and  warned  them 
to  return  to  God. 

Though  t'neir  sins 
were  great,  God  devised 
a  plan  whereby  they 
might  be  forgiven.  He 
had  accepted  the  blood 
of  animals  to  atone  for 
their  waywardness,  but 
seeing  at  last  that  man's 
unrighteousness  was  so 
great  that  he  would  con- 
tinue to  go  astray  time 


E.  M.  TAPLEY 

One  of  the  greatest  moves  the  Church  has  ever  made  in  the  interest  of 
its  young  people  was  our  recent  National  Youth  Congress.  You  have  read 
this  statement,  heard  it,  ond  I  hope  you  have  repeated  it.  But  it  still 
resounds  with  truth.      This  Congress  was  indeed  a  forward  step. 

The  Youth  Congress  also  took  a  great  step  in  promoting  various  moves 
for  the  education  of  our  young  people.  Among  other  measures  in  behalf 
of  youth  and  education,  the  penny-a-day  plan  for  raising  a  student  loan 
and  endowment  fund  was  overwhelmingly  endorsed.  Our  youth  from  alt 
over  the  Nation  have  approved  this  plan.  Since  they  have,  let  each  of  us 
subscribe  to  it,  boost  it,  push  it,  and  have  a  great  loan  fund  to  assist  our 
worthy  and  ambitious  young   psopls  in  their  quest  for  knowledge. 

NOTE:  The  new  year,  1947,  will  be  a  good  time  to  resolve  to  give  one 
penny  a  day  for  this  next  year.  Just  think  what  we  could  do  for  our  school 
if  we  would  cooperate  in  this  great  plan  which  is  so  heartily  endorsed  by 
our  youth  movement!  Send  all  contributions  to  Rev.  E.  L.  Simmons,  B.  T.  S. 
and  Collsqe,  Sevierville,  Tenn. — Ed. 


boys'  choruses  sang 
several  patriotic  songs. 
The  colors  were  pres- 
ented as  the  National 
Anthem  was  sung. 
A  short  skit  portraying 
the  spirit  of  America's 
youth  in  serving  their 
country  was  given.  Si- 
lence prevailed  over  the 
entire  audience  as  taps 
were  played.  This  caused 
everyone  to  realize  more 
fully  the  meaning  of  the 
white  crosses  "In  Flan- 
ders' Field." 

Honored  guests  in- 
cluded the  American  Le- 
gion Post  of  the  City  of 
Sevierville.  Seats  were 
reserved  for  all  veterans 
and  their  families. 
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My  foumey 


II  Dew  year  meditation 


By  BERTA  HART  NANCE 


My  path  has  lain  across  green  levels,  bright  with  the  dew  of  morning 
and  jeweled  with  the  bright  eyes  of  countless  spring  flowers. 

I  have  rested  beside  twilight  pools,  in  whose  depths  the  gold  and  amber 
of  sunsets  lay  in  molten  folds,  and  on  whose  surface  floated  the  first  stars. 

i  have  passed  by  streams,  with  crumbling,  reddish  banks  and  billows  the 
color  of  raw  chocolate,  whirling  their  way  relentlessly  to  the  great  ocean. 
And  more  than  once  a  comrade,  advancing  too  near  the  treacherous  current, 
has  plunged  forward  to  sink  into  depths  from  which  never  mortal  man  has 
risen.   And  still  I  pursued  my  way. 

I  have  passed  through  stretches  of  sandy  waste  land,  where  nothing 
grows  except  dark-green  desert  plants,  armed  with  glistening  spikes,  and  no 
sound  is  heard  except  the  incessant  moaning  of  the  wind  among  the  sand 
dunes. 

My  path  has  lain  along  the  silver-sanded  beach  of  a  summer  sea,  from 
which  the  mists  smoked  in  a  thousand  fantastic  shapes,  and  where  the 
glassy  swells  swung  dreamily  under  the  ranging  stars. 

I  have  passed  by  sullen  castles,  within  whose  stone  walls,  mottled  with 
black  weather-stain,  and  half  concealed  by  the  green  of  poison  ivy,  lay  men 
and  women,  once  my  light-hearted  companions  upon  the  flower-strewn 
prairie,  but  now  rotting  in  moldering  cells  of  nameless  horror,  their  faces 
the  color  of  fungus,  their  pale  hands  picking  at  straws  aimlessly.  And  I 
have  wondered  that  it  was  permitted  me  to  escape  such  a  fate. 

Once  I  came  to  a  vineyard  in  the  desert,  where  acres  of  grapevines, 
springing  from  rocky  soil  and  color  of  rust,  were  laden  with  clusters  of  tender- 
skinned  grapes,  which  shone  in  the  desert  sun,  under  the  intense  blue  of 
the  desert  sky. 

I  have  lain  down  to  rest  under  great  green  trees,  whose  interlocked 
branches  held  the  cool,  sweet  peace  of  many  a  quiet  year, 


And  still  I  journey  on. 


— Selected. 


DEDICATED   TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR     <VJU 


THE  CHURCH 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war; 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus  going  on  before: 
Christ  the   Royal   Master,  leads  against  the  foe: 
Forward  into  battle,  see  His  banners  go. 

Like  a  mighty  army,  moves  the  Church  of  God; 
Brothers,  we  are  treading,  where  the  saints  have  trod 
We  are  not  divided,  all  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine,  one  in  charity. 
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Psalm  119: 10 5 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


"1 

K 


A     PRAYER 

"Our  Father,  ivho  art  the  God  of  everywhere,  we  thank 
Thee  for  the  assurance  of  Thy  presence 
loith  us  as  we  journey  during  the  com- 
ing months.  Keep  us  from  physical 
harm,  mental  inertia,  moral  relaxation, 
and  spiritual  coolness.  Remember  all 
those  away  from  home,  whether  tem- 
porarily or  for  long  periods.  Be  espe- 
cially kind  to  those  in  the  remote  and 
lonely  places  of  earth.  Grant  that  we 
may  find  Thee  in  solitude,  and  finding 
Thee  discover  fresh  strength  for  our 
tasks,  thus  glorifying  Thee  and  serv- 
ing our  felloio  men.  We  ask  in  Jesus' 
name.   Amen." 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

Here  I  am  writing  my  February  Editor's  Message  on 
January  second.  Christmas  and  New  Year's  Day  have 
just  passed  and  my  heart  is  running  over  with  joy  for 
the  wonderful  blessings  the  Lord  brought  our  way.  Per- 
haps you  may  wonder  if  I  had  some  wonderful  presents 
or  a  large  sum  of  money  come  my  way.  No,  but  something 
much  greater!  Our  family  was  all  together — not  one 
missing,  except  our  little  darling  who  went  away  years  ago. 
And  I  am  wondering  if  it  can  be  possible  for  the  spirit  of 
our  loved  ones  to  be  with  us,  if  he  was  not  here  also  to 
join  in  our  happiness.  This  morning  my  younger  daughter 
and  her  husband  left  to  go  back  to  their  work  for  another 
year.  God  bless  them  and  keep  them  is  my  prayer.  While 
the  family  was  all  here  under  the  home  roof,  that  song 
came  to  me  that  I  have  always  loved,  "Will  the  Circle  Be 
Unbroken?"  and  I  prayed  that  God  might  make  our  home 
circle  an  unbroken  one  over  on  the  other  shore.  Wouldn't 
it  be  wonderful  to  know  that  not  one  would  be  missing? 
If  it  is  so  joyful  to  be  together  under  the  roof  of  our 
earthly  home,  what  will  it  be  when  we  find  our  circle 
complete  over  there? 

Not  everyone  enjoyed  the  blessing  that  we  did,  for  some 
were  separated  by  thousands  of  miles.  Some  who  were 
at  home  for  Christmas  last  year  have  passed  on  and  home 
was  sad.  We  sympathize  with  you  and  wish  we  might  say 
something  to  comfort  your  sad  hearts.  God  is  a  great 
burden-bearer  and  He  will  help  you. 

I  am  hoping  in  this  message  to  say  something  that 
will  help  our  boys  and  girls  to  join  the  great  circle  of  the 
redeemed  and  live  together  under  the  roof  of  the  blood 
of  Christ.  No  other  roof  will  stand  the  storm. 

A  story  is  told  of  two  large  buildings,  in  different  sec- 
tions of  the  country,  each  suffering  from  the  same  defect: 
a  collapsed  roof.  They  were  large  buildings,  and  the  walls 
seemed  plumb;  and  evidently  there  was  nothing  lacking 
in  the  foundations  of  the  buildings,  but  they  were  ren- 
dered useless  because  of  the  condition  of  the  roofs.  Evi- 
dently each  was  a  case  of  insufficient  interior  bracing. 
Someone  had  failed  to  take  into  account  the  strain  the 
roofs  would  encounter.  They  served  their  purposes  for 
awhile,  but  in  a  storm  had  collapsed.  Whether  it  was  a 
gentle  snowstorm  whose  accumulating  flakes  broke  the 
roofs,  or  whether  it  was  a  rainstorm  whose  pelting  rain- 
drops caused  the  collapse,  is  not  known.  But  this  is 
known:  otherwise  useful  buildings  were  made  useless  by 
collapsed  roofs. 

Isn't  that  a  parable  of  life?  One  may  have  had  a  good 
start,  and  lived  a  good  moral  life.  There  is  nothing  lack- 
ing in  the  footings  and  foundations  under  the  walls;  they 
are  well-joined  and  plumb.  But  the  roof  has  caved-in. 
Why?  Someone  failed  to  put  in  enough  material  of  the 
right  type  to  withstand  the  stress  of  the  storms  which 
befell   the   building.    It   doesn't  matter  what   caused   the 


crash:  the  damage  is  just  as  real  if  caused  by  downy 
snowflakes  as  if  caused  by  the  crashing  stroke  of  a 
tornado.  There  wasn't  enough  interior  resistance  to  with- 
stand the  outside  pressure. 

This  reminds  us  that  a  building,  like  a  cnain.  is  no 
stronger  than  its  weakest  point.  Nor  is  a  life  any  stronger 
than  its  weakest  point.  One  may  boast  of  strong  points, 
and  praise  them;  but  if  there  are  weak  points  which  are 
not  strengthened  and  corrected,  these  may  cause  the  good 
points  to  be  nullified  eventually.  One  may  have  talents 
that  outshine  others,  and  make  them  appear  mediocre; 
but  if  weaknesses  are  allowed  to  remain  uncorrected  those 
brilliant  talents  may  be  nullified  by  those  weaknesses. 
Many  an  orator  has  been  brought  low  and  his  ability  for- 
gotten, because  he  neglected  to  strengthen  his  weak  points. 
Many  a  life  that  dawned  fair  has  seen  its  success  jeopard- 
ized by  a  lack  of  inner  convictions  that  failed  to  stand 
during  the  storm. 

A  group  of  fishermen  were  lounging  round  their  boat  at 
a  Scottish  village  one  wild  and  stormy  day  many  years 
ago.  They  had  given  up  all  thoughts  of  any  profit  that 
day,  when  an  active  lad  with  a  fine,  open  face  approached 
them. 

"I  want  a  boat,"  said  he.  "Come,  Phil,  which  shall  we 
take?"  addressing  his  companion,  who  was  as  strongly 
built  and  active  as  he. 

"This  looks  about  our  sort,"  replied  Phil. 

"You  surely  won't  venture  out  today,"  said  the  oldest 
of  the  fishermen.    "This  is  no  day  for  pleasure  boating." 

"Yes,  we  will,"  responded  the  leader  of  the  two  boys. 
"If  you  fellows  are  afraid  to  go  out,  we  are  not."  And, 
indeed,  he  looked  as  if  he  feared  nothing. 

"You  shall  not  have  my  boat,"  said  the  old  fisherman. 
It  would  be  murder  to  give  it  to  you." 

"Why  shouldn't  the  boys  have  a  turn,  if  they  wish  it?" 
growled  a  man  from  the  back.    "It's  not  so  rough  as  it 
was.   They  can  have  my  boat  if  they  are  so  minded." 
(Continued  on  page  16) 

THE       CHURCH       PICTURED       ON       THE       COVER       IS       THE 
SOUTH      CLEVELAND     CHURCH      OF     GOD. 

Brother  J.   A.    Bixler   is  the   pastor  of   this   fine   church. 

This  church  has  been  wonderfully  blessed  of  the  Lord.  The  last 
two  years  seem  to  have  been  its  best  years.  This  modern  brick 
church  has  been  erected  one  year — the  first  services  being 
held  last  December  24,  1945.  The  old  building  was  sold,  and  this 
new  location  purchased  on  South  Ocoee  Street,  about  six  blocks 
from  the  court  house.  The  present  valuation  of  the  building  is 
about  $35,000.  It  is  modern  in  every  respect,  with  eight  Sunday 
School  rooms  in  a  full  daylight  basement;  modern  furnace,  blower 
and  stoker;  oak  floors,  modern  pews,  art  glass  windows  and  pas- 
tor's study.  The  seating  capacity  is  between  four  and  five  hundred. 
The  membership  is  around  two  hundred  and  the  Sunday  School 
averaging  about  250  now,  an  increase  of  about  100  on  the  average 
per  Sunday  over  the  average  in  the  old  building.  This  church 
commands  the  respect  of  Cleveland  because  of  the  great  work  it 
is  doing.  A  daily  broadcast  has  been  conducted  for  eighteen 
months  now — Monday  through  Friday  at  10:15  to  10:30  a.m.,  and 
from  the  church  each  Sunday,  from  11:45  a.m.  to  12:15  p.m., 
broadcasting  the  regular  morning  worship  service  over  Station 
WBAC,    1340   on   your   dial,    Cleveland,    Tennessee. 

A  nice  modern  parsonage,  with  six  rooms  and  bath,  has  also 
been  bought  within  the  last  two  years,  all  modern,  and  furnished 
with  a  nice  electric  kitchen  and  electric  water  heater,  the  house 
being  oil  heated.  This  property  is  worth  $4,500  now.  We  have 
never  worked  omong  a  finer  group  of  people  than  those  here  in 
Cleveland.  We  are  now  in  our  third  year  as  pastor,  and  this  year 
bids  fair  to  be  one  of  the  greatest  years  yet  for  the  church  here. 
Pray  for  us  here  to  be  faithful,  and  be  found  working  for  the 
Lord  until  He  comes. 

Your  brother  and  co-worker, 

Rev.  J.   A.   Bixler,    Pastor. 


^be  Rlnmailed  better 


By  RUTH  I.  SIMON 


{Continued  From  Last  Issue) 

Still  clutching  tightly  the  unmailed 
letter,  she  walked  back  over  the  trail. 
Through  her  mind  echoed  the  words 
of  the  old  man,  "When  you  sing  it  is 
like  an  angel  from  heaven  has  come 
to  our  little  village."  Surely  no  more 
sincere  praise  had  ever  been  hers 
from  great  musical  critics.  Then  came 
the  words  ox  tne  truck  anver,  "a  wom- 
an who  understands."  Their  ap- 
preciation of  Pastor  Bob,  her  Bob,  re- 
vealed itself  in  each  sentence  and  just 
two  hours  before  she  had  said  that 
they  did  not  appreciate  him.  Now  the 
snow-laden  pines  neld  a  Deauty  sne 
had  failed  to  notice  on  the  first  trip. 
A  rabbit  as  white  as  the  snow  sat 
quietly  at  her  approach,  secure  in  the 
confidence  that  he  was  unseen.  "Hello, 
little  comrade  of  the  North,"  called 
Catherine  as  she  hurried  on,  and  from 
her  heart  much  of  the  loneliness 
seemed  strangely  lifted. 

When  she  opened  the  door  of  her 
home,  hers  and  Bob's,  she  found  that 
a  merry  crackling  fire  had  changed 
the  living  room  to  a  place  of  warmth 
and  comfort,  but  the  man  who  sat 
lost  in  thought  before  it  knew  naught 
of  its  cheer.  The  sight  of  him  sent  a 
flood  of  love  and  pity  over  her. 

"Come,  Bob,"  Catherine  had  entered 
so  softly  that  the  sound  of  her  voice 
startled  him.  "We  must  go,  for  Auntie 
Otsego  is  sick  and  sent  for  you.  I'\e 
just  come  from  the  post  office  and  got 
the  message  there." 

The  drooping  figure  immediately 
started  into  action.  "I'll  get  the  boat 
ready.  But  you  won't  go,  too,  Cath?" 
There  was  a  note  of  wistfulness  in  the 
Question. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  will.  Be  ready  in  a 
minute."  At  her  reply  she  saw  a  look 
of  glad  surprise  leap  into  his  eyes. 

Eggs,  milk,  a  few  simple  remedies 
hurriedly  collected  and  Catherine 
joined  Pastor  Bob  at  the  parsonage 
dock.  Birch  Island  was  one  of  several, 
the  others  all  deserted  at  this  season 
of  the  year,  which  lay  more  than  three 
miles  out  toward  the  open  lake.  The 
trip  was  not  a  long  nor  dangerous  one 
in  fair  weather,  but  no  sooner  had  the 
outboard  motor  carried  the  little  craft 
a  few  feet  from  the  shore  than  the 
curtain  of  fog  and  snow  hid  from  view 
each  familiar  object. 

"Should  have  brought  a  compass," 
shouted  Bob.  But  his  voice  was  lost  in 
the  hum  of  the  engine  and  the  roar 
of  the  waves.  Now  the  white  peak  of  a 
huge  wave  carried  the  little  boat  aloft, 
where  it  seemed  to  stand  hesitatingly 
as  if  wondering  where  to  turn.  Then 
as  suddenly  the  wave  would  carry  it 
down,  down. 

Catherine,  breathless,  soaked  by  the 
spray,  clutched  the  seat.  "Let's  go 
back.  Bob.  We  can't  make' it." 


"We'll  try,"  he  shouted  back. 

Tacking  skilfully,  he  kept  the  little 
boat  always  out  of  the  trough  of  the 
waves.  With  strained  eyes,  Catherine 
looked  ahead.  She  knew  there  were 
reefs,  but  where?  The  fog  hid  all  but 
the  angry  waters  beneath  them.  Sud- 
denly, like  great  gray  ghosts,  snow- 
covered  trees  arose  from  what  was 
surely  the  open  channel. 

"Rocks,  Bob,  we're  on  them!"  Cath- 
erine from  the  bow  of  the  boat  sig- 
nalled frantically. 

A  loud  snap  and  the  boat  reeled 
dizzily.  "Propeller's  gone!"  Bob 
snatched  an  oar  and  steadied  the  lit- 
tle craft.  At  least  they  were  in  shallow 
water.  In  all  probability,  the  reef 
which  cost  them  their  propeller  ex- 
tended out  from  an  island,  and  if  he 
poled  the  boat  carefully  they  might 
reach  the  shore  in  safetv.  Like  an 
answer  to  prayer,  a  sandy  inlet,  lying 
quiet  and  sheltered  between  huge 
rocks,  came  dimly  into  view  from  be- 
neath the  fog.  Then  with  a  welcem" 
grating  sound  the  boat  struck  bottom. 
Before  Catherine  could  steady  her 
shaking  knees  or  choke  back  the  tears 
of  fright,  Bob  had  pulled  the  bo?t 
safely  to  land  and  was  fastening  it 
securely. 

"Now,  where  are  we?"  The  voice 
that  had  meant  to  be  so  brave  and 
cheerful  could  not  cover  the  anxiety 
beneath  it.  "Come,  Cath,  if  we're  cast- 
aways we  had  best  explore  our  pos- 
sessions." 

Rocks  piled  high  with  snow  and 
covered  with  straggling  undergrowth 
made  exploration  difficult.  But  little 
was  needed  to  discover  that  the  island 
was  a  small  one,  entirely  without 
shelter.  Where  it  lay  they  could  only 
conjecture,  for  the  fog  enveloped  all. 

"Never  can  stand  it  without  fire. 
Let's  find  anything  at  all  that  is  dry 
enough  to  burn,"  suggested  Bob. 

Night  was  not  far  distant,  the  wind 
was  rising  and  the  air  grew  intensely 
rold.  Bob  lit  a  match,  the  flame  flick- 
ered and  died  against  the  wet  kin- 
dling. 

"Wait,"  called  Catherine  as  she 
started  toward  the  boat  "Last  time 
we  called  on  old  Mr.  Johnson  I  put 
some  magazines  and  papers  in  the 
boat  for  him.  When  he  w?s  not  home 
I  forgot  all  about  them,  and  if  they 
aren't  too  wet  from  the  spray  we  can 
use  them  to  start  the  fire." 

With  a  sizzling,  frying  sound,  the 
fire  started,  smoldered  hesitatingly 
and  then  decided  to  burn.  It  was  past 
four  o'clock  now  and  the  early  North- 
ern darkness  was  upon  them. 

"We're  here  for  the  night  all  right. 
Fog  is  lifting,  but  without  a  propeller 
we  can  never  make  it  back  to  main- 
land." As  he  talked,  Bob  hurriedly 
gathered   more   wood.    Catherine,   her 


teeth  chattering,  carried  huge  arm- 
fuls  to  the  ever-growing  pile  near  the 
fire.  The  fog  was  now  entirely  gone, 
and  one  by  one  the  stars  came  out  in 
the  clear  Northern  sky.  To  Catherine 
and  Bob,  huddled  close  to  the  fire, 
they  brought  peace  and  assurance. 
Gradually  the  sky  to  the  north  grew 
brighter,  almost  as  if  the  sun  had 
mistaken  its  course  and  were  rising 
there.  Then  a  ribbon  of  light  shot 
clear  to  the  zenith,  others  followed 
until  the  whole  heavens  seemed  to  be 
shaping  themselves  into  forms  now 
weird  and  fantastic,  now  strangely 
familiar. 

"These  Northern  lights  are  wonder- 
ful, Bob,  more  wonderful  than  the 
lights  of  Chicago,"  sighed  Catherine 
as  silently  they  watched  the  majestic 
phenomenon. 

Over  the  roar  of  the  waves  as  they 
broke  against  the  rocks  there  came 
a  new  sound.  "Bob,  do  you  hear  that? 
Can  it  be  a  boat?"  questioned  Cath- 
erine, as  quickly  they  started  for  the 
shore.  The  boat  was  coming  slowly 
now,  guided  by  the  skillful  hands  of 
one  native  to  these  waters. 

"It's  Jack,"  gasped  Bob,  "and  he's 
in  the  big  launch.  We  must  get  in  our 
boat  and  row  out,  for  it's  too  shallow 
for  him  to  make  it  to  shore  here.  See, 
he  is  anchoring." 

"Bob  and  I  are  wondering  how  you 
found  us  any  way,"  questioned  Cath- 
erine, as.  snuggled  warmly  in  the 
blankets  of  the  launch,  she  traveled 
swiftly  over  the  waves  which  had 
seemed  so  huge  in  the  smaller  boat. 

"Well,  you  see,"  explained  their 
pilot,   "Mrs.   Denson   sent   word   down 

(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Dear  Children: 

How  would  you  like  some  goal  for 
the  new  year?  Well,  here  is  something 
for  you  to  do.  Gather  all  the  children 
in  your  neighborhood  into  your  home 
once  each  week,  or  have  it  in  different 
homes  in  your  community.  Maybe 
Mother  can  have  a  Happy  Home  Circle 
at  the  same  time.  Some  of  the  moth- 
ers can  plan  your  meetings  and  make 
them  both  entertaining  and  instruc- 
tive. Don't  you  think  that  would  be 
real  nice?  You  can  plan  together 
some  good  things  to  do  in  your  neigh- 
borhood. Perhaps  you  can  learn  to 
visit  the  sick  and  carry  nice  things 
to  them. 

When  my  little  four-year-old 
grandson  goes  with  me  or  his  mother 
to  see  the  sick,  he  always  tells  them 
he  is  going  to  pray  for  them.  Maybe 
you  could  do  that,  too.  God  bless 
you. 

HOW  DO  YOU  DO  IT? 

A  man  who  visited  ex-President 
Coolidge  in  his  home  tells  how  before 
going  to  bed,  Mr.  Coolidge  invited  him 
to  have  some  chocolate  to  drink,  and 
made  it  himself.  The  visitor  said,  "No 
international  treaty  or  senatorial  de- 
bate ever  received  more  earnest  at- 
tention." 

Of  course,  making  a  cup  of  choco- 
late was  not  as  important  to  the 
world  as  making  a  peace  treaty  or  pre- 
paring a  message  to  Congress.  Yet  Mr. 
Coolidge  gave  it  just  as  much  atten- 
tion as  if  it  were  a  very  important 
event.  Perhaps  that  is  one  reason  why 
he  was  president  and  in  charge  of 
important  matters.  He  gave  the  best 
he  had  to  whatever  job  he  was  doing, 
even  though  it  might  be  just  making 
a  cup  of  chocolate. 

There  are  some  young  people  who 
think  that  if  they  had  some  real  big 
task  to  do  they  would  put  the  best 
work  they  could  into  it,  but  the  little 
things  do  not  seem  as  important.  It 
is  the  girl  or  young  man  who  always 
puts  his  best  into  whatever  he  is  do- 
ing, no  matter  how  unimportant  it  is, 
who  gets  the  chance  at  the  bigger  op- 
portunities.— Publisher  Unknown. 

BE   KIND 

OLIVIA   C.   CAMPBELL 

When  I  as  a  little  girl  there  lived  a 
prosperous  man,  a  partner  with  his 
brothers  in  a  store  and  in  the  lumber 
business.  Then  his  wife  added  to  their 
income  by  being  postmistress.  They 
had  two  pretty,  blue-eyed  boys  with 
long  golden  curls. 

One  day  the  parents  gave  a  party 
for  the  boys.  Instead  of  asking  chil- 
dren just  the  size  of  the  boys,  I  think 
they  asked  all  the  children  in  town. 
This  made  quite  a  crowd. 

About  a  mile  away  was  a  number 
of  little  shacks  where  a  few  poor  fam- 


ilies lived.  Nobody  ever  asked  the  chil- 
dren from  these  families  to  parties, 
and  we  other  children  were  always 
hurting  their  feelings  by  not  choosing 
them  in  our  games. 

One  of  the  families  consisted  of  a 
widow  and  her  six  children.  When  she 
put  up  their  school  lunches,  there 
would  be  a  sandwich  apiece  spread 
with  pork  fat,  and  one  over.  The  two 
big  boys  would  quarrel  over  the  extra 
sandwich,  for  they  were  hungry. 
Among  the  younger  children  were  two 
little  girls  with  big  brown  eyes,  the 
small  rosy  one  always  clinging  to  the 
hand  of  her  pale  older  sister.  I  don't 
suppose  the  family  ever  got  any  mail; 
but  on  the  busy  day  of  the  party,  the 
two  little  girls  stopped  at  the  post  of- 
fice, and  our  hostess  went  out  to  see 
what  they  wanted.  Of  course,  she  could 
hardly  help  knowing  that  their  real 
reason  for  stopping  was  the  party; 
but  instead  of  being  angry,  she  had 
compassion  and  asked  them  to  stay. 
Then  she  came  out  and  told  all  of  us 
that  they  had  been  invited  and  that 
we  were  to  be  kind  to  them. 

Now  a  real  feast  had  been  prepared; 
and  when  we  went  home,  we  were 
each  given  a  box  of  bon  bons  (fancy 
chocolates) . 

God  wants  us  to  always  show  His 
love  and  kindness  to  others.  He  is 
preparing  a  royal  feast: — "The  Mar- 
riage Supper  of  the  Lamb" — and  He 
tells  us  to  go  out  into  the  highways 
and  byways  and  urge  everyone  to  put 
on  the  wedding  garment,  and  be 
ready  to  come  to  this  great  feast. 

MEMORY  GEM 

One    little    girl    was    happy    and    glad, 
Sharing    with    others   the    best   that   she    had, 
Giving    the    largest    and    finest    away; 
Thus   she   found    happiness,    day    after   day. 
One    tittle  girl  was   selfish   and   sad, 
Kept  for  herself  a!I  the  best  things  she  had. 
Think    just  a    moment,   and  then  tell  me 
Which    little    girl    would    you    rather    be? 


A  CLEVER  BOY 

"I  was  much  amused  the  othe 
day,"  said  a  hardware  dealer,  "at  i 
small  boy  who  came  around  for  a  job 
One  of  the  clerks  had  dropped  a  lo 
of  sharp-pointed  tacks  into  a  drawe: 
of  brass  screws,  and  had  given  up  th< 
idea  of  getting  them  out. 

"When  the  youngster  turned  up,  wi 
thought  we  would  try  him  by  lettinj 
him  sort  the  two  articles.  He  went  a 
it  the  same  way  the  clerk  had  begui 
— picking  out  tne  tacks  with  his  fin 
gers  and  getting  the  point  of  abou 
every  third  tack  in  the  ball  of  hi 
thumb.  We  all  began  to  smile,  expect- 
ing him  to  give  up  the  job. 

"Instead  of  that,  what  did  he  do' 
He  went  over  to  the  showcase  an( 
picked  out  a  horseshoe  magnet.  Thei 
he  came  back  to  the  box.  In  thirt; 
seconds  he  had  the  tacks  out,  and  th< 
screws  were  still  in  the  compartment 
He  knew  that  the  magnet  would  at- 
tract iron  and  not  the  brass,  and  in  '< 
jiffy  he  had  accomplished  what  w< 
had  been  trying  to  do  all  the  morning 

"We  didn't  really  need  a  boy;  bu 
this  little  fellow's  smartness  appealec 
to  us,  and  we  engaged  him  at  once.' 
— Sel. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


HAPPY  HOIHE  (IHCLE 

to  tackle  new  and  more  and  more  dif- 


THE   CHILDGARDEN 

Our    Lord    hath    a    beautiful    garden. 
We  have  chosen  our  lifework  there. 

Where  the  little  ones  of  His  kingdom 
Need   constant   and    loving   care. 

Guard   we   these    tender   flowers. 
Turning    them    toward    the    light; 

With    sunshine   of    loving-kindness. 
Helping   them   grow   aright. 

Then   let   us   look   ever   upward. 
That  they  may  look  upward  too, 

And  take  for  our  motto  in  all  things, 
"Unto  the   least  be  true." 

PAINLESS   INSTRUCTIONS 
IN  THE  HOME 

The  patter  of  feet  announced  the 
entrance  of  my  little  boy  as  he  came 
into  the  kitchen  this  morning  when 
I  was  busy  preparing  breakfast. 

"See,  I'm  all  dressed,"  he  said. 

"That's  fine,"  I  replied.  "Now  what 
would  you  like  to  do?" 

"Watch  you  and  help,"  he  answered 
promptly  as  he  carried  a  chair  over 
beside  me  and  climbed  upon  it. 

Watching  and  helping  Mother  in 
the  kitchen  fill  many  happy  hours  for 
this  little  boy.  And  how  many  things 
he  is  learning! 

"Will  you  bring  me  three  grapefruit, 
please?"  I  said  to  him  and  he  ran 
eagerly  to  bring  them. 

"This  is  three,  isn't  it?"  he  said  as 
he  came  holding  them  all  in  his  arms 
at  once. 

If  it  is  oranges  I  need,  I  may  ask 
him  to  bring  five.  He  comes  with  three 
and  I  send  him  back  for  two  more. 

In  this  way,  numbers  and  their 
combinations  are  learned  easily.  He 
has  an  opportunity,  too,  in  the  kitch- 
en to  handle  and  examine  objects 
of  many  different  sizes,  shapes,  and 
surfaces.  He  becomes  familiar  with 
the  various  tools  and  utensils  that  I 
use  in  my  work.  He  is  anxious  to  try 
these  himself  and  little  by  little  de- 
velops skill  as  I  let  him  use  the  sim- 
pler ones.  It  is  just  such  experiences  as 
these  that  the  little  child  needs.  They 
help  him  to  become  acquainted  with 
the  world  about  him,  to  use  his  hands 
and  to  gain  confidence  in  his  ability 


ficult  jobs. 

I  have  been  surprised  at  times  to 
find  how  many  things  even  a  very 
small  child  can  do  successfully.  Our 
little  Ted  has  learned  to  handle  and 
even  wash  dishes,  to  prepare  his  own 
orange  juice  after  I  have  cut  the 
oranges,  to  pour  water  or  milk  from 
a  small  pitcher,  and  to  make  an  egg 
beater  go  round  in  a  vigorous  fashion. 

He  is  always  eager  to  explore  the 
boxes  and  bags  of  groceries  and  vege- 
tables that  come  from  the  market. 
Sometimes  he  holds  up  an  apple  ask- 
ing what  color  it  is.  There  are  many 
gay  colors  to  be  found  in  the  kitchen, 
and  pleasing  sounds,  too.  He  likes  to 
listen  to  the  singing  of  the  teakettle, 
to  the  running  of  the  water  from  the 
faucet  or  the  tinkling  of  ice  in  a 
pitcher. 

There  are  mothers,  no  doubt,  who 
will  say  that  it  is  too  much  trouble  to 
have  a  small  child  in  the  kitchen. 
They  feel  too  hurried,  or  perhaps  they 
are  afraid  he  will  break  a  dish  or  spill 
something.  There  are  such  disadvan- 
tages, it  is  true.  I  have  found,  though, 
that  I  must  give  considerable  time  and 
thought  to  Ted,  no  matter  what  he  is 
doing,  and,  when  I  stop  to  think  how 
attractive  a  kitchen  must  seem  to  a 
child,  filled  as  it  is  with  things  that 
many  times  are  more  fascinating  to 
him  than  his  toys  and  quite  as  edu- 
cative, I  wonder  where  I  could  find 
a  place  better  equipped  for  giving  him 
opportunities  for  the  learning  that  he 
needs  just  now. 

He  profits  from  helpful  lessons  in 
the  right  kind  of  obedience,  too,  as  he 
follows  directions,  doing  things  in  the 
right  way.  He  learns  to  be  orderly  and 
begins  to  assume  a  little  responsibili- 
ty, taking  a  small  share  in  the  work 
of  the  home.  When  he  looked  up  smil- 
ing at  me  one  day,  and  said,  "I'm 
your  little  helper,"  I  felt  well  repaid 
for  any  trouble  it  may  have  given  me 


to    let    him    learn    by    watching  and 
helping  me  in  the  kitchen. 

To  learn  by  doing  is  the  most  at- 
tractive and  effective  method,  and  the 
everyday  business  of  housekeeping  of- 
fers plenty  of  opportunities  for  a  child 
to  so  learn  under  the  guidance  of  a 
patient,  resourceful  mother. — Viola  E. 
Holley  in  Mother's  Golden  Now. 

FROM   THE  "ATLANTA    HAPPY 
HOME  CIRCLE 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We,  as  members  of  the  Happy  Home 
Circle,  express  our  deep  appreciation 
for  your  coming  here  to  help  us  in 
what  we  pray  will  be  one  of  greatest 
blessings  to  our  church  and  espe- 
cially to  young  mothers  and  their 
families — the  o  r  g  a  n  iz  i  n  g  of  the 
HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE. 

I  do  wish  that  you  could  have  been 
in  our  meetings  since  you  were  here. 
If  space  would  only  permit,  we  would 
be  glad  to  give  in  detail  the  many 
things  that  we  plan  to  do  in  the 
Happy  Home  Circle  of  the  Atlanta 
church.  We  are  glad  that  you  feel 
concerning  the  very  need  of  the 
young  mothers  and  their  families  as 
you  do,  and  I  know  that  when  other 
churches  and  congregations  know  the 
work  that  you  are  doing  to  help  them, 
they  too  will  feel  as  we  do — that  it 
is  a  great  work  and  will  accomplish 
very   much. 

At  our  next  monthly  meeting  we 
plan  to  have  a  program  that  will  be 
very  interesting  to  both  wife  and 
husband.  We  are  asking  now  for  those 
who  have  questions  concerning  do- 
mestic problems  to  bring  them  to  our 
meeting.  Also,  we  have  asked  the 
older  mothers  to  meet  with  us  to  give 
advice  to  the  younger  ones  who  will 
attend.  This  meeting  is  to  be  a  social 
gathering  and  we  will  have  general 
discussion  by  all  that  are  present. 
This  is  a  much  needed  work  in  our 
churches  and  I  trust  that  soon  other 
churches  will  awake  to  the  fact  that 
a  Happy  Home  Circle  would  prove  a 
blessing  to  their  church. 

We  have  ordered  some  of  the  litera- 
ture that  you  spoke  to  us  about  and 
(Continued  on  page  17) 


ooooooooocooc 


OUR         itIM 


ooooooooooooc 


OUR  AIM:  To  promote  neighborhood 
fellowship  ...  To  deepen  spiritual  life 
.  .  .  To  study  child  problems  and  help  to 
solve  them  ...  To  crsote  interest  in  na- 
tion-wide   parent   training. 

I  dedicate  my  life  to  redeeming  deserts 
into  rose  gardens.  I  shall  endeavor  to  see 
the  need  of  training  the  parenthood  of  our 
land,  realizing  that  we  cannot  have  good 
children  without  good  parents.  The  un- 
awakened  parents  are  everywhere.  They 
are  asleep  to  their  responsibility. 

Hedged  in  by  a  stone  wall  of  their  own 
ignorance,  they  see  not  the  world  of  op- 
portunity that  reaches  beyond  the  stars. 
It  shall  be  my  high  resolve  to  awaken  and 
inspire.  It  shall  be  my  high  aim  to  lift 
them  up  to  where  they  will  see  the  great 
possibilities  that  are  theirs  in  the  training 
of  the  little  ones   in  the   home. 


Desert  minds  and  barren  hearts  will  be 
made  to  rejoice  and  blossom  as  the  rose. 
I  shall  bide  my  time,  though  it  may  take 
years  of  effort  and  sacrifice.  I  am  resolved 
to  see  every  desert  within  my  reach  and 
influence  become  waving  fields  of  grains 
and  gardens  of  flowers  and  landscapes  of 
rich  vintage. 

Is  your  community  a  rose  garden?  If 
not,   why   not  make   it  one? 

Do  you  want  to  enlist  in  this  great  work? 

Do  you  want  to  redeem  some  deserts  and 
see  the  flowers  begin  to  bloom  in  the  bar- 
ren soil,  enriched  by  your  love?  Ask  God 
to  open  your  eyes  and  give  you  a  vision  of 
this   need. 

A    vision    without   a    task    is   a    dream. 

A  task  without  a  vision  is  drudgery. 

A  vision  and  a  task  is  the  hope  of  the 
world. 


February,  1947 
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UNCLE    IKE   TALKS   OF    LINCOLN 

By  MARSHALL  LOUIS  MERTINS 


It  is  impossible,  almost,  to  tell  any- 
thing new  about  Abraham  Lincoln, 
but  February  always  brings  new 
memories  of  him,  and  his  recurrent 
birthday,  celebrated  in  all  the  Nation, 
calls  forth  the  old  stories  and  new 
light  upon  his  life.  To  meet  and  talk 
with  one  who  knew  him  intimately 
and  well,  is  almost  like  hearing  some- 
thing new  about  him,  for  a  new  angle, 
at  least,  is  seen  on  old  things. 

Uncle  Ike  was  never  one  to  talk 
much  about  Lincoln,  though  he  knew 
him  in  the  Illinois  days  of  the  Doug- 
las debates,  and  when  Lincoln  was 
running  for  president  and  probably 
he  would  not  have  talked  about  it 
at  all  had  it  not  been  for  the  fact 
that  he  was  pleased  with  a  pageant 
in  which  the  writer  took  the  role  of 
the  Great  Emancipator,  with  more  or 
less  success  in  make-up. 

And  then  there  was  something 
fresh  in  .the  mind  of  Uncle  Ike  which 
stirred  old  memories.  He  had  been 
on  a  visit  to  Massachusetts,  and  had 
gone  to  Milton  to  see  the  exact  replica 
of  the  birthplace  of  Honest  Abe,  and 
the  hundreds  of  rare  relics  housed  by 
Miss  Forbes  on  the  Mary  Bowditch 
Forbes  estate  near  the  town. 

"It  was  pretty  hard  on  an  old  man," 
Uncle  Ike  said,  for  the  trip  had  been 
strenuous,  though  he  was  not  thinking 
of  the  travel.  "Hard  for  him  to  see  so 
many  things  connected  with  a  man 
v/ho,  though  looked  on  by  us  old- 
timers  as  just  So-So,  is  considered 
America's  greatest  stateman.  Just  how 
nearly  that  house  corresponds  to  the 
one  in  which  Abe  Lincoln  was  born  I 
cannot  say.  I  remember  as  late  as  1860 
Lincoln  was  uncertain  of  the  exact 
location  of  the  place  where  he  was 
born.  But  it  must  be  pretty  historical. 
It  could  have  been  the  exact  house 
so  far  as  looks  are  concerned. 

"Yes,  to  see  the  old  precious  engrav- 
ings and  paintings,  and  the  actual 
relics  of  the  great  Illinoisan  was  pret- 
ty trying.  But  I  wouldn't  have 
missed  that  trip  for  a  great  deal. 
They  made  considerable  over  the  old 
man,  who  when  he  was  a  boy,  knew 


the  young  lawyer  who  was  going  to 
make  history  in  the  most  trying 
period  of  American  national  exist- 
ence." 

Then  Uncle  Ike  grew  reminiscent. 
His  mind  went  back  to  the  young 
lawyer  who  rode  the  circuits  in  Illi- 
nois. "You're  not  as  tall  as  Abe  by  a 
great  deal,"  he  said,  thinking  of  the 
writer's  make-up,  and  looking  it  over 
with  appraising  eye.  "But  if  you 
looked  a  mite  sadder  you'd  almost 
pass  for  him.  He  was  the  saddest, 
kindest,  most  human  man  I  ever  saw. 

"They  tell  me  Lincoln's  Gettysburg 
address  is  on  the  wall  of  Oxford  Uni- 
versity as  a  specimen  of  perfect  Eng- 
lish. No  wonder  he  spoke  perfect  Eng- 
lish. He  never  tried  any  hi-falutin' 
phrases.  When  you  read  simple 
books,  live  a  simple  life  and  associate 
with  simple  people,  you  write  and 
speak  a  simple  English  that  the  whole 
world  will  admire.  We've  too  much 
fine  speaking  and  fine  writing."  And 
Uncle  Ike,  nonagenarian  that  he  is, 
had  hit  the  nail  on  the  head. 

"Lincoln  knew  what  poverty  was, 
for  a  lot  of  us  over  in  Indiana  and 
Illinois  and  Kentucky  knew  the  mean- 
ing of  poverty  and  distress  in  the  old 
ante-bellum  days.  The  first  house  he 
lived  in,  I've  often  heard  him  tell 
about  it,  was  open  on  the  south  side, 
so  that  the  hogs  could  come  in  if 
they  wanted  to.  And  it  was  cold  in 
there  in  wintertime.  That  was  in  the 
Hoosier  State.  But  that  wasn't  the 
house  where  he  lived  when  he  read 
the  books  which  are  often  mentioned 
— Bunyan's  'Pilgrims'  Progress,' 
Weem's  'Life  of  Washington,*  and  the 
King  James  Bible.  That  house  had  a 
fireplace,  and  was  tolerably  comfort- 
able. On  the  hearth  he  lay  and  read, 
as  I've  heard  him  describe,  and  laid 
the  foundation  of  his  future  work  as  a 
lawyer." 

"Tell  us,  Uncle  Ike,"  the  writer  put 
in,  "what  you  used  to  think  of  him. 
In  the  days  of  his  debate  with  Doug- 
las, what  was  the  opinion  voiced  by 
everybody?" 

"Well,  sonny,  we  were  too  close  to 


him  to  know.  We  didn't  think  much 
of  him  as  a  statesman,  though  he  was 
given  a  rousing  nomination  in  the 
old  Wigwam.  He  was  too  common, 
made  out  of  what  somebody  calls  'a 
lump  of  clay  with  a  dash  of  prophecy 
in  it,'  we  never  thought  he'd  be 
elected.  He  was  too  Western — too  com- 
mon— too  ordinary. 

"I  heard  his  last  of  the  seven  de- 
bates with  Judge  Douglas.  I  was  vis- 
iting an  uncle  of  mine  in  Alton  at  the 
time.  He  took  me  to  hear.  We  sat  on 
the  front  row  of  seats.  Lincoln  talked 
more  about  slavery  than  anything  else 
then,  and  as  a  young  lad  I  was  certain 
he  would  ruin  his  chances.  There  were 
too  many  people  in  the  North  favor- 
ing it.  I  have  forgotten  much  of  what 
he  said,  but  there  was  one  moment 
when  little  shivers  ran  up  and  down 
my  spine.  I  can  hear  his  high-pitched 
voice  now,  full  of  wild  enthusiasm, 
but  clear  cut.  He  was  talking  to  peo- 
ple who  wanted  to  keep  quiet  on  the 
biggest  of  all  issues.  'You  mustn't 
talk  about  it  in  the  Free  States,  be- 
cause it  isn't  our  problem.  You  musn't 
talk  about  it  in  the  pulpit,  because 
that  is  the  place  for  religion.  You 
mustn't  say  anything  about  it  in  poli- 
tics, for  that  will  disturb  things.  So, 
you've  got  to  keep  quiet  and  never  say 
anything  about  it.'  Yes,  sonny,  the 
words  are  gone,  but  that  speech  stirred 
my  boyish  soul  as  no  speech  I  ever 
heard  did.  You  know  how  he  went 
right  on  and  was  elected  president." 

Then  Uncle  Ike's  voice  took  on  a 
peculiar  softness.  He  was  thinking,  as 
all  those  who  know  Lincoln  do  think 
often,  of  the  day  of  the  great  tragedy. 
"Somewhere  I've  heard  a  man  de- 
scribe my  feelings.  I  forget  who  it  was, 
but  it  happened  to  me  that  way.  This 
man  said  he  was  at  a  country  store 
with  his  father.  It  was  in  those  days 
when  there  had  been  soldiers  going 
south,  always  south,  and  some  there 
were  who  never  came  back.  But  they 
were  going  because  Old  Abe  wanted 
them  to,  and  his  father  said  Abe  was 
honest  and  good.  They  went  to  the 
store  where  they  got  the  mail.  People 
were  sitting  round  on  boxes.  But  they 
were  very  quiet.  Somebody  said,  as  the 
postmaster  handed  him  his  paper, 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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"Homely"  did  you  soy,  stranger?  I  don't  know  what  you  mean — 
That  face  of  Abe's  got  beauty  that  is  seldom  ever  seen; 
There's  wisdom  in  the  forehead,  there's  firmness  in  the  jaw, 
And  if  that  nose  ain't  honest,  why,  I  just  won't  say  more? 

Then,  look  at  them  there  eyes,  son — d'ye  see  the  pain  they  know? 
And  yet  they're  bravely  smilin'  and  with  mischief  all  aglow; 
And  watch  them  lips  a  minute — it  alius  seems  to  me 
They're  a  just  goin'  to  move  with  words  of  knowin'  sympathy.' 

I  don't  know  what  you're  askin'  a  human  face  to  show — 
And  your  idees  of  beauty,  'course  I  don't  pertend  to  know; 
But,  when  I  gaze  at  this  'un,  so  lined  with  grief  and  care. 
And  yet  so  kind  and  tender,  why,  I  see  God  shinin'  there! 

— Wallace  Dunbar  Vincent,  In  Boys'  Comrade 
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Sublimest  figure  in 
American  History 

An    Estimate   of   the   Life   of    George   Washington 


THE  sublimest  figure  in  American 
history  is  not  the  ccmnrmder-in- 
chief  of  the  American  forces  at  Corn- 
wallis'  surrender,  nor  the  first  presi- 
dent of  the  new  republic  taking  the 
oath  of  office  in  New  York,  nor  even 
the  leader  retiring  and  after  his  work 
is  done  delivering  the  famous  farewell 
address.  But  the  sublimest  figure  in 
American  history  is  Washington  on 
his  knees  at  Valley  Forge.  This  esti- 
mate is  not  by  a  preacher,  but  a  his- 
torian and  statesman,  former  Senator 
Albert  J.  Beveridge.  His  reasons  for 
this  estimate  follow:  "He  (Washing- 
ton) was,  in  that  hour  and  that  place, 
the  American  people  personified,  not 
dependent  on  their  own  courage  or 
goodness,  but  asking  aid  from  God 
their  Father  and  Preserver.  Washing- 
ton knew  that  morals  are  priceless, 
but  he  knew  that  morals  are  from 
within  and  he  knew  that  in  that  dread 
day  when  all  save  courage  had  for- 
saken the  American  army,  appeal 
must  be  made  to  that  Power  beyond 
ourselves,  eternal  in  the  heavens, 
which,  after  all,  in  every  crisis  of  the 
lives  of  men  and  nations,  has  been  the 
surest  source  of  strength.  George 
Washington  knew  that." 

That  was  not  the  first  time  Wash- 
ington had  been  on  his  knees.  John 
Adams,  writing  home  a  description  of 
the  opening  prayer  in  Congress,  said, 
"Washington  was  kneeling,  and  Henry, 
and  Randolph,  and  Rutledge,  and 
Lee  and  Jay.  and  by  their  sides  there 
stood,  bowed  in  reverence,  the  Puritan 
patriots  of  New  England." 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  relics 
of  Washington  is  a  manuscript  book 
in  his  own  handwriting,  written  when 
he  was  about  twenty  years  old.  It  is 
entitled  "Daily  Sacrifice"  and  is  com- 
posed of  prayers — daily  prayers — nine 
of  them.  Fervent  in  spirit,  full  of  a 
conscious  need  and  a  consummate 
trust,  these  prayers  were  the  expres- 
sion of  his  heart,  whether  he  com- 
posed them  himself  or  copied  them 
from  some  unknown  source. 

Down  at  Valley  Forge  the  Washing- 
ton Memorial  Chapel  will  ever  remind 
future  generations  that  the  "Father 
of  His  Country'i  hallowed  that  very 
ground  as  an  altar  when  he  knelt 
there.  In  that  chapel  they  have  in- 
scribed this  praver  of  Washington's. 
It  formed  part  of  a  letter  sent  by  him 
to  the  governors  of  the  several  states 
of  the  Union,  dated  at  Newburgh,  New 
York,  June  7,  1783,  on  the  occasion 
of  the  disbanding  of  the  Revolution- 
ary Army. 

"Almighty     God:     We    make    our 


earnest  prayer  that  Thou  wilt  keep 
the  United  States  in  Thy  holy  pro- 
tection; that  Thou  wilt  incline  the 
heads  of  the  citizens  to  cultivate  a 
spirit  of  subordination  and  obedience 
to  government;  and  entertain  a  broth- 
erly affection  and  love  for  one  anoth- 
er and  for  their  fellow  citizens  of  the 
United  States  at  large. 

"And  finally  that  Thou  wilt  most 
graciously  be  pleased  to  dispose  us 
all  to  do  justice,  to  love  mercy,  and 
to  demean  ourselves  with  that  char- 
ity, humility,  and  pacific  temper  of 
mind  which  were  the  characteristics 
of  the  Divine  Author  of  our  blessed 
religion  and  without  a  humble  imi- 
tation of  whose  example  in  these 
things  we  can  never  hope  to  be  a 
happy  union. 

"Grant  our  supplication,  we  be- 
seech Thee,  through  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord.  Amen." 

When  young  George  Washington 
was  sent,  at  the  age  of  twenty-one, 
by  the  governor  of  Virginia,  on  a 
particularly  responsible  mission,  his 
mother  charged  him,  "My  son,  neg- 
lect not  the  duty  of  secret  prayer." 
By  many  witnesses  we  are  informed 
that  he  kept  that  injuncion  of  his 
mother's  in  mind  throughout  his  life, 
and  that  Valley  Forge  was  simply  an 
oustanding  example  of  both  his  faith 
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and  his  habit. 

When  he  was  leaving  to  take  up 
the  duties  of  president,  he  said,  "Ail 
that  now  remains  for  me  is  to  com- 
mit myself  and  you  to  the  care  of 
that  Beneficent  Being  who  on  a 
former  occasion  happily  brought  us 
together  again  after  a  long  and  dis- 
tressing separation.  Perhaps  the  same 
Providence  will  again  indulge  me." 
This  was  in  keeping  with  his  words 
of  farewell  to  the  army  which  he  had 
so  bravely  and  faithfully  led — "The 
general  could  only  offer  in  the  army's 
behalf  his  recommendations  to  their 
grateful  country  and  his  prayers  to 
the  God  of  armies,  that  ample  justice 
may  be  done  them  here  and  hereafter 
attend  those  who  under  divine  aus- 
pices have  secured  innumerable  bless- 
ings for  others." 

Henry  Cabot  Lodge  bears  this  testi- 
mony: "He  (Washington)  made  no 
parade  of  his  religion,  for  in  this, 
as  in  other  things,  he  was  perfectly 
simple  and  sincere.  He  was  tortured 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Great  heroes  were  not  always  great. 

But   out   of   dim    obscurity 
They  slowly  rose  to  conquer  fate 

By  toil  and  calm  security. 

There  flows  within   the  very  veins 

Of  those  who  face  life's  hardest  strife, 

Inherent   purpose — will  which   gains 
The  high  achievements  of  this  life. 

Each  toughened  rail  that  Lincoln  split. 
Each  hour  he  spent  in  patient  toil, 

Prepared  him  for  the  time  he'd  sit 
And  wisely  rule  his  native  soil. 

At  Valley  Forge,  in  cold  and  snow, 
We  trace  the  print  of  heroes'  feet 

By  blood  they  shed  that  we  might  know 
A  nation  that  would  not  retreat. 

We  hear  of  brave  MacArthur's  stand. 
And  Rickenbacker's  sturdy  crew, 

With  many  more  throughout  the  land, 
Who  bravely  stood  and  battled  through. 


Yet  back  of  each  heroic  hour 
There  is  an  underlying  cause — 

A  faith  in  God's  almighty  power 
Where  Duty's  call  forgets  applause. 

The  world  is  full  of  common  men 
Who  live  to  fill  a  common  place. 

But  few  there  are  who  ever  win 
Distinguished  honors  of  their  race. 

A  hero  must  be  brave  and  strong 
To  suffer  much  and  yet  keep  true; 

He  fights  against  the  cause  of  wrong, 
And  risks  his  all  to  "see  it  through." 

He  loves  his  "cause"  more  than  his  life 
And  stands  undaunted  in  the  fight: 

'Tis  hearts  like  these  in  any  strife 
That  keep  alive  the  cause  of  right. 

Come,  heroes,  there's  an  open  field 
For  those  who  thus  can  qualify 

To  free  the  world,  but  never  yield 
Till  tyranny  shall  fall  and  die! 


February,  1947 
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HELPS  FOR  THE  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


"WHEN     PEACE,     LIKE    A     RIVER, 
ATTENDETH  MY  WAY" 

By  Calvin  W.  Laufer 

Few  hymns,  if  any,  were  ever  produced  under  more 
tragic  circumstances  than  "When  Peace,  Like  a  River,  At- 
tendeth  My  Way."  That  a  heart,  suddenly  plunged  in  sor- 
row, and  facing  irreparable  loss,  could  write  so  tenderly 
is  nothing  short  of  miraculous.  Yet  such  is  the  case  with 
this  hymn,  and  the  results  speaks  volumes  for  the  Chris 
tian  religion,  which  is  never  more  satisfying  than  in  the 
hour  of  bereavement. 

The  hymn  was  written  by  Horatio  Gates  Spafford,  a 
professor  of  medical  jurisprudence  in  Chicago,  who  had 
lost  the  greater  part  of  his  fortune  by  the  fire  which  razed 
the  city  in  October,  1871.  However,  it,  was  not  this  bitter 
experience  that  occasioned  the  hymn,  but  another  still 
more  devastating  to  himself 
and  his  home.  The  great  fire 
was  followed  by  the  sinking 
of  the  Ville  de  Havre,  Novem- 
ber 22,  1873,  near  the  coast 
of  Europe,  which,  though  his 
wife  was  saved,  involved  the 
loss  of  his  children. 

On  that  eventful  day,  Mr. 
Spafford  sat  in  his  office  in 
Chicago  expecting  word  of 
the  safe  arrival  of  his  family. 
He  thought  of  the  happiness 
which  must  be  theirs  as  they 
journeyed,  and  how  much 
greater  would  be  their  joy 
when  he  should  join  them  a 
few  weeks  later.  No  message 
came  until  late  in  the  day, 
and  he  was  alone.  It  was 
from  his  wife,  who  cabled 
from  Cardiff.  It  read: 
"Steamer  sunk.   Saved  alone." 

No  one  will  ever  know  what 
transpired  in  that  Gethsem- 
ane  hour;  but  Mr.  Spafford 
met  it  as  a  Christian.  The 
walls  of  his  home  seemed  to 
have  tumbled  down  and  only 
shambles  were  left.  His  be- 
loved wife,  who    needed    his 
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love  and  comfort,  was  more  than  four  thousand  miles 
away.  He  was  stunned;  but  if  there  were  any  remon- 
strance and  bitterness  in  his  heart,  if  he  questioned  the 
justice  of  God's  providence,  there  is  no  trace  of  it  in  what 
he  produced.  In  that  tragic  hour  of  loneliness  and  sorrow, 
the  peace  of  God  enveloped  and  possessed  him,  and  this 
hymn,  which  has  been  a  source  of  strength  to  countless 
thousands,  was  born. 

"When  Peace,  Like  a  River,  Attendeth  My  Way"  is  a 
hymn  of  resignation  and  spiritual  peace.  "It  is  well  with 
my  soul"  is  the  dominant  note.  Sorrow  may  engulf  the 
soul  like  a  turbulent  tide,  still  "it  is  well"  with  everyone 
who  is  anchored  in  God.  Satan  may  buffet  the  heart  with 
trial  and  the  consciousness  of  sin,  but  Christ  is  present  to 
help.  Black  clouds  of  disaster  may  hide  sun  and  stars,  but 
one  thing  is  inevitable— they  will   "be   rolled   back  as  a 

scroll."  His  unconquerable 
soul,  though  he  be  a  childless 
father  and  the  sweet  voices 
about  the  hearth  are  stilled, 
shall  persist  to  sing — "It  is 
well  with  my  soul." 

Unquestionably  the  hymn 
survives  not  only  on  account 
of  the  words  but  also  because 
of  its  tune.  This  was  written 
by  Philip  Paul  Bliss,  who  was 
deeply  impressed  by  Mr.  Spaf- 
ford's  verses  and  gave  them 
effective  musical  expression. 
He  used  the  hymn  widely  in 
evangelistic  meetings.  Mr. 
Bliss  was  a  man  of  outstand- 
ing personality:  Dr.  John  H. 
Vincent  considered  him  one 
of  the  handsomest  men  he 
ever  met.  He  had  a  wonder- 
ful bass  voice  and  knew  how 
to  reach  the  heart.  To  hear 
him  sing  some  of  his  own 
hymns,  like  "Almost  Per- 
suaded," "The  Light  of  the 
World  Is  Jesus,"  "Hold  the 
Fort,"  "Let  the  Lower  Lights 
Be  Burning,"  and  "Jesus 
Loves  Even  Me,"  was  a  spirit- 
( Continued  on  page  16) 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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Wonderful,  heavenly  Father,  Thou  tvho  art  light  and  in  whom  there  is  no  dark- 
ness at  all,  show  Thyself  to  us  in  all  Thy  marvelous  light  that  Thou  mayest  guide  us 
all  now  and  all  the  days  of  our  lives. 

Yes,  Father,  grant  unto  each  and  every  one  of  us  that  heavenly  guidance  in  all 
the  things  of  our  lives — in  our  work,  in  our  homes,  in  our  trials,  in  our  pleasures  — 
yea,  in  all  things  where  Thy  love  touches  our  lives. 

We  thank  Thee,  dear  Father,  for  the  way  Thou  hast  guided  us  in  the  past  —  for 
Thy  guidance  to  our  homes,  our  loved  ones,  our  work,  our  friends  and  our  fellow- 
ship with  all  those  many  others  who  pray  to  Thee  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 

And  help  us  rejoice  that  in  the  unknown  future  toward  which  all  of  us  are  mov- 
ing, Thou  art  going  before.  Thou  art  making  the  way  plain,  the  path  clear  and  the 
journey's  end  safe  and  secure  and  happy. 

Father,  as  we  fight  the  good  fight  of  life  for  Thy  Kingdom,  both  in  our  Fellow- 
ship work  and  everywhere  else  in  the  world,  give  us  strength  to  withstand,  courage 
to  dare — that  mounting  step  by  step,  we  may  be  guided  by  Thee  to  the  heights  of  wis- 
dom and  happiness  and  love  and  fullness  of  life.  Amen. 
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A  SUNDAY  NIGHT  PARTY— 
AND   THE   BIBLE 

"Sitting  in  an  easy  chair  in  the  well 
furnished  drawing  room  of  one  of  our 
aristocratic  homes,  surrounded  by 
forty  young  men  and  women  from  our 
first  families,  university  students  and 
young  alumni,  all  busily  smoking,  I 
almost  wondered  if  my  eyes  deceived 
me  when,  through  the  haze  of  ciga- 
rette smoke,  I  beheld  a  Bible  teacher 
expounding  the  truths  of  God's  Word 
from  the  Book  held  open  in  her 
hands." 

Thus  writes  a  business  man  who 
was  present  at  that  Sunday  evening 
party.  Some  things  were  being 
"smoked  out"  beside  the  cigarettes. 
Some  mistaken  and  foolish  and  very 
wrong  notions  held  by  the  college 
students  began  to  have  a  surprisingly 
uncomfortable  time  of  it  as  the  at- 
tractive woman  who  was  speaking  to 
them  told  them  of  treasures  and  wis- 
dom in  the  Word  that  they  had  never 
known  before. 

They  had  been  invited  to  a  friend's 
home  for  a  buffet  supper  on  a  Sunday 
night,  and  to  listen  to  a  talk  on  the 
"Drama  of  the  Nations."  Some  two- 
score  had  accepted — and  they  had  the 
surprise  of  their  lives.  Something  was 
started  that  Sunday  evening  which 
has  not  stopped  yet,  and  will  not  stop 
in  eternity.  Month  after  month  they 
kept  on  coming.  One  evening  they 
came  soon  after  six  o'clock,  and  it  was 
half-past  eleven  before  they  let  their 
teacher  go  home. 

Several  years  ago,  a  busy  pastor 
conducted  an  evangelistic  campaign 
in  his  own  church  in  a  city  in  the 
Middle  West.  In  three  weeks,  more 
than  one  hundred  new  members  were 
brought  in.  How  could  his  church  as- 
similate such  a  large  group?  He  felt 
sure  he  heard  the  Lord  saying  to  him 
something  like  this:  "Take  another 
weekday  night,  open  your  church, 
teach  the  people  what  you  know 
about  my  Word." 

It  was  tried,  and  on  the  opening 
night  more  than  250  people  were 
waiting  to  begin  their  Bible  study 
with  this  pastor.  When,  not  long  ago, 
he  was  called  to  the  pastorate  of  a 
New  York  City  church,  he  wondered 
whether  a  weekly  Bible  class  could  be 
held  successfully  in  this  modern 
Babylon.  On  all  sides  he  was  assured 
it  could  not  be  done — New  York  was 
not  Kansas  City. 

But  in  October  of  1930,  the  venture- 
some experiment  was  made,  and  the 
chapel  was  announced  as  the  place 
of  meeting.  Before  the  time  for  open- 
ing,  the  chapel  was  crowded  to  the 


doors;  they  moved  out  into  the  audi- 
torium. The  first  night  169  came; 
soon  it  passed  259. — Sel. 

YOUNG   PEOPLE   FOR   CHRIST 

In  this  day  of  crisis,  when  the  Word 
of  God  is  being  ridiculed  by  so-called 
intellectual  teachers  of  higher  learn- 
ing, it  is  a  joy  to  hear  that  young 
people  of  college  age  are  being 
reached  for  Christ.  Recently  a  leaf- 
let was  brought  to  our  attention 
which  tells  of  the  work  of  one  inter- 
denominational organization  that  is 
uncompromisingly  evangelical  and 
true  to  God's  Word.  We  speak  of  the 
organization  known  as  the  Inter-Var- 
sity Christian  Fellowship. 

Today,  on  one  hundred  eighty 
American  campuses,  students  are  be- 
ing "won  to  Christ  and  kept  for  His 
service"  through  the  efforts  of  this 
Fellowship,  and  spiritual  reality  is 
being  emphasized  in  daily  Bible  study 
and  prayer.  Realizing  that  the  "years 
between  sixteen  and  twenty-four  in 
any  young  person's  life  are  the  cru- 
cial years,  when  *  *  *  responsibilities 


of  citizenship  are  accepted,  and  often 
the  final  decision  for  or  against  Christ 
is  made,"  Inter-varsity  staff  members 
seek  to  present  Christ  and  encourage 
and  guide  college  students  in  effec- 
tive soul-winning. 

The  organization  sprang  from  a 
small  work  which  first  originated  in 
Cambridge,  England.  There  the  pow- 
erful evangelistic  preaching  of  young 
Charles  Simeon  reached  the  hearts  of 
many  Cambridge  University  students, 
and  from  there  the  message  was  car- 
ried to  Oxford,  where  a  strong  wit- 
ness was  born.  C.  T.  Studd  and  other 
illustrious  men  were  identified  with 
this  early  movement  to  unite  Chris- 
tian youth.  It  is  interesting  to  read 
that  "the  movement  surged  ahead 
rapidly  at  the  end  of  World  War  I; 
chapters  were  established  throughout 
Great  Britain.  At  one  university,  a 
lone  Christian  heard  what  God  was 
doing  on  a  neighboring  campus  and 
wrote  on  a  blackboard,  'If  there  are 
any  other  students  depending  on  the 
blood  of  Christ  for  forgiveness  of  their 
(Continued  on  page  17 1 


ATLANTA    YOUNG   PEOPLE  AT  WORK 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  felt  that  you,  along  with  others, 
might  enjoy  knowing  about  the  work 
concerning  the  young  people  of  our 
church,  so  I  am  writing  you  these  few 
articles,  praying  that  they  will  inspire 
some  to  do  greater  things  for  God 
than  before. 

We  have  here  in  the  Hemphill  Ave- 
nue church  some  of  the  best  young 
people,  who  are  working  for  the 
Master  in  such  a  way  that  it  makes 
it  a  pleasure  to  work  with  them.  The 
way  the  work  is  arranged  makes  each 
feel  a  responsibility  he  doesn't  feel 
otherwise. 

Our  group  of  young  people  are  di- 
vided into  four  parts:  PERSONAL 
EVANGELISM,  LITERATURE,  MIS- 
SION, AND  A  GOOD  CHEER  GROUP. 
The  young  people  join  these  volun- 
tarily. No  one  is  compelled  to  be  a 
member  of  any  group.  They  must  feel 
a  burden,  or  have  the  urge  to  work 
where  they  desire,  because  it  is  a 
work  for  the  Lord,  and  we  feel  they 
must  work  in  either  group  because 
they  Love  the  Lord  and  are  happy  to 
work  for  Him.  The  response  was  very 
good  concerning  the  membership. 

Those  young  people  interested  in 
evangelism,  study  methods  to  help 
them  accomplish  it  more  fully.  We 
have  a  class  each  week  to  study  per- 
sonal, as  well  as  mass  evangelism. 
This  group  is  directly  interested  in 
winning  souls.  That  is  their  earnest 
prayer  and  their  goal. 

The    Literature    Group    is    directly 


interested  in  spreading  the  gospel  by 
giving  out  Lighted  Pathways,  tracts, 
Bibles,  and  other  wholesome  reading 
material.  That  is  their  sole  purpose. 
On  the  streetcars,  busses,  streets,  at 
church,  jail  services,  factory  meet- 
ings, any  place  where  opportunity 
affords,  they  are  busy  with  their 
work. 

All  who  belong  to  the  Missionary 
Group  are  not  only  interested  in  for- 
eign missions  and  give  a  nice  offer- 
ing each  year  to  the  mission  cause, 
but  they  go  out  to  help  establish  new 
churches,  Sunday  Schools,  and 
Y.P.E.'s  or  any  place  they  can  be  of 
service  to  promote  the  work  of  the 
Lord.  i 

The  Good  Cheer  Group  is  composed 
of  musicians  and  singers.  They  go  to 
homes  where  people  are  sick,  and  to 
jails,  or  any  kind  of  service  where 
good  cheer  can  be  enjoyed  by  music 
and  singing.  It  is  all  proving  a  suc- 
cess for  our  church  and  the  young 
people  of  our  church,  not  speaking  of 
the  many  who  are  blessed  where  they 
go  for  the  services. 

When  they  go  to  these  services, 
some  from  the  Evangelistic,  Litera- 
ture, Mission,  and  Good  Cheer  groups 
go  together,  each  one  specializing  in 
the  work  he  is  representing.  There 
is  such  harmony  among  them  all. 
You  should  be  in  one  of  our  services 
when  there  are  some  from  each 
group,  all  working  together,  God  giv- 
ing the  results. 

VIVIAN   SMITH,   Secretary. 


Motto:   "EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 
Scripture:   "He  Thar  Winneth  Souls  Is  Wise" 
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Fanny  Crosby  was  born  March  24, 
1820,  at  Southeast,  New  York,  and 
died  February  12,  1915,  at  Bridgeport, 
Connecticut.  Had  she  lived  nineteen 
days  longer,  she  would  have  reached 
her  ninety-fifth  birthday. 

She  lost  her  sight  when  she  was 
six  months  old.  When  she  was  old 
enough  to  understand,  her  mother 
told  her  she  would  never  see  the  faces 
of  her  friends,  the  flowers  of  the  field, 
the  blue  of  the  skies  or  the  golden 
beauty  of  the  stars.  So  she  made  up 
her  mind  to  store  away  a  little  jewel 
in  her  heart,  which  she  called  "Con- 
tent." This  was  the  comfort  of  her 
whole  life.  She  was  of  a  happy,  con- 
tented disposition  and  refused  to  be 
pitied  because  of  her  great  affliction, 
and  when  only  eight  years  old  she 
wrote : 

"Oh,  what  a  happy  soul  am  I! 

Although  I  cannot  see, 
I  am  resolved  that  in  this  world 

Contented  I  will  be. 
How  many  blessings  I  enjoy 

That  other  people  don't; 
To  weep  and  sigh  because  I'm  blind 

I  cannot  and  I  won't." 

At  the  age  of  fifteen,  she  entered 
the  Institution  for  the  Blind  in  New 
York  City,  where  she  remained  for 
twenty-three  years.  At  this  institu- 
tion, she  met  a  young  man  by  the 
name  of  Alexander  Van  Alstyne,  a 
student  who  was  also  blind.  They  were 
united  in  marriage  in  1858  and  lived 
very  happily  for  forty-four  years,  her 
husband  dying  in  1902.  They  had  one 
child,  but  it  died  in  infancy. 

She  was  never  idle.  When  not  busy 
with  poems  or  songs,  she  had  her 
workbag  and  knitting  needles.  An  out- 
standing unselfishness  possessed  her 
all  her  life.  She  could  have  been  a 
rich  woman  had  she  cared  to  become 
one,  but  she  poured  out  the  wealth 
of  her  heart  and  mind  solely  to  make 
others  happier  and  better.  Then  there 
was  her  unfailing  joyousness,  which 
was  as  a  sunbeam  wherever  she  went. 
There  was  always  a  bright  light  in 
her  cloud.  This  spirit  of  joy  she  scat- 
tered everywhere  she  went,  among 
old  and  young,  rich  and  poor.  People 
caught  its  spirit  and  gathered  it  into 
their  own  hearts. 

She  was  a  friend  of  both  men  and 
women  of  note.  One  of  her  never- 
failins;  friends  was  Ira  D.  Sankey.  She 
says  he  put  new  life  into  many  of  her 
songs.  Many  times  they  wept  and 
sang  and  prayed  together. 

Her  hymns  are  full  of  the  Bible, 
with  which  her  memory  was  stored. 
She  said.  "My  love  for  the  Holy  Bible 
and  its  sacred  truths  is  stronger  and 


more  precious  to  me  at  ninety  than  at 
nineteen.  I  have  no  time  to  cavil  over 
the  Sacred  Volume  or  raise  questions 
of  no  value  about  the  Word.  I  go  to 
the  Book  to  find  God  and  man's  re- 
lation to  Him.  There  I  see  Christ  as 
representing  God's  Spirit  in  human 
flesh.  This  Book  to  me  is  God's  treas- 
ure house,  and  there  is  nothing  I  love 
better  than  to  have  my  friends  read 
to  me  from  the  Sacred  Page.  It  is  my 
Bread  of  Life,  the  Anchor  of  my  Hope, 
my  Pillar  of  Fire  by  night,  my  Pillar 
of  Cloud  by  day.  It  is  the  Lantern  that 
lights  my  pathway  to  my  Paradise 
home.  In  the  sunshine,  and  in  shadow, 
in  sickness,  and  in  health,  through  ev- 
ery step  of  the  journey,  God  has  given 
grace  and  glory,  and  no  good  thing 
will  He  withhold  from  them  that  walk 
uprightly." 

Her  hymns  are  sung  today  all  over 
the  wide  world,  as  they  have  been 
translated  into  many  foreign  lan- 
guages, and  men  and  women  catch 
anew  their  fervor  and  their  power, 
their  solace  and  peace.  They  have  won 
thousands  to  penitential  tears,  and  it 
is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  for  she  be- 


A  PHILOSOPHY  OF  LIFE 

I  learn  as  the  years  roll  onward. 

And   leave  the   past  behind. 

That  much  that  I  counted  as  sorrow 

R-jt  proves  our  God  is  kind; 

Tliat    many    a  flower    I    longed    for 

Had  a  hidden  thorn  of  pain, 

And  many  a  rugged  by-path  led 

To  fields  of  ripened  grain. 

The  clouds  that  cover  the  sunshine 

Can  never  banish  the  sun, 

And  the  earth  shines  out  the  brighter 

When  the  weary  rain  is  done; 

We  must  stand   in  the  deepest  sorrow 

To  see  the  clearest  light, 

And  often  from  wrong's  own  darkness 

Comes  the  very  strength  of  right. 

We     must     live     through     the     weary     winter 

If  we  would  value  the  spring; 

And  the  woods  must  be  cold  and  silent 

Before   the   robins   sing. 

The  flowers  must  be  buried  in  darkness 

Before  they  can  bud  and  bloom. 

And  the  sweetest  and  warmest  sunshine 

Comes  after  the  storm  and  gloom. 

So   the    heart   from    the    hardest   trial 

Gains  the   purest  joy  of  all. 

And  from   lips  that   have  tasted  sadness 

The    sweetest    songs    will    fall: 

For  as   peace  comes  after   suffering, 

And  love  is  reward  of  pain, 

So   after  earth   comes   heaven, 

And  out  of  our  loss  .   .  .  the  gain. 


lieved  that  no  man  sank  so  low  bu 
that  he  could  be  reclaimed  by  salva^ 
tion.  In  all  probability,  not  anothei 
person  who  has  ever  lived  has  writter 
so  many  sacred  songs.  Altogether  hei 
hymns  total  over  8,000. 

She  had  a  great  desire  to  make 
friends  with  the  builders  of  the  Na- 
tion. She  lived  during  the  lifetime  oi 
all  the  presidents  except  Washington 
and  personally  knew  most  of  them 
Lincoln  was  her  captain  and  leader 
She  said:  "I  believe  that  no  nation 
can  rise  above  the  level  of  its  home 
life.  Fine  furniture,  buildings  and 
books  alone  never  make  a  real  per- 
manent home.  There  must  be  the 
communion  of  souls.  My  home  life 
was  such  that  my  days  were  guarded 
wheresoever  I  was.  Clubs  and  societj 
take  up  so  much  of  a  mother's  spare 
time  nowadays  that  there  seems 
scarcely  a  moment  in  which  to  dc 
the  work  that  ought  to  be  done  in  the 
home.  We  can  have  homes.  The  bettei 
the  soil,  the  richer  the  crop.  My  moth- 
er and  grandmother  took  pains  thai 
I  knew  the  Bible  better  than  any  oth- 
er book.  No  Christian  nation  can  be 
great  which  ignores  the  Sacred  Book 
And  I  know  that  homes  cannot  exisl 
long  as  permanent  places  in  uplifting 
the  Nation  if  heads  of  the  families 
are  prayerless.  Neither  can  the  Na- 
tion rise  to  its  highest  with  prayerless 
presidents.  Our  greatest  presidents 
have  been  men  with  unfaltering  faith 
in  prayer.  Nothing  of  education  oi 
culture  or  breeding  can  take  the  place 
of  Christ  in  the  home — of  Jesus  ir 
the  heart." 

She  said: 

"The  best  preacher  is  the  Heart; 
The  best  teacher  is  Time; 
The  best  book  is  the  Word; 
The  best  friend  is  God." 

At  the  age  of  ninety-two  she  said: 
"Why  should  one  cease  to  learn  be- 
cause old  age  is  creeping  in  upor 
him?  I  am  learning  something  ne^ 
every  day  of  my  life.  The  wide  world 
is  my  schoolroom.  All  Nature  is  mj 
teacher,  and  'never  too  old  to  learr 
my  motto.' "  People  wondered  whj 
Fanny  Crosby  was  so  happy  and 
strong  at  such  a  good  old  age.  She 
told  them  it  was  all  in  the  storv  oi 
that  hymn — "In  Thv  Cleft,  O  Rock 
of  Ages,  Hide  Thou  Me." 

George  C.  Stebbins,  at  her  funeral 
service,  said:  "Fanny  wrote  for  the 
hearts  of  the  people,  and  she  wrote 
even  better  than  she  knew.  She  im- 
bued all  she  ever  did  with  a  befitting 
spirit — the  smrit  of  sweetness." 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  one  ol 
England's  sweetest  sacred  sineers  anc 
saintliest  women,  paid  the  following 
beautiful  tribute  to  Fanny  Crosby,  hei 
sister  hymn-writer  in  America: 

"Dear  blind  sister  over  the  sea, 

An  English  heart  goes  forth  to  thee; 

We  are  linked  by  a  cable  of  faith  anc 

song, 
Flashing  briaht  symnathy  swift  along 
One  in  the  East  and  one  in  the  West. 
Singing  for  Him  whom  our  souls  lovt 

best. 

(Continued  on  oage  17) 


Page  10] 


The  Lighted  Pathwa1 


By  REV.  R.  R.  WALKER 

Ask  the  pastor  of  the  average 
church  today  and  he  will  gladly  tell 
you  that  his  Sunday  School  is  making 
progress — that  the  number  is  so  and 
so.  That  the  Y.  P.  E.  attendance  is  on 
the  increase  and  every  Friday  or  Sat- 
urday night  they  have  a  good  pro- 
gram. He  will  also  mention  the 
L.W.W.B.  that  is  so  faithful  in  helping 
the  church  carry  its  burden  in  a 
financial  way.  All  this  is  fine,  and  we 
thank  God  for  all  that  has  been  ac- 
complished for  God  and  His  Church. 

But,  let  us  take  a  glimpse  into  the 
future  and  catch  a  vision  of  tomor- 
row. The  Sunday  School,  with  class- 
rooms sufficient  in  number  so  that  no 
class  will  have  more  than  fifteen  in 
attendance!  This  will  give  the  teacher 
an  opportunity  to  come  closer  to  the 
pupil  and  give  more  time  per  pupil 
unit  in  class  or  out  of  class. 

PREPARED  TEACHERS:  There  are 
courses  that  teachers  may  take  that 
will  aid  them  in  teaching  their 
classes.  This  course  is  so  arranged 
that  help  may  be  had  for  the  various 
departments  in  Sunday  School.  Great 
stress  is  given  in  our  grammar  and 
high  schools  to  trained  teachers.  It 
should,  and  will  be,  stressed  in  the  fu- 
ture in  our  wide-awake  Sunday 
Schools. 

A  well  trained  group  of  students,  in 
the  Word  of  God,  by  a  consecrated 
group  of  teachers,  assures  the  Church 
of  better  established  members.  To 
know  the  Word,  surelv  will  mean  to 
obey  it.  The  Psalmist  David  said,  "Thy 
word  have  I  hid  in  mv  heart,  that  I 
might  not  sin  against  thee." 

It  has  been  the  practice  of  many, 
no  doubt,  to  place  the  smaller  chil- 
dren under  possiblv  some  of  the  poor- 
est teachers  on  the  teaching  staff. 
The  Sunday  School  of  tomorrow  is 
going  to  see  that  the  children  get  the 
very  best  literature,  the  most  efficient 
teachers  in  the  teaching  staff.  Why? 
Because  if  it  work  in  the  early  da^s 
of  a  child  in  common  schools,  it  will 
work  for  him  in  the  Sunday  School. 
It  is  the  moldm<?  of  the  correct  prin- 
ciples in  the  child's  life  that  has  the 
most  to  do  with  him  when  he  becomes 
a  man.  Then,  let  us  train  them  up  to 
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be  Christians  in  principle.  If  we  train 
them  and  teach  them  right,  they  will 
know  what  to  do  when  God  calls  to 
them,  "Give  me  thine  heart."  You 
cannot  teach  a  child  to  have  the  ex- 
perience of  a  Christian.  He  must  have 
the  experience  within  his  heart.  This 
comes  through  faith  in  God  and  the 
forgiving  power  of  His  Son  that  died 
on  Calvary. 

The  Sunday  School  is  an  over-all 
study  of  God's  Word  by  all  ages,  but 
the  Y.  P.  E.  is  a  number  of  young  peo- 
ple, both  junior  and  senior  groups,  ar- 
ranged for  special  study  and  develop- 
ment. It  is  with  this  group  that  the 
vision  is  clearest. 

The  number  in  attendance  may 
count  toward  winning  a  banner  for 
your  state,  district,  or  local  Y.  P.  E., 
but  the  organization  and  work  of  the 
union  will  determine  its  value  tomor- 
row. It  has  been  well  said  that  "An 
idle  brain  is  the  devil's  workshop." 
This  being  true,  our  young  people 
must  be  saved  from  the  great  drive 
and  bid  of  Satan  for  their  souls. 

The  youth  of  today,  to  make  loyal 
Christian  workers  in  the  churches  of 
tomorrow,  need  and  must  have  holy, 
consecrated  leaders,  fearless  workers 
that  will  dare  to  be  leaders  for  God 
and  His  Church. 

In  the  curriculum  of  schools,  the 
course  is  broad  enough  to  cover  the 
need  of  every  stuaent.  Our  programs 


THE  PERSONAL  TOUCH 

BY  GLADYS  P.  O'NEAL 

It  will  not  be  the  biggest  prayers, 
Nor  the  beauties  along  the  way, 

Nor  the  preachers'  many  sermons, 
Nor  the  music  they  sing  and  play — 

But  just  the  hand  with  the  personal 
touch. 

It  will  not  be  the  kind  of  clothes  that 
are  worn, 
Nor  the  kind  of  a  car  that  is  driven, 
Nor  the  kind  of  work  that  we  may  try 
to  do, 
Nor  the  heights  to  which  we  have 
striven; 
It  will  be  the  one  with  the  personal 
touch. 

It  isn't  the  words  that  are  always  said, 
Nor  the  friends  that  are  made  each 
day, 
But  It  is  the  heart  that  you  surely 
can  win 
As  you  journey  along  life's  pathway. 
It  is  the  life  with  the  personal  touch. 

It  is  not  the   one   with   the   biggest 
purse, 
Nor  the  man  with  the  finest  home. 
It  is  the  one  who  can  win  the  lonely 
soul, 
No  matter  how  far  they  may  have 
roamed — 
The  one  who  has  a  heart  with  the 
personal  touch. 
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must  be  broad  enough  to  cover  all  the 
phases  of  endeavor  of  our  youth.  If 
they  have  a  calling  to  preach,  give 
them  an  opportunity  to  develop  their 
calling.  If  they  have  a  call  to  the  mis- 
sion field  or  are  interested  in  missions, 
give  them  a  course  that  will  let  them 
understand  the  hardships,  as  well  as 
the  glory,  of  being  a  missionary  of  the 
Lord. 

Some  may  be  poets  or  writers.  Sure- 
ly they  need  an  opportunity  to  develop 
in  the  channel  of  their  desires  and 
they  should  be  guided,  lest  they  drift 
awav.  There  perchance  are  those  who 
would  like  to  be  directors  of  music, 
either  vocal  or  instrumental.  Where 
would  be  a  better  place  for  them  to  get 
this  training  than  in  group  study  in 
Y.  P.  E.?  Another  group  may  desire  to 
dramatize  the  gospel.  Give  them  a 
chance  to  fulfill  their  desires,  to  help 
some  weary  pilgrim  to  the  haven  of 
rest  and  security  in  the  Lord. 

Then  there  are  those  that  say, 
"Well,  there  is  nothing  I  can  do  in  the 
Church."  Your  testimony,  backed  up 
bv  Scriptural  Quotations,  suitable  for 
the  occasion,  might  win  more  souls 
than  the  preacher  from  the  pulpit. 

Paul  said,  "Study  to  shew  thyself 
approved  unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth."  God  will 
reward  you  if  you  will  study  to  be  a 
soul-winner   for  Him. 

There,  no  doubt,  are  many  more 
channels  of  blessings  through  which 
God  will  let  His  blessings  flow  if  we 
will  find  them  and  make  the  way 
clear  for  God's  will  to  be  done. 

God  give  us  courage  to  see  the  vi- 
sion and,  as  of  old.  all  stand  in  our 
place  and  build,  "Because  the  people 
had  a  mind  to  work,"  defense  around 
our  young  people;  or  rather,  stand  by 
while  thev  build  the  defense  where 
the  devil  will  not  be  able  to  invade  our 
land,  but  we  shall  possess  it  and  make 
exploits  for  God. 

God  needs  men  and  women,  boys 
and  girls  who  will  consecrate  them- 
selves to  God  and  say,  "By  His  grace 
we  are  determined  to  provide  a  pro- 
gram for  our  young  people  that  will 
prepare  them  for  the  duties  of  Chris- 
tian leaders  and  soldiers  of  the  Cross 
of  Christ,  that  when  He  calls  they  will 
answer,  'Here  am  I,  send  me.'  What- 
ever the  call  of  duty  we  will  respond, 
for  we  have  caught  the  vision  and 
made  ourselves  ready  for  the  task." 

Keep  us  humble,  prayerful,  abiding 
in  the  Word  of  God,  and  led  by  the 
Holy  Ghost,  as  we  travel  toward  the 
vision  of  God's  will  In  our  labor  for 
the  youth  of  our  church. 


094552 


Send  to  B.  T.  S.  and  College  for  de- 
tails about  the  correspondence  course 
You  can  work  through  the  day  and 
study  at  night.  You  will  be  handi- 
capped if  you  do  not  obey  Paul's  ad- 
monition, "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth,"  2  Tim. 
2:15. 
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MJi%XMOHJy*M_  Y.  P.  E.  and 

"RALPH  E.    WILLIAMS  and 
Ail  State  Youth  Directors  are  urged  to  attend  a  special  meeting  with  the  National  Youth  Committee  in  El- 
dorado, Illinois,  February  5  and  6.  Meeting  begins   10:00  a.  m.  February  5  and  ends  at  conclusion  of  business 
February  6.  We  extend  a  special  invitation  to  all  State    Overseers  as  well  as  others  interested  in  youth  work. 


Beloiv  is  an  article  by  Rev.  Shelton 
Brock,  ivell-knoivn  evangelist  and  suc- 
cessful pastor  of  the  Hamilton,  Ohio, 
Church  of  God.  We  think  it  will  be 
nezvs  to  you! 

BOY  AND  GIRL  SCOUTS   IN   THE 
CHURCH  OF  GOD 

The  Church  of  God  ot  Hamilton,  Ohio, 
recognized  that  we  needed  a  fuller,  richer 
entertainment  program  for  our  boys  and 
girls.  We  have  realized  that  if  the  boys  and 
girls  are  not  acknowledged  and  their  need 
for  recreation  and  fun  filled  by  the  Church, 
then  they  will  go  to  the  amusement  places 
of  the  world.  Youth  has  an  overabundance 
of  energy  and  it  is  only  natural  that  they 
must  have  some  forms  of  entertainment. 

We  have  found  that 
the  Scouts  for  both  boys 
and  girls  is  helping  to 
fill  our  need. 

To  begin  with,  the 
church  is  sponsoring  all 
troops  and  there  is  noth- 
ing done  that  is  against 
our  Church  rules  and 
teaching.  The  boys  and 
girls  have  to  live  up  to 
a  set  of  rules,  which  is 
making  every  one  of 
them  a  better  citizen, 
both  to  their  country 
and   church. 

To  organize,  we  chose 
a  scoutmaster  who  has 
charge  of  the  boys.  The 
main  thing  in  starting 
a  troop  is  to  choose 
leaders  who  are  Church 
of  God  members,  who 
are  loyal  to  the  Church 
in  every  respect,  who 
are  really  interested  in 
boys,  and  who  will  give 
a  great  deal  of  time 
and  effort  to  the  boys. 
The  Boy  Scouts  is  not 
something  that  can  be 
given  only  a  minimum 
of  thought  and  work, 
but    good    leaders    have 

to  give  much  of  their  spare  time  in  helping 
with  the  boys. 

Does  scouting  seem  too  much  of  an  ef- 
fort? No  indeed.  Anything  we  can  do  to 
help  mold  and  strengthen  a  boy  or  a  girl 
in  the  right  way  of  living  isn't  too  much 
of  an  effort.  And  it  can  be  done. 

We  have  one  of  the  finest  scoutmasters 
and  assistant  scoutmasters  to  be  found  any- 
where. Brother  Clifford  Richardson  is  scout- 
master and  Brother  Lee  Mullins  is  assistant 
scoutmaster.  Both  of  them  are  loyal  church 
members.  They  are  interested  in  boys,  and 
they  are  willing  to  devote  their  time  to 
helping  them.  They  take  the  boys  on  hikes, 
over-night  camping  trips,  have  parties  for 
them,  besides  teaching  them  all  the  fine 
things  they  learn  in  scouting. 

We  are  now  organizing  a  Cub  Scout 
Troop,  which  is  boys  from  the  age  of  7  to 
12,  and  we  will  be  giving  them  outside  in- 
terests also. 


We  have  the  girls  already  well  organized. 
There  is  a  Brownie  Troop,  which  is  girls 
from  7  to  9,  and  an  Intermediate  Troop, 
formed  of  girls  from  1 0  to  14.  Then  there 
is  a  Senior  Girl  Troop,  of  girls  from  15  to 
18.  Each  troop  has  good  trained  leaders 
who  are  Church  of  God  members.  The  girls 
are  taken  on  interesting  trips,  visits  to 
broadcasting  stations,  hikes,  bicycle  rides, 
parties,  etc.  They  help  in  community  work, 
learn  sewing,  cooking  and  numerous  other 
things  which  they  enjoy,  and  have  fun  while 
doing. 

We  have  found  that  our  Sunday  School 
attendance  has  increased  because  of  our 
Scouts. 

We  have  put  the  Boy  and  Girl  Scout 
Troops    in    our    church    and    we    have    found 


that  they  are  working  wonders  in  helping  to 
take  care  of  our  young  folks.  Other  churches 
can  do  the  same  and  you  will  find  that  it 
will  pay. — Humbly,  Rev.  Shelton  G.  Brock, 
pastor,  Church  of  God,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 


SCOUTING  WILL  HELP  BOYS 

To  start  a  Scout  Troop,  a  person  has  to 
be  vitally  interested  in  boys  and  really  care 
about  them.  A  person  has  to  be  concerned 
about  what  will  happen  to  boys  who  are 
not  watched,  and  helped  with  good  clean 
recreation.  A  boy  has  so  much  excess  energy 
that  he  is  going  to  use  it  some  way.  It  is 
up  to  leaders  in  the  Church  to  see  that  that 
energy  is  directed  in  the  right  direction  and 
that  our  Church  of  God  boys  are  kept  off, 
the  streets  and  out  of  mischief. 

Every  Church  of  God  member  should  feel 
that  responsibility  so  strongly  each  will 
see  that  the  boys  in  the  Church  have  enough 


outside  fun,  recreation,  and  training  that 
they  will  not  want  to  be  getting  into  mis- 
chief but  will  grow  into  upright,  loyal  citi- 
zens. The  Scout  program  is  a  fine  character- 
builder  for  boys. 

We  do  nothing  that  is  contrary  to  the 
Church  of  God  teachings.  In  fact,  a  Church 
troop  has  to  abide  by  all  the  Church  rulings 
and  the  boys  are  not  allowed  to  do  any- 
thing or  go  anywhere  that  the  Church  would 
not  endorse. 

The  Boy  Scout  Troop  No.  25,  of  the 
Church  of  God  at  Hamilton,  Ohio,  was  char- 
tered May  31,  1946.  We  started  with  eight 
boys  from  the  Junior  Boys'  Sunday  School 
Class.  These  boys  ranged  in  age  from  12  to 
15.  We  have  a  rule  that  to  belong  to  the 
Boy  Scout  Troop,  the  boy  must  attend  our 
Sunday  School.  It  is  re- 
markable how  the  Jun- 
ior Boys'  Class  has 
grown  since  we  started 
the  Scouts.  Also,  as 
teacher  of  the  class,  I 
find  that  the  boys  who 
are  Scouts  are  more  at- 
tentive, obedient  and  in- 
^KS*^*^^!^  ,«  *  H  rested  in  the  lesson 
'■  '  than     the     other     boys. 

This  is  because  of  the 
fine  training  the  Scout 
program  gives  them. 
Since  the  ultimate  aim 
of  Sunday  School  is  to 
get  boys  to  become 
Christians,  it  is  going 
to  be  easier  for  Boy 
Scouts  when  they  do 
get  saved,  for  they  have 
already  been  living  up 
to  Christian  principles 
in  order  to  be  a  good 
Boy  Scout. 

After  giving  the  eight 
boys  several  months' 
training,  we  a  I  I  o  w  e  d 
more  boys  to  join  and 
now  we  have  fifteen  in 
our  troop.  We  have  tak- 
en the  boys  on  hiking 
trips  and  overnight 
camping  trips.  Alto- 
gether, during  the  past  summer,  we  had 
camp  for  about  three  weeks.  The  boys  have 
learned  to  do  their  own  cooking  and  clean- 
ing. They  are  kept  on  good  behavior  on  their 
own  honor,  and  we  seldom  have  any  trou- 
ble with  them.     . 

We  have  a  Scout  meeting  once  each  week 
and  each  meeting  is  FUN.  We  can  see  the 
good  the  Scout  program  is  doing  for  each 
boy  and  we  are  going  forward  in  a  big  way. 
— Clifford  Richardson,  Scoutmaster. 

SCOUTING,   AN   AID  TO   MOLD- 
ING CHRISTIAN  CHARACTER 

For  a  long  time  we  have  recognized  the 
need  for  a  fuller  activity  program  for  our 
young  people,  especially  our  boys.  Our 
Church  boys  are  some  of  the  finest  and  we 
want  them  to  have  the  best  in  character- 
building  and  Christian  training.  The  Boy 
Scout  program  helps  to  fill  that  need  along 
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C.   M.   TRUESDELL,   Associate  Editors Z! 

WHAT  CHURCH  OFFICIALS  THINK  ABOUT  THE 
BOY   SCOUT  MOVEMENT 

THE  WALKERS  SPEAK      .      .      . 

It  has  been  my  privilege  to  serve  as  District  Committee  member  of  the 
Chattanooga  Area  Council  of  the  Boy  Scouts,  and  I  certainly  appreciate 
the  work  of  the  Scouts.  The  Scout  movement  was  begun  in  1908.  It  began 
in  the  British  Isles  and  spread  rapidly  until  today  it  is  found  in  every  civi- 
lized nation  of  the  globe.  The  asm  is  to  promote  good  citizenship;  each 
Scout  promises,  on  his  honor,  to  try  his  best  to  do  his  duty  to  God  and 
his  country.  Gt  is  nonmilitary,  nonpolitical,  nonclassable,  and  interdenomi- 
national. It  trains  Scouts  in  character  and  intelligence,  skill  and  handi- 
craft, physical  health  and  self-care,  and  practice  of  service  to  others  and 
for  the  state.  They  seek  to  do  a  good  deed  to  others  every  day. 

The  President  of  the  United  States  serves  as  honorary  president,  and 
the  Boy  Scout  organization  is  one  of  the  few  chartered  by  the  United 
States  Government. — J.  H.  Walker,  Editor-in-Chief. 


with  the  Church. 

For  instance,  there  is  now  a  new  award 
being  given  in  the  Scouts  which  is  called 
"God  and  Country  Award."  Any  boy  of 
Protestant  faith  who  is  a  registered  mem- 
ber of  a  Scout  Troop  may  become  a  candi- 
date for  the  God  and  Country  Award  upon 
the  recommendation  of  his  pastor  and  scout- 
master. This  is  an  award  of  the  Church, 
made  by  the  Church,  on  fulfillment  of  re- 
ligious standards  established  by  the  Church. 

The  standards  for  this  award  for  boys 
who  are  second-class  Scouts  are: 

1 .  Regular  church  attendance. 

2.  Regular  Bible  reading  and  personal 
prayer. 

3.  Systematic  giving  to  the  church. 

4.  Bring  a  new  member  to  the  Sunday 
School. 

5.  Name  the  books  of  the  Old  and  New 
Testament. 

6.  Lead  in  prayer  at  home  or  in  the 
troop. 

7     Knowledge  of  Christian  symbolism. 

8.  Know  something  of  the  history,  per- 
sonalities, and  activities  of  his  own  denomi- 
nation or  communion,  as  outlined  by  the 
pastor. 

9.  Render  twenty-five  additional  hours  of 
assigned  personal  service  to  his  church. 
(Tenderfoot  Scouts'  requirements  are  ten 
hours.) 

10.  Show  evidence  of  Christian  charac- 
ter and  conduct. 

Can  you  not  see  how  a  boy  will  be  helped 
by  living  up  to  the  above  requirements?  We 
hope  that  every  Church  of  God  will  organ- 
ize a  Boy  Scout  Troop  for  their  boys,  and 
give  them  the  advantage  of  having  good, 
clean  fun,  while  at  the  same  time  helping 
them  to  become  better  citizens  and  Chris- 
tians.-— Dewey  L.  Mullins,  Assistant  Scout- 
master and  Clerk,  Church  of  God,  Hamilton, 
Ohio. 


I  believe  the  organization  of  a  Boy  Scout  Troop  in  every  community, 
where  a  consecrated  leader  may  be  secured,  v/ill  help  our  boys. 

The  Pledge  of  Honor  helps  the  boys  to  lespect  each  other  and  their 
leader.  Their  Code  of  Ethics  is  such  that  a  better  understanding  toward 
each  other,  their  home  life,  and  their  church  life  is  made  possible  through 
cooperative  endeavor. — R.  R.  Walker,  General  Secretary-Treasurer. 


GREAT  IDEA! 

Lester  Wheeler,  church  clerk  at  Lost 
Creek,  West  Virginia,  is  going  all-out 
for  the  WORKERS'  BULLETIN.  Here 
is  his  version  of  a  way  to  help: 

"Send  me  each  month  twenty  Y.P.E. 
and  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  WORKERS' 
BULLETINS."  Great  idea,  Lester!  We 
are  looking  for  other  churches  to  bor- 
row it! 


NATIONAL  EDUCATION  WEEK  A  SUCCESS 

Glowing  reports  are  still  coming  in  telling  of  outstanding  services  observed  during  National 
Education  Week.  It  seems  that  with  some  churches  it  brought  an  actual  spiritual  awakening, 
with  people  being  saved,  sanctified,  and  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  good  response 
with  your  offerings  is  deeply  appreciated.  Most  every  state  answered  the  appeal  for  help 
and  as  a  result  we  will  have  a  nice  sum  to  apply  toward  administration  facilities  ond  worthy 
ministerial  students  of  our  Bible  Schools.  We  are  listing  herewith  an  incomplete  report 
by  states  of  money  sent  and  reported  to  this  office.  Watch  this  page  next  month  for  com- 
plete reports  of  National  Education  Week. — Ralph  E.  Williams. 
State  Amount     Mississippi 


Alabama   $ 

Arizona 15.13 

Arkansas  15.87 

California   4.00 

Colorado   4.80 

Connecticut,  Maine, 
Massachusetts,  New  Hampshire, 

Rhode  Island,  Vermont  

Delaware  2.50 

District  of  Columbia  16.00 

Maryland    98.86 

Florida  303.79 

Georgia    89.87 

Idaho 

Illinois    81.21 

Indiana   5.00 

Iowa  .._ _ 126.71 

Kansas  ! 

Kentucky    50.09 

Louisiana 58.46 

Michigan  __ 7.35 

Minnesota  


Missouri 

Montana   , 28.82 

Nebraska  

New  Jersey  and  New  York 

New  Mexico  

North  Carolina  51.27 

North  Dakota 74.00 

Ohio   267.24 

Oklahoma  61.10 

Washington   _..  12.00 

Pennsylvania  .— 

South  Carolina  177.25 

Tennessee 286.75 

Texas    159.76 

Virginia  

West  Virginia 782.90 

Western  Canada _.: 502.83 


Total  __ 


$3,343.08 


Subscribe  for  the 
Y.P.E.  and  S.  S.  WORKERS'  BULLETIN 


Monroe,    N.   C,   Observes   Youth 
Education  Week 

In  compliance  with  the  request  of 
our  National  Youth  Director  that  we 
have  a  week  of  activities  for  the  youth, 
the  Church  at  Monroe  began  a  revival 
meeting. 

Each  evening,  before  the  regular 
service,  we  would  have  a  period  of  Bi- 
ble study  and  questions  of  interest  to 
all  of  the  nice  group  which  was  very 
much  interested  in  the  service.  At  one 
service,  the  evangelist  spoke  on  "The 
Value  of  B.T.S.  and  College  and  Youth 
Education,"  which  was  enjoyed. 

God  honored  all  efforts  put  forth  in 
this  special  program,  by  pouring  out 
in  abundance  His  Spirit  arid  power. 

During  the  week,  the  Holy  Ghost 
took  charge  of  the  evangelistic  service 
two  nights  and  the  week  ended  with 
seven  saved,  four  sanctified,  and  three 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  This  is  well 
worth  praising  God  for.  The  offerings 
were  also  splendid,  the  total  being 
$62.16. 

Some  people  say  we  young  people 
are  in  the  way,  but  the  youth  at  Mon- 
roe are  putting  the  program  over  for 
God  and  the  Church,  under  the  lead- 
ership of  the  good  pastor,  Rev.  E.  E. 
Salters. 

Next  year  will  find  the  people  here 
awaiting  the  week  of  National  Youth 
Education  with  anxiety. — F.  T.  Pres- 
ley, evangelist. 
National  News  Continued  Page  16 
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Wessons 

Topic:    THE  SUPREMELY 
IMPORTANT  THING 

Scripture  Lesson:   Jno.  3:16 
GOD'S  LOVE   FOR  US 

How  wonderfully  God  has  evidenced 
His  love  for  us.  First,  in  His  faithful- 
ness. He  is  faithful  to  forgive  sin.  See 
1  John  1:9.  Give  an  example.  Num. 
14:19,  20.  Second,  in  being  longsuffer- 
ing.  2  Pet.  3:9.  For  example  see  Jonah, 
chapters  1  and  2;  3:1,  2;  4:1-11. 
Third,  in  His  care  for  us.  Luke  12:7. 
For  examples:  Deut.  2:7;  1  Kings 
17:1-16;  Matt.  14:15-20.  The  greatest 
evidence  of  His  love  is  in  His  sacrifice 
for  us.  John  15:13. 

A  mother  was  caught  in  a  snow- 
storm with  her  baby.  When  her 
strength  failed  she  almost  stripped 
her  body  of  her  clothing,  and  wrap- 
pine  the  child  in  it  placed  h'm  in 
a  safe  nook.  She  was  found  dead,  hav- 
ing given  her  life  for  the  child.  Why 
did  she  do  it?  How  did  Christ  prove 
His  love  for  us? 

LOVE  RECIPROCATED 

Is  it  easier  to  love  someone  who 
shows  thev  love  us  than  one  who 
seems  indifferent?  What  is  the  source 
of  our  love  for  Jesus?  1  John  4:19; 
Rom.  5:5.  Does  being  forgiven  foster 
love  for  Him.  What  are  some  of  His 
traits  of  character  that  inspire  love? 
Matt.  14:14:  Matt:  23:37;  John  11:33- 
36;  Isa.  53:7;  1  Pet.  2:23. 

Someone  has  s^id,  "Thev  s°rve  Him 
best  who  adore  Him  most."  Give  sev- 
eral reasons  why  you  adore  Him. 

Does  a  life  that  glorifies  Him  ex- 
press love?  1  Pet.  2:9  shows  we  have 
been  chosen  to  do  just  this. 

A  colored  man  had  worked  for  years 
to  buy  a  ticket  to  go  to  Georgia.  On 
the  same  train  was  a  woman  who  was 
hurrying  to  her  dying  husband.  But 
she  was  about  to  be  put  off  the  train 
because  she  had  no  ticket.  He  gave 
her  his  ticket  and  walked  to  Georgia. 
Did  this  show  love? 

Love  for  Christ  is  shown  in  sacri- 
fice. Give  examDles.  Matt.  26:7;  Luke 
21:1-4:  Acts  4:34,  35;  2  Cor.  8:1-4. 

A  Burmese  boatman  gave  up  a  good 
salary  to  preach  the  gospel  at  about 
one  fourth  the  salary,  saving,  "I  will 
go  for  Christ."  Did  this  prove  love  for 
Jesus? 

Does  obedience  prove  love?  See 
John  14:21.  For  examples  see  Gen. 
22:2,  3;  Josh.  11:15. 

LOVE  TESTED 

Does  the  devil  like  Christians  to 
love  Jesus  suoremelv?  Is  our  love 
tested  wh°n  the  devil  s^eks  to  turn 
us  from  Christ?  Show  that  he  does 
this  in  s°eking  to  displace  Christ 
from  the  throne  and  put  some  person 
or  thine  in  His  place.  Luke  18:22,  23; 
Mark  15:15. 


Does  the  devil  seek  to  make  sin 
look  attractive?  A  little  girl  passed  up 
the  better  desserts  at  a  cafeteria  for 
some  very  poor  cake  which  had  been 
made  attractive  by  pink  filling.  Did 
the  filling  change  the  character  of 
the  cake?  Do  bright  lights  and  beauty 
change  the  character  of  sin? 

The  devil  seeks,  too,  to  make  us  be 
offended  in  Christ.  Tell  the  story  of 
John  the  Baptist  showing  how  his  im- 
prisonment tempted  him  to  doubt. 
Matt.  11:2-6.  Show  the  difference 
between  Job  and  his  wife's  reaction 
to  hard  trials.  Job  1  and  2:9,  10.  Do 
we  prove  our  love  in  being  faithful 
even  though  we  feel  dry  and  lack 
feelings? 

Causing  loss  of  confidence  in  an- 
other is  the  trick  of  some  people  who 
hope  to  come  between  two  people. 
Does  the  devil  try  to  come  between 
us  and  God  by  tempting  us  to  doubt 
His  faithfulness?  Example,  Mark  4:38. 
Does  the  devil  temot  us  to  disbelieve 
1  Cor.  10:13?  What  admonition  have 
we  in  Heb.  10:35? 

LOVE    SAFEGUARDED 

Will  keening  our  love  warm  and  sin- 
cere be  better  assured  bv  our  coming 
to  know  Him  better?  Will  prayer  and 
Bible  study  help,  then? 

If  we  consider  the  sinfulness  of  a 
thing  rather  than  its  pleasure  and  at- 
tractiveness, will  it  be  easier  to  turn 
from  it?  What  did  Jesus  say  in  Matt. 
5:28,  30.  Should  we  even  look  at  sin? 
Psa.  119:37. 

Will  keeping  filled  with  the  Spirit 
safeguard  our  love?  Rom.  5:5.  How 
can  we  keep  filled?  Through  prayer, 
Acts  4:31;  testimony,  Acts  13:46-52; 
5:41,  42. 


Topic:  POWER  IN  PRAYER 

Scripture  Lesson:    Luke   18:1-7 

Leader's  Thought 

Is  your  prayer  life  haphazard?  Do 
you  present  your  petitions  before  Al- 
mighty God  in  hit-or-miss  fashion, 
and  then  marvel  when  there  are  no 
definite  results?  Do  you  consequently 
conclude  that  prayer  is  simply  a  soir- 
itual  exercise,  and  nothing  more?  that 
it  is  absurd  to  exoect  answers  to 
prayer?  Unfortunately,  this  is  a  con- 
clusion that  many  unconsciously  come 
to.  and  prayer  becomes  merely  a  habit, 
rather  than  a  privilege  and  power. 

Prayer  is  of  major  importance  in 
the  Christian's  life.  This  may  be  in- 
ferred from  the  frequency  with  which 
Christ  went  apart  from  the  multi- 
tudes in  His  busy  life,  to  pray,  and 
from  the  things  He  says  about  prayer 
in  the  Gospels.  "If  ye  abide  in  me, 
and  my  words  abide  in  you,  ye  shall 
ask  what  ye  will  and  it  shall  be  done," 
John  15:7.  Would  Jesus  have  made 
this  statement,  and  many  similar 
ones,  if  He  had  not  meant  what  He 
said?  To  use  His  own  words:  "If  it 
were  not  so,  I  would  have  told  you." 
Literally,  we  are  commanded  of 
Christ  to  pray.  The  sick,  physically, 
and  spiritually,  were  healed:  the  dead 
were  raised.  When  He  told  His  dis- 
ciples— and  us —  "He  that  believeth  on 
me,  the  works  that  I  do  shall  he  do  al- 


so, and  greater  works  than  these," 
John  14:12.  He  meant  exactly  what  He 
said.  God  is  even  more  anxious  than 
we  are  to  see  our  friends  and  our  ene- 
mies converted,  to  see  the  sad  com- 
forted and  the  suffering  relieved.  He 
wants  to  use  our  prayers  as  instru- 
ments in  bringing  these  things  to  pass. 
Let  us  not  frustrate  the  purpose  of 
God  by  our  carelessness,  but  rather 
strive  to  create  certain  conditions  in 
our  prayer  life,  by  which  God  is 
helped  instead  of  hindered.  What  are 
these  conditions? 

PRAISING   PRAYER 

"In  everything  by  prayer  and  sup- 
plication with  thanksgiving  let  your 
renuests  be  made  known  unto  God," 
Phil.  4:6. 

Usually  our  petitions  contain  too 
much  pleading,  too  little  praise.  David 
realized  the  importance  of  praise,  for 
his  Psalms  resound  with  this  quality. 
"I  will  bless  the  Lord  at  all  times;  his 
praise  shall  continually  be  in  my 
mouth."  How  continual  is  our  praise 
in  the  midst  of  trial  and  adversity? 
Or  do  we  murmur,  doubt  and  ques- 
tion? Let  us  remember  that  praise 
is  one  of  the  conditions  for  power  in 
prayer. 

PERSISTENT  PRAYER 

Often  we  are  not  sufficiently  per- 
sistent about  the  things  for  which  we 
pray.  If  we  are  not  enough  in  earnest 
to  continue  daily,  weekly,  monthly, 
yearly,  if  need  be,  how  can  we  ex- 
nect  God  to  give  heed?  He  bids  us  to 
be  imoortunate.  There  is  a  remark- 
able passage  in  Isaiah  6?:  6,  7,  where 
the  people  are  commanded  to  pray 
for  the  salvation  of  the  Jews — a  com- 
mand, incidentally,  which  is  still  with 
us.  "I  have  set  watchmen  unon  thy 
walls,  O  Jerusalem,  which  shall  nevpr 
hold  their  peace,  day  nor  night.  Ye 
that  make  mention  of  the  Lord,  keep 
not  silence,  and  give  him  no  rest  till 
he  establish.  ..."  Here  is  a  thing! 
We  are  told  to  five  God  no  rest  until 
He  establish  His  kingdom !  Praving 
Christians  are  the  watchmen  bidden 
to  "never  hold  their  oeace."  Definite 
periods  for  praver  should  be  made,  as 
King  David  well  knew.  "Evening  and 
morning  and  at  noon  will  I  pray  and 
crv  aloud,  and  be  shall  hear  my 
voice,"  ,Psa.  55:17.  Persistence  in 
prayer,  thoueh  the  answer  be  long  de- 
layed, will  flnallv  prevail. 

POSITIVE   PRAYER 

"What  things  soever  ye  desire,  when 
ye  oray,  believe  that  ye  receive  them, 
and  ye  shall  have  them,"  Mark  11:24 

Our  third  condition  for  effective 
praver  is  so  simnle  there  is  danger  of 
overlooking  it.  We  must  believe  as  we 
pray.  Believe  that  Christ  is  what  He 
claims,  believe  that  He  can  and  will 
do  what  He  has  promised.  Simple? 
Yes.  but  so  vast  in  its  implications 
that  we  fail  to  grasp  its  riches. 

No  matter  how  tremendous  oirr  re- 
ouest  is.  how  humanly  impossible  of 
fulfillment,  so  lon^  as  what  we  ask 
is  in  the  Father's  will  and  to  His  glory, 
we  are  told  to  believe  that  it  is  al- 
readv  accomplished!  and  to  offer 
thanks  for  the  invisible  answer,  even 
as  Jesus  did.  Is  our  faith  big  enough 
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for  this,  or  do  we  limit  God  by  out 
unbelief?  "According  to  your  faith,  be 
it  unto  you."  God  is  a  God  of  the  im- 
possible, but  only  when  our  faith  is 
great  enough  to  ask  for  great  things, 
can  He  demonstrate  His  ability  to  "do 
exceeding  abundantly  above  all  that 
we  ask  or  think." 


Topic:   LOOK 

Scripture  Lesson:  Job  2:8;  Luke  23:33 

There  are  five  gates  though  which 
we  are  supposed  to  get  all  the  infor- 
mation we  have.  They  are  called  the 
five  senses,  but  through  the  eye-gate 
we  get  more  than  from  all  the  rest. 
We  can  do  without  any  of  the  others 
better  than  the  eye.  We  are  dependent 
on  the  eye  for  our  civil  engineers,  our 
architects,  artists,  watchmakers,  rail- 
road engineers,  chemists  and  on  and 
on.  Edison  could  not  have  given  us 
the  marvelous  incandescent  lights, 
and  his  other  great  inventions,  if  he 
had  been  a  blind  man. 

Now  for  what  do  we  use  these  eyes? 
We  use  them  to  look.  If  we  should 
study  the  looks  in  the  Bible,  they 
would  be  very  interesting.  Lot's  four 
looks  toward  Sodom  resulted  in  his 
downfall,  and  the  disgrace  of  his  fam- 
ily. David  looked  on  Bathsheba,  and 
the  result  was  his  falling  into  the 
worst  crime  and  immorality;  and  fi- 
nally the  curse  of  God  upon  his  king- 
dom, and  he  had  to  cry  to  God  for 
mercy. 

Let  us  think  of  Job,  sitting  on  an 
ash  pile,  in  humiliation,  suffering  and 
poverty.  Three  friends  visited  him, 
and  sat  for  seven  days  and  nights, 
looking  at  him.  and  spoke  not  a  word. 
That  was  enough  to  drive  Job  to  the 
insane  asylum.  We  are  told  that  the 
human  eye  can  so  influence  a  vicious 
animal  that  he  will  not  attack.  But 
we  thank  God  for  the  eye. 

The  life  of  a  Christian  is  made  up 
of  looks. 

THE  BACKWARD  LOOK 

We  must  ever  look  back  to  Calvary. 
This  look  we  must  never  forget.  Jesus 
was  so  anxious  that  we  do  not  fail  in 
our  looking  back  to  Calvary,  that  He 
instituted  the  Sacrament;  we  call  it 
"Lord's  Supper,"  and  He  told  us 
that  as  oft  as  we  partake  of  this  we 
do  it  in  remembrance  of  Him. 

"This  is  my  blood,"  He  told  His  dis- 
ciples, "which  is  shed  for  many  for 
the  remission  of  sins.  It  was  to  typify 
His  death.  All  the  suffering,  insult 
and  humiliation  connected  with  Gol- 
gotha are  brought  before  us  in  all 
their  realism,  when  we  partake  of 
this  sacrificial  remembrance.  We 
must  not  forget  the  backward  look. 
THE  INWARD  LOOK 

To  look  inward  is  something  hard 
to  do.  We  enjoy  looking  at  the  other 
fellow;  but  when  we  begin  to  look 
within,  we  will  inevitably  be  led  to  a 
confession  and  a  repentance  of  our 
sins.  The  hardest  job  in  the  world  is 
to  look  honestly  at  ourselves,  stand 
aside  and  see  ourselves  go  by — get  our 
own  number,  put  ourselves  on  the 
spot.  A  woman  once  cried  out  in  a 
meeting   we   were   holding:    "Let  me 


out  of  this  place,  I  don't  want  to  see 
myself.  I  do  not  want  to  remember 
my  life — I  want  to  forget  it."  But  we 
had  better  look  within,  because  the 
Bible  says  that  every  secret  thing  will 
be  brought  out  into  the  light.  When 
we  look  within,  we  are  in  a  position 
to  do  business  with  God. 

THE  OUTWARD  LOOK 
This  look  will  teach  us  some  val- 
uable lessons:  1.  That  our  rights 
and  privileges  end  where  the  other 
fellow's  begin.  2.  The  other  fellow  is 
entitled  to  his  opinion.  We  can  mag- 
nify the  thing  that  he  sees  differently 
from  us,  unt'l  we  will  feel  he  ou°ht 
to  be  hanged;  that  is  why  the  blood 
of  millions  of  martyrs  is  on  the  soul 
of  the  church — that  called  itself  the 
church.  3.  We  can  not  always  judge 
on  matters  relative  to  the  other  fel- 
low, because  we  do  not  have  all  the 
facts.  Here  is  the  difficulty  involved 
in  the  courtroom:  a  dozen  witnesses 
will  testify,  each  with  a  different 
slant  on  the  same  story.  4.  We  should 
not  judge  at  all,  because  we  do  not 
know  the  background  of  the  one  we 
judge — early  environment,  and  a 
warped  viewpoint  because  of  early 
background.  We  should  study  careful- 
ly the  outward  look. 

THE  UPWARD  LOOK 

We  look  back  to  Calvary,  the  source 
of  our  salvation,  and  we  look  up  to 
appropriate   this  salvation. 

"Look  unto  me,  and  be  ye  saved,  all 
the  ends  of  the  earth,"  Isa.  45:22. 

"I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the 
hills,  from  whence  cometh  my  help," 
Psa.  121:1. 

Spurgeon  was  under  conviction 
when  a  young  man,  and  he  heard  a 
young  minister  say  in  his  sermon: 
"Young  man,  look  to  Jesus."  Spurgeon 
saw  the  light,  and  became  one  of  the 
greatest  gospel  preachers  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Century. 

"As  Moses  lifted  up  the  serpent  in 
the  wilderness,  even  so  must  the  Son 
of  man  be  lifted  up."  The  Hebrews 
were  being  bitten  by  deadly  serpents, 
and  they  were  dying  by  the  hundreds; 
but  when  they  obeyed,  and  looked  up- 
on the  brazen  serpent,  they  were 
healed.  "So  shall  the  Son  of  man  be 
lifted  up,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
him  should  not  perish  but  have  eter- 
nal life."  So  we  look  "unto  Jesus  the 
author  and  finisher  of  our  faith," 
Heb.  12:2. 

THE  FORWARD  LOOK 
What  does  that  mean?  We  recall 
that  there  is  to  be  a  new  heaven  and 
a  new  earth,  following  the  time  when 
the  Son  of  God  shall  rule  and  reign 
on  this  earth  during  the  glorious  Mil- 
lennium. This  forward  look  is  the  one 
rife  in  the  dark  clouds  that  are  now 
lowering  and  ugly  over  the  whole 
earth.  Such  saves  from  utter  hope- 
lessness and  despair.  Beloved,  let  us 
keep  the  upward  look.  It  will  enable 
us  to  obey  such  commands  as,  "Be- 
loved, seeing  that  ye  look  for  such 
things,  be  diligent  that  ye  may  be 
found  of  him  in  peace,  without  spot, 
and  blameless." 


SOWING  AND  REAPING 

Lesson  Theme:   Matt.  13:1-8 
Thoughts  for  Leader 

Jesus  knew  the  hearts  of  the  people 
with  whom  He  came  in  contact,  and 
what  it  would  take  to  get  the  truths 
of  His  kingdom  to  their  hearts.  The 
Parable  of  the  Sower  is  one  of  the 
best  given  that  so  clearly  illustrates 
the  heart  of  man  in  regard  to  receiv- 
ing the  Word  of  God.  Jesus  did  not 
use  anything  foreign  to  illustrate  His 
truths,  but  the  simplest  things  that 
could  be  seen  every  day  by  those  who 
heard  Him.  When  the  Word  comes  to 
us  we  find  there  is  some  preparation 
to  be  made  before  we  receive  it.  Every 
one  must  put  forth  an  effort  and  be 
willing  to  receive  the  truth  before  we 
can  become  a  follower  of  Christ.  Some 
of  the  things  necessary  for  sowing 
are: 

1.  Preparation:  Jer.  4:3;  Hosea 
10:12. 

Our  hearts  are  termed  as  fallow 
ground  and  we  are  admonished  in  the 
above  scriptures  just  what  we  must 
do.  Fallow  ground  is  land  suitable  for 
cultivation  but  not  sowed.  Sometimes 
it  has  been  plowed  or  broken  up, 
harrowed  and  then  left  idle  or  un- 
sown. This  is  typical  of  so  many 
hearts  today;  some  get  broken  up  and 
never  do  receive  the  good  seed,  while 
others  receive  the  seed  and  fail  to 
keep  out  the  things  of  the  world,  then 
soon  die  spiritually  and  are  as  barren 
as  they  were  before.  Our  heart  is  a 
garden  spot  of  our  soul  so  we  should 
get  everything  cleared  away,  plow 
deep,  and  the  seed  will  grow  and  in 
time  bring  forth  the  harvest.  The  way 
to  get  our  hearts  broken  up  is  to 

2.  Believe:  Heb.  11:6;  John  3:36; 
Rom.  10:17. 

After  we  acknowledge  our  faith  in 
the  Lord  our  next  step  is 

3.  Repent:  Psa.  51:4,  17;  Psa.  32:5; 
Isa.  1:16,  17;  18;  Isa.  55:6,  7;  Prov. 
28:13. 

After  we  become  children  of  God 
the  seed  has  just  begun  to  grow.  Our 
thoughts  are  on  thines  of  the  Lord 
and  we  desire  to  do  His  will,  so  the 
fruit  of  the  Spirit  will  be  manifest  in 
our  lives  every  day. 

The  result  of  our  sowing  will  be  de- 
termined by  the  way  we  apply  the 
Word  of  God  to  our  lives.  The  kind  of 
soil  in  our  hearts  will  also  be  made 
manifest  by  the  kinds  of  lives  we  live. 
Jesus  explains  to  His  disciples  the 
Parable  of  the  Sower  in  Matt.  13 :  18- 
24. 

Kinds  of  Seed 

There  are  only  two  kinds  of  seed  to 
be  sown — good  and  evil.  The  fruits  of 
each  are — 

Evil:  Gal.  5:19-21.  Good:  Gal.  5:22, 
23. 

Reward  of  Sowing 

Psa.  58:11;  19:9-11;  Job  4:8;  Prov. 
22:8;  Hosea  10:13;  Matt.  16:27;  Gal. 
6:7;   Rev.  22:12-14. 

Blessedness  of  Sowing  and  Reaping 
for  the  Lord 

Psa.   1:1-3;    126:6;   Gal.  6:8,  9. 
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WAIT     A     MINUTE! 

A  letter  came  in  just  as  this  material  went  to  press.  You  guessed  it!  It  was  from  Kentucky's  Youth 
Director,  Manuel  Campbell.  He  rang  the  bell  again  with  122  subscriptions  to  the  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School 
Workers'  Bulletin,  accompanied  by  a  check  for  $61.00,  which  proves  that  you'll  have  to  ramble  to  beat 
Campbell.    Keep   your  eye  on   Kentucky,   she's   plucky! 

THANK     YOU,     CRANK! 

Another  enterprising  hustler  is  Charlie  Crank,  hustling  Overseer  of  Maryland,  Delaware,  and  D.  C.  His 
paper  carried  a  nice  informative  advertisement  of  the  BULLETIN,  if  you  other  Overseers  and  Youth  Di- 
rectors care  to  do  likewise,  all  we  can  say  is  THANKS  IN  ADVANCE!  Men  like  these  two  aren't  just  boost- 
ing the   BULLETIN,   they're  working   for  every  department  of  the  Church  of  God. 


1,000     LIGHTED     PATHWAYS     EACH     MONTH 

TO  BE  DISTRIBUTED   BY 

SOUTH  GREENWOOD,  SOUTH  CAROLINA 
Can  Your  Church  Beat  This?  The  Following  Letter  Speaks  for  Itself. 

Dear  Brother  Williams: 

In  our  service  this  morning  I  read  the  letter  from  you  to  Brother  Barfield,  our  Lighted 
Pathway  distributor,  to  the  church.  Our  members,  in  response,  pledged  enough  to  double 
the  number  of  Lighted  Pathways  coming  to  the  South  Greenwood  Church  of  God.  This  will 
increase  our  number  each  month  from  500  to  1,000. 

The  credit  for  this  fine  report  is  due  our  good  Brother  J.  L.  Barfield  for  his  faithful  service 
in  this  work.  Your  good  letter  was  appreciated.  He  distributes  the  paper  in  the  mill,  gives  it 
to  the  sick  in  the  hospital  and  other  places.  He  puts  the  profit  that  he  makes  back  into  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  as  well  as  tracts  and  other  literature. 

We  have  a  band  of  mission  workers,  who  go  out  into  new  towns  for  street  services.  The 
people  there  are  always  anxious  to  get  the  paper  for  their  youth  to  read.  We  hope  to  let  you 
hear  more  from  the  South  Greenwood  Church  of  God. 

Sincerely  yours,  W.  D.  Childers. 


SPIRITUALLY  SPEAKING       ! 
FOR    NOVEMBER  | 

|  Young    People  Saved  1,5841 

Young  People  Sanctified         725 
Young   People  Holy  Ghost     544  j 
:  Young  People  Add  Church     573 
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WORKERS'  BULLETIN 

ENTHUSIASTICALLY 

RECEIVED 

S.  S.  and  Y.P.E.  worker 
are  beginning  to  realize  thi 
valuable  helps  contained  ii 
the  new  paper  launched  b' 
the  Youth  Committee. 

The  best  response  is  com- 
ing in  group  subscription' 
from  local  churches.  Hen 
are  some  of  the  leaders  a 
last  check-up. 

Louisville,   Ky.  1( 

Somerset,  Ky.  1( 

Richmond,  Ky.       1( 

Corbin,    Ky.  .    1( 

Freeburn,  Ky.  1( 

Whitesburg,  Ky.  1( 

Harlan,   Ky.  1( 

Harrodsburg,   Ky.  ! 

Columbus,    Ohio    " 

Erwin,  N.  C.  " 

There  are  many  other: 
too  numerous  to  mentioi 
here  that  bring  the  tota 
subscriptions  to  nearly  40( 
since  the  first  issue.  Pas- 
tors, send  us  your  grou| 
subscriptions,  or  order  th( 
Bulletin  in  rolls,  and  we  wil 
list  your  church  in  the  nex 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way.  Rolls  of  25  for  $1.00 


Sorrow  of  Evil  Sowing  and  Reaping 

( Continued  from  page  15) 
Isa.  5:20-24;  Psa.  145:20;  Prov.  11:5, 
21;  Rom.  6:23;  Rev.  21:8. 

There  are  many  more  valuable 
truths  concerning  this  lesson  that  we 
could  add,  but  will  suggest  that  Bible 
characters  be  used  to  illustrate  the 
following  and  tell  the  result  of  each — 

1.  Evil  fruit:  Adultery, Strife, Drunk- 
enness, Idolatry,  Wrath,  Envy. 

2.  Good  fruit:  Love,  Joy,  Peace, 
Longsuffering,  Temperance,  Meek- 
ness. 


DECEMBER  PRIZE   WINNER 

Charles  Boling,  Greenville,  S.  C,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time.  NOTE: 
In  order  to  qualify  for  winning  the 
prize  of  $5  in  any  one  month,  you 
must  sell  the  most  papers  and  have 
your  money  in  on  time.  The  due  date 
for  the  money  to  be  in  is  the  20th  of 
each  month.  For  instance,  the  money 
for  February  papers  must  be  in  the 
office  by  Feb.  20. 

DECEMBER^  HONOR    ROLL 

Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio. 
Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Emory  Parker,  Mesquite,  Tex. 
Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 


When    Peace,    Like    a    River, 
Attendeth  My  Way 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
ual  event.    Because    of    his    effective 
singing,  he  was  a   favorite    of    such 
evangelists    as    Major    D.  W.  Whittle 
and  Dwight  L.  Moody. 

As  this  hymn  began  in  tragedy,  so 
it  closes.  Mr.  Bliss,  the  composer,  and 
his  wife,  lost  their  lives  in  a  railroad 
accident,  through  a  bridge  collapsing 
near  Ashtabula,  Ohio.  The  wreckage 
caught  fire,  and  both  perished  with- 
out a  trace.  Major  Whittle  went  to  the 
scene  of  disaster  in  the  hope  of  iden- 
tifying their  bodies,  but  found  noth- 
ing. "They  have  completely  gone,"  he 
wrote,  "as  if  translated  like  Enoch." 

OLD    LIGHTED    PATHWAYS 

We  have  a  few  thousand  old  issues 
on  hand.  These  will  be  a  blessing  if 
distributed  in  hospitals,  jails,  etc.  If 
you  get  twelve  or  more  papers,  you 
can  have  all  for  3c  each.  This  will 
be  a  good  way  to  work  for  the  Lord. 

A    "THANK    YOU"    MESSAGE 

I  want  to  say,  THANK  YOU,  THANK  YOU,  THANK  YOU,  for  the 
lovely  cards  we  received  this  Christmas  season,  I  think  more  than  I  have 
ever  received  before.  I  began  writing  to  each  one  as  they  came  in,  but 
I  soon  decided  I  could  not  do  that,  so  I  am  now  trying  to  express  my  deep 
appreciation  to  you  at  this  time.  Thanks  for  the  encouraging  things  you 
have  to  say  about  the  Lighted  Pathway.    God  bless  you. — Editor. 


STOP,   LOOK   AND   LISTEN! 

IMPORTANT  NOTICE 

For  the  last  three  months  we  have 
run  short  of  papers  and  had  to  turr 
down  a  large  number  of  orders.  The 
reason  for  this  is  that  we  have  tc 
guess  at  the  number  of  papers  to  be 
published  in  order  to  fill  all  your  or- 
ders. Gideons,  you  can  help  us  by  get- 
ting your  extra  orders  in  by  the  5th  oi 
the  month,  if  at  all  possible.  This  wil. 
make  it  much  easier  for  us  to  decide 
on  how  many  to  publish.  You  car 
send  your  order  in  any  time,  but  tc 
be  sure  it  will  be  filled,  let  us  have 
it  by  the  5th.  For  instance,  for  the 
February  paper,  we  must  have  youi 
increased  order  by  January  5.  Please 
cooperate  with  us  by  getting  youi 
extra  order  in  earlier,  if  you  should 
need  more  papers.  This  will  make  it 
possible  for  us  to  fill  orders  for  new 
customers  from  the  papers  we  have 
left  after  mailing  day. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

"Not  so  rough!"  exclaimed  the  old 
fisherman.  "Why,  it's  going  to  blow 
harder  than  ever.  Let  me  beg  of  you, 
my  lads,  not  to  go." 

"I  shall  go,"  said  the  boy  resolutely. 

"Then,"  said  the  old  man,  "take 
me  with  you.  This  is  no  day  for  boys 
to  be  out  on  the  sea,  but,  if  you  must 
go,  you  should  have  an  experienced 
man  with  you.    Take  me  with  you." 

Something  in  the  pathetic  tones  of 
the  old  man's  voice  touched  the  lad 
more  than  all  he  had  previously  said. 
He  hesitated.  Then  he  said  abruptly 
to  his  companion? 

"Perhaps,  after  all,  Phil,  we  had 
better  wait  until  tomorrow,"  and  then 
walked  away  again. 

Years  afterward,  that  lad  had  risen 
to  one  of  the  highest  positions  in  the 
land,  and  had  become  Archbishop  of 
York. 

He  addressed  a  gathering  of  men, 
and  urged  them  to  take  Christ  with 
them  in  their  voyage  on  the  stormy 
sea  of  life.  And,  to  press  home  the 
lesson,  he  told  the  story  I  have  re- 
lated. 

Jesus  Christ  stands  before  us  and 
pleads  with  you  and  me,  "Take  Me 
with  you."  Before  us  stretch  the 
stormy  seas  of  life,  across  which  we 
must  sail.  But  to  make  a  safe  pas- 
sage and  to  reach  the  port  of  heaven 
at  last,  we  need  Him  on  board.  So 
listen  to  His  voice  and  accept  His  lov- 
ing offer  when  He  says  "Take  Me  with 
you." 

Like  the  man  who  said,  "Let  them 
go."  There  are  people  who  are  al- 
ways saying  young  folks  must  sow 
their  wild  oats,  let  them  alone.  If 
you  are  expecting  to  sail  safely  the 
sea  of  life,  you  must  take  Jesus  with 
you. 


Y.P.E.  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
sins,  meet  me  in  room  307  at  4:20 
p.m.'  Eight  fellows  and  girls  came." 
A  similar  work  began  in  other  coun- 
tries of  Europe  and,  "ten  years  later, 
the  movement  caught  fire  in  the 
United  States."  In  seven  years'  time, 
this  student  witness  has  spread  to  one 
hundred  eighty  colleges  and  univer- 
sities. "Usually,  students  on  a  campus 
meet  to  pray  each  day.  There  are 
weekly  meetings  for  Bible  study. 
*  *  *  They  are  active  with  evangelis- 
tic meetings,  personal  work,  confer- 
ences, tracts.  Through  these  means 
students  are  led  to  Christ  and  go  out 
into  world-wide  service  for  Him."  We 
praise  the  Lord  for  such  a  ministry 
among  young  people.  Such  a  work 
of  faith  is  worthy  of  the  Christians' 
fullest  support — Sel. 

What  is  the  Church  of  God  doing 
along  the  teaching  line?  Teaching 
is  mentioned  sixteen  times  in  the 
Bible,  while  preaching  is  men- 
tioned one  time.  Many  of  our  boys 
and  girls  are  looking  for  some  one  to 
lead  them  out  into  service.  They 
do  not  know  how.  A  class  in  Personal 
Soul  Winning  will  help.    Try  it. 


FROM     THE     ATLANTA     HAPPY 
HOME  CIRCLE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
it  is  a  great  help  to  us.    We  are  get- 
ting mothers  to  subscribe  to  the  fine 
magazine   for  mothers,  also.    I   think 
it  is  a  wonderful  paper. 

Thank  you  for  your  great  help  to 
us  and  we  know  that  the  work  you 
are  doing  is  a  splendid  and  much 
needed  work.  May  God  richly  bless 
your  every  effort. 

Very  sincerely, 

MRS.  A.  M.  PHILLIPS, 
Secretary. 

FANNY  CROSBY'S  GREAT 
WORK 

(Continued  from  page   10) 
Singing  for  Jesus,  telling  His  love. 
All  the  way  to  our  home  above, 
Where  the  severing  sea,  with  its  rest- 
less tide, 
Never  shall  hinder  and  never  divide. 
Sister,  what  shall  our  meeting  be, 
When  our  hearts  shall  sing,  and  our 
eyes  shall  see!" 

During  the  war  in  the  Transvaal, 
when  the  soldiers  going  to  the  front 
were  passing  another  body  of  soldiers 
whom  they  recognized,  their  greetings 
used  to  be  "Four-nine-four,  boys; 
four-nine-four,"  and  the  salute  would 
invariably  be  answered  with,  "Six- 
farther-on,  boys;  six-farther-on."  The 
significance  of  this  was  that,  in 
"Sacred  Songs  and  Solos,"  a  number 
of  copies  of  the  small  edition  of  which 
had  been  sent  to  the  front,  number 
494  was  "God  Be  With  You  Till  We 
Meet  Again";  and  six  farther  on  than 
494  or  number  500.  was  "Blessed  As- 
surance, Jesus  is  Mine." 

Dr.  John  Hall,  in  his  day  the  fa- 
mous pastor  of  Fifth  Avenue  Presby- 
terian Church  in  New  York  City,  once 
said  that  "Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus" 
had  given  more  peace  and  comfort  to 
mothers  who  had  lost  their  children 
than  any  other  hymn  he  had  ever 
known.  It  has  become  very  famous 
throughout  the  world  and  was  one  of 
the  first  American  hymns  to  be  trans- 
lated into  foreign  languages. 

The  song,  "Rescue  the  Perishing," 
has  been  placed  among  "The  One 
Hundred  Hymns  You  Ought  To 
Know,"  and  she  wrote  it  in  one  day 
after  returning  from  a  mission  in  one 
of  the  worst  districts  in  New  York, 
where  she  had  heard  about  the  needs 
of  the  lost  and  perishing.  It  has  been 
used  very  extensively  and  has  blessed 
thousands  of  souls. 

One  of  the  songs  used  very  exten- 
sively by  Moody  and  Sankey  was 
"Pass  Me  Not,  O  Gentle  Savior."  Had 
we  the  time  we  could  cite  many  in- 
stances of  conversions  through  this 
song,  and  many  have  been  the  sinners 
in  whose  hearts  have  been  awakened 
the  cry:  "Pass  Me  Not,  O  Gentle  Sav- 
ior." 

A  returned  missionary  from  Korea 
met  a  little  blind  girl  whose  name 
was  Fanny.  They  called  her  "Little 
Blind  Fanny  Crosby."  People  often 
came  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  to 
hear  little  blind  Fanny  sing,  "Praise 


Him,  Praise  Him,  Jesus  Our  Blessed 
Redeemer." 

The  following  incident  happened  in 
1907  at  an  evening  service  of  Christ 
Protestant  Episcopal  Church,  Union 
Avenue,  Allegheny,  Pennsylvania,  of 
which  Dr.  Robert  Meech  was  pastor  at 
the  time.  The  church  was  well  filled 
and  the  rector  was  about  to  make  the 
announcements,  when  a  lady  arose  to 
her  feet  and  began  to  speak.  The 
startled  congregation  was  all  atten- 
tion as  she  proceeded.  "I  attended 
Sunday  School  in  the  basement  of 
this  church,"  she  said,  "and  when 
good  old  Dr.  Paige  was  rector.  My  mo- 
ther was  a  devout  member  here  and 
taught  me  the  right  way.  At  the  age 
of  fifteen  I  deserted  my  home  and 
married  an  actor.  For  a  number  of 
years  I  followed  the  stage  as  a  pro- 
fession, leading  such  a  life  as  natur- 
ally accompanies  it.  In  dramatic  cir- 
cles, in  variety  business  and  in  the 
circus  I  spent  those  godless  years. 
About  two  years  ago,  I  was  in  the  City 
of  Chicago.  One  afternoon  on  my  way 
to  Ferris  Wheel  Park  to  spend  the 
afternoon  in  revelry,  I  happened  on 
an  open-air  meeting.  I  stopped 
through  curiosity,  as  I  believed,  but  I 
I  know  now  that  God  arrested  my 
footsteps  there.  They  were  singing 
'Saved  by  Grace.'  I  remembered 
how  my  mother  had  always  prayed 
for  me  until  her  death.  I  was  con- 
verted and,  falling  on  my  knees  on 
the  curbstone,  I  asked  my  Father's 
pardon.  I  gave  up  my  profession  at 
once  and  have  lived  for  His  service 
ever  since.  Last  night  I  visited 
the  Hope  Mission,  and  the  Lord  told 
me  I  must  come  here  and  testify  of 
what  He  has  done  for  me."  The  con- 
gregation was  profoundly  impressed. 
The  rector,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
proceeded  with   the   service. 

The  hymn,  "Speed  Away,"  has  done 
much  to  arouse  interest  in  missions. 
It  has  become  the  Missionary  Fare- 
well Hymn,  being  sung  at  the  parting 
with  hundreds  of  missionaries  as  they 
set  out  upon  their  noble  errands. 

"Though  Your  Sins  Be  as  Scarlet," 
"Jesus  Keep  Me  Near  the  Cross," 
"Close  to  Thee,"  "Savior,  More  Than 
Life  to  Me,"  "Only  a  Step  to  Jesus," 
"Lord  at  Thy  Mercy  Seat,"  and  "All 
the  Way  My  Savior  Leads  Me"  are 
some  of  her  most  popular  songs  and 
are  extensively  used. 

Fanny's  own  favorite  was  "Faith  of 
Our  Fathers,"  which  was  sung  at  her 
funeral.— The  Church  Advocate. 

NOTICE 

Gideons,  please  keep  invoices  re- 
ceived with  papers  and  return  with 
remittance  payable  and  address  to 
the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  each 
month.  Do  not  send  to  other  depart- 
ments. 

The  Accounting  Department  is  re- 
stricted from  booking  the  third  order 
if  previous  orders  have  not  been  paid. 

Advice  to  change  gideon  or  order 
should  reach  the  office  on  or  before 
the  5th  of  the  month  preceding  the 
issue  of  the  paper. 


February,  1947 
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THE  UNMAILED  LETTER 

i  Continued  from  page  3) 
to  the  big  boathouse  that  you  were 
going  to  see  Auntie  Otsego,  so  I  hur- 
ried down  to  the  parsonage  to  take 
you  but  you  had  left.  I  knew  I  never 
could  find  you  in  all  that  fog,  so  I 
went  back  to  the  village  to  wait  until 
it  lifted.  Then  I  started  out  again  and 
located  you  by  your  fire.  That's  all. 
All  'cept  going  back  to  tell  everybody 
vou're  safe.  I'll  take  you  along  to  prove 
it." 

"But  what  about  Auntie?  Can't  we 
go  to  see  her  first?"  Intuitively  Cath- 
erine realized  that  her  thought  of 
another  had  brought  joy  to  Bob. 

"Sure  thing,  if  you  say  so,"  and  the 
boat  shifted  its  course  to  the  south. 
"Only  don't  stay  long,  for  the  whole 
village  is  waiting  for  me  to  bring  you 
back  safely." 

In  the  little  log  cabin  the  old  In- 
dian woman  lay  tossing  on  her  narrow 
cot.  The  pain  was  great,  but  greater 
°H11  was  her  mental  suffering  and 
the  fear  of  death  which  she  felt  was 
near.  Quietly,  Pastor  Bob  spoke  to  her, 
read  to  he''  of  the  heavenly  mansions 
and  praved  with  her.  In  an  adjoining 
room  Catherine,  grateful  for  a  school 
course  in  home  nursing,  prepared  her 
sJmole  remedies  and  instructed  the 
little  Indian  maid,  Auntie's  only  nurse, 
>n  their  use.  Before  tv>pv  left,  the  sick 
woman  rested  peacefully,  and  prom- 
ising to  return  the  following  morning 
thev  hurried  to  the  waiting  boat. 

With  h^r  head  resting  wearily  on 
the  roueh  shoulder  of  Bob's  lumber 
jacket,  and  with  his  strong  arm  sup- 
porting her.  the  trio  back  to  the  main- 
land seemed  a  short  one  to  Catherine. 
She  sat  perfectly  auiet,  busy  with 
thoughts  of  an  eventful  day.  In  the 
rocket  of  her  sweater  she  could  feel 
p  letter,  a  letter  which  that  very 
mornini  had  seemed  so  all-important 
but  which  until  now  she  had  almost 
forgotten  during  the  busy  hours  of 
the  afternoon. 

Joyous  indeed  was  their  welcome  at 
the  village  dock.  It  seemed  that  the 
whole  congregation  had  heard  that 
Pastor  Bob  and  Mrs.  Hammond  were 
in  danger,  and  had  assembled  here  to 
await  news  of  them. 

Mrs.  Denson,  relief  showing  plainly 
in  every  line  of  her  motherly  face, 
eds?ed  her  way  forward  to  greet  them. 
"You  surely  had  us  worried.  I  told 
everyone  who  came  to  the  office 
where  you  had  gone.  Strange  how  no 
one  wanted  anv  sunper  after  that 
news  got  out.  By  the  way,  here  is 
another  letter  for  you,  parson.  Stuck 
in  your  box  and  Mrs.  Hammond  didn't 
find  it  this  morning." 

"And  this  very  morning  I  said  that 
they  did  not  appreciate  you,  Bob," 
thought  Catherine,  as  even  the  chil- 
dren gathered  joyously  about  them. 

An  hour  later,  again  in  the  little 
parsonage,  Bob  remembered  the  let- 
ter. Silently  he  read  it,  and  then 
handed  it  to  Catherine. 

"Your  wish  came  true."  He  tried  to 
smile  but  when  Catherine  glanced  up 
unexpectedly  from  her  reading  she 
found  him  watching  her  with  troubled 


eyes. 

"Dear  Mr.  Hammond,"  the  letter 
read,  "The  congregation  of  St.  Paul's 
Church,  Chicago,  has  authorized  me  to 
write  you,  asking  if  you  will  consider 
a  call  to  become  our  pastor.  Many  of 
our  people  know  your  work  in  the  mis- 
sion where  you  now  labor.  You  have 
the  enthusiastic  recommendation  of 
your  college  and  seminary  professors. 
Should  you  be  willing  to  consider  such 
a  call,  there  is  no  doubt  but  what  you 
will  become  the  choice  of  St.  Paul's 
Church. 

"You  know  something  of  our  con- 
gregation. We  may  be  pardoned  for 
a,  bit  of  pride  in  its  history  which 
dates  back  almost  a  century,  in  its 
!ar2e  and  influential  membership  and 
in  its  position  among  other  churches 
of  the  denomination  and  of  the  city. 
All  details  we  shall  be  glad  to  aranrge 
with  you  in  personal  conference. 
"Sincerely, 
"Howard  Young,  Sec." 

As  she  laid  the  letter  down,  Bob 
said  gently:  "This  morning,  Cath- 
erine, I  prayed  that  I  might  not  be 
selfish,  that  I  might  realize  the  fact 
that  you  also  have  a  life  to  live.  Per- 
haps, perhaps  I  can  work  into  a  city 
Darish,  .  .  .  and  you  will  be  so  much 
happier." 

His  eyes  were  closed  either  in 
thought  or  in  prayer  as  Catherine 
took  an  unmailed  letter  from  the 
pocket  of  her  sweater  and  dropped  it 
into  the  leaping  flames  before  she 
answered.  "Bob,  today  I've  learned 
many  things.  I,  too.  have  felt  the 
claim  which  these  people  of  the  North 
have  upon  us,  they  are  no  longer  your 
people  but  our  people.  With  Grand- 
father Morton  I've  discussed  plans  for 
the  future,  glad  plans  which  include 
my  music.  On  that  little  island  I 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  joy  which  has 
so  long  been  yours,  the  jov  of  service 
rendered  in  His  name.  Bob,  dear,  I 
want  to  stay  right  here  and  work  with 
you." — The  Lutheran. 

UNCLE  IKE  TALKS  OF  LINCOLN 

(Continued  from  pa^e  6) 
'Abe  Lincoln  was  shot  last  night.' 
Then  the  two  went  home,  his  father 
holding  his  hand,  but  saying  never  a 
word.  Abe  Lincoln  was  shot.  When 
they  got  home  his  father  whispered 
the  story  of  the  tragedy  to  his  moth- 
er. And  then  sat  down  and  cried. 

"That  was  what  happened  to  me. 
It  was  as  if  that  man  were  telling  my 
story.  For  when  Lincoln  was  shot 
nobody  in  our  house  laughed  for  a 
long  time.  We  knew  Abe  Lincoln.  He 
might  be  the  president  of  the  United 
States,  but  he  was  Abe  Lincoln  of 
Springfield  to  us,  our  Abe.  And  now 
he  was  dead.  It  seemed  to  be  the  end 
of  everything. 

"Yes,  sonny,  you  do  middling  well 
as  a  Lincoln,  but  you've  not  got  the 
sad  look  in  your  eyes.  Lincoln  was  sad, 
and  I've  always  said  this,  just  because 
he  was  carrying  everybody's  load  on 
his  shoulders." 

And  Uncle  Ike  Wetherbee,  ninety- 
two,  a  man  who  knew  Lincoln,  shook 
hands  with  us,  a  tear  in  his  eye,  and 


turned  away.  Come  what  may,  he  has 
lived. — Selected. 

LIGHTED   PATHWAY   RATING 

FOR     DECEMBER 

Sold    for 

December  Total 

Alabama                    2,343  8,587 

Alaska  2  8 

Arizona  195  1,086 

Arkansas  712  2,450 

California  779  3,061 

Canada  278  1,1£6 

Colorado  23  90 

Connecticut  10  52 

Delaware  106  444 

Florida  ..2,730  10,497 

Foreign  602  2,153 

Georgia  .5,487  21,734 

Idaho                           86  338 

Illinois  ...1,655  6,310 

Indiana  698  2,816 

Iowa    244  820 

Kansas  392  1,210 

Kentucky  2,356  8,846 

Louisiana  406  1,982 

Maine  371  1,486 

Massachusetts  58  218 

Maryland  1,193  4,787 

Michigan  896  3,103 

Minnesota  65  262 

Mississippi  1,046  3,7f0 

Missouri  946  4,248 

Montana  209  668 

Nebraska  62  344 

Nevada  2  8 

New  Hampshire  22  37 

New  Jersey  149  640 

New  Mexico  210  837 

New   York  182  270 

North  Carolina  ...  5,239  20,510 

North  Dakota  209  982 

Ohio  3,655  12,676 

Oklahoma  630  1,858 

Oregon  187  732 

Pennsylvania  728  3,002 

South   Carolina  7,386  31,0r3 

South  Dakota  211  1,346 

Tennessee  ...  3,701  14,229 

Texas  1,845  7,567 

Virginia  1,492  6,370 

Washington    277  1,0P4 

Washington  D.  C.  61  284 

West   Virginia  4,007  10,166 

Wisconsin  45  267 

Wyoming  5  •      17 

54,193       206,461 

THE  SUBLIMEST    FIGURE    IN 
AMERICAN    HISTORY 

(Continued  from  page  7> 
by  no  doubts  or  questionings,  but  be- 
lieved always  in  an  overruling  Provi- 
dence and  a  merciful  God,  to  whom 
he  knelt  and  prayed  in  a  day  of  dark- 
ness or  in  an  hour  of  triumoh  with  a 
supreme  and  childlike  confidence." 

The  sublimest  figure  in  American 
history  is  Washington,  not  as  a  sol- 
dier forging  and  fashioning  an  army 
out  of  untrained  levies  and  turning 
a  forlorn  hope  into  a  victory,  not  as 
a  statesman  welding  the  states  with 
their  faults,  foibles,  and  prejudices 
into  a  nation,  not  as  a  leader  of  men 
uncomparably  great,  but  Washington 
on  his  knees  at  Valley  Forge  as  a  man 
of  prayer. — Thomas  C.  Richards,  in 
The  Adult  Bible  Glass  Magazine. 
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MAN'S  QUEST   FOR   HAPPINESS 

"Yesterday  is  dead — forget  it. 
Tomorrow  has  not  come — don't  worry. 
Today  is  here — use  it." 

Were  you  ever  REALLY  happy?  If 
so,  how  did  you  obtain  that  happi- 
ness? Some  seek  it  one  way,  and 
others  in  another.  Some  think  it  can 
be  found  in  travel  and  adventure. 
Others  seek  it  in  music,  art,  philoso- 
phy, love,  or  money.  Still  others  look 
for  it  in  pleasure,  leisure,  fine  clothes, 
beauty,  cars,  and  in  drink.  Position, 
pomp,  show,  and  power  is  the  goal  of 
others.  Thus  the  search  goes  on,  and 
even  though  one  gains,  in  a  measure, 
some  of  the  desires  of  his  heart,  he 
is  not  satisfied.  He  wants  something 
else,  or  gaining  what  he  desired,  he 
finds  it  is  not  what  he  wanted  after 
all. 

Our  capacity  for  enjoying  happiness 
depends  on  our  ability  to  GIVE  hap- 
piness. "To  have  joy,  one  must  share 
it."  Real  joy  and  contentment  comes 
from  service  to  others. 

David  Grayson  tells  us  another  way 
in  which  happiness  may  be  found: 
"Happiness,  I  have  discovered,  is 
nearly  always  a  rebound  from  hard 
work.  Happiness  loves  to  see  men  at 
work.  She  loves  self-sacrifice.  She  is 
found,  not  in  palaces,  but  lurking  in 
corn  fields  and  factories  and  hovering 
over  littered  desks.  She  crowns  the 
unconscious  head  of  the  busy  child.  If 
you  look  up  suddenly  from  hard  work, 
you  will  see  her,  but  if  you  look  too 
hard,  she  fades  sorrowfully  away." 

We  would  have  more  joy  in  our  lives 
if  we  would  cultivate  forgetfulness 
and  forgiveness,  cheerfulness,  faith, 
hope,  sympathy,  and  gratitude.  That 
person  is  truly  happy  who  has  God 
for  his  friend  and  trusts  in  Him.  If 
God  is  his  friend,  others  will  be  blessed 
by  his  life.  "All  that  we  send  into 
the  lives  of  others  comes  back  into  our 
very  own." 

"Take   what  God  gives,    O    heart    o) 
mine. 
And  build  your  house  of  happiness. 
Perchance    some     have     been     given 

more  ; 
But  many  have  been  given  less. 
The  treasure  lying  at  your  feet 

Whose  value  you  but  faintly  guess, 
Another   builder,  looking  on, 
Would  barter  heaven  to  possess." 
— Bettye    (Huddlestoni    White. 


MISSION  WEEK 

For  three  months  the  members  of 
the  Missionary  Society  had  looked 
forward  to  Mission  Week,  and  when 
it  finally  came,  we  were  very  eager  to 
plunge  into  it  with  all  the  enthusiasm 
we  could  muster. 

Our  Mission  Week  started  December 
4  with  a  very  inspiring  message  from 
Sister  Swiger,  our  sponsor,  but  that 
was  just  the  beginning  of  a  series  of 
wonderful  messages  which  were  given 
to  us  during  that  week. 


Rev.  Carl  J.  Hughes,  overseer  of  the 
West  Indies,  was  with  us  for  a  few 
days  during  that  week.  Several  nights, 
he  showed  us  pictures  of  his  beloved 
islands.  We  really  did  appreciate 
Brother  Hughes  and  his  untiring  ef- 
forts to  promote  the  cause  which  is  so 
dear  to  his  heart. 

Rev.  A.  M.  Phillips,  one  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Mission  Board,  spoke  to  us 
in  chapel  on  his  missionary  flight  to 
Haiti.  I  assure  you  that  he  helped  us 
to  better  catch  the  vision  of  a  world 
that  is  lost. 

Rev.  M.  P.  Cross  spoke  to  us  on 
"The  Perils  of  God's  Plan,"  on  the 
evening  of  the  6th.  Brother  Cross  will 
never  realize  just  how  much  we  ap- 
preciated everything  he  did  to  help  us 
during  this  time.  Rev.  George  Lemons 
gave  us  a  burning  message  that  lit 
a  spark  in  every  heart.  The  students 
prayed  that  evening  and  until  4 
o'clock  the  next  morning.  The  Lord 
met  with  us  in  a  wonderful  way. 

Sunday  morning  we  were  privileged 
to  have  Rev.  J.  Stewart  Brinsfield, 
Executive  Missions  Secretary,  speak  to 
the  whole  student  body.  His  subject 
was  "The  Christian  Challenge."  Never 
shall  we  forget  that  burning  mes- 
sage, and  I  am  sure  that  it  will  en- 
grave itself  forever  in  our  minds  and 
on  our  hearts.  He  called  us  to  con- 
secrate our  lives  anew  to  the  great 
task  before  us,  and  many  of  us  will- 
ingly surrendered  our  all  to  that  first 
Great  Missionary. 

Last,  but  not  least.  Rev.  Paul  H. 
Walker,  Chairman  of  the  Mission 
Board,  spoke  to  us.  He  gave  us  all 
something  to  think  about  and  I  am 
sure  that  it  was  very  profitable  to 
all  of  us. 

What  else  can  I  say  to  tell  you  how 
deep-seated  the  effects  of  this  week 
were,  and  how  God  blessed?  He  spoke 
to  each  heart  silently  and  I  can  say 
that  this  spirit  will  be  felt  through- 
out our  movement.  Christ  helped  us 
to  realize  that  this  gospel  should  not 
only  be  preached  in  Jerusalem,  but  in 
Judea,  Samaria,  and  even  to  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  earth. 

As  I  went  through  the  halls  with 
paper  and  pencil,  some  expressed  this 
opinion  of  Mission  Week. 

"Mission  week  was  one  of  the  most 
inspirational  groups  of  services  that 
I  have  ever  attended.  God  impressed 
strongly  upon  each  of  us  the  indis- 
pensableness  of  carrying  the  gospel 
of  His  Son  to  all  the  world." 

Mission  Week  in  B.  T.  S.  and  College 
was  educational,  interesting  and  soul- 
stirring.  The  Moslems  of  North  Africa 
are  going  to  feel  results  from  it.  The 
Buddhists  of  China  shall  lose  their 
hold  upon  many  souls  because  of  it, 
and  other  lands  will  receive  the  "Gift 
of  God"  because  of  Mission  Week. 

God  truly  set  His  approval  upon  it, 
for  which  we  say,  humbly,  "Thank 
You,  Fathei,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost."— 
Bettye    (Huddleston)    White. 


JEWISH   RABBI   VISITS   B.  T.  S. 

On  December  9,  the  Ministerial 
Association  was  privileged  to  have  as 
its  guest  speaker,  Rabbi  Goodman,  of 
Knoxville.  The  "Essence  of  Judaism" 
was  the  theme  of  his  lecture.  He 
brought  to  our  minds  the  fact  that  as 
Abraham,  father  of  the  Hebrews,  set 
an  example  by  being  "hospitable" 
and  "charitable,"  so  the  Jews  today 
practice  the  same  principle.  Other  in- 
formative and  interesting  facts  con- 
cerning the  Talmud,  their  dietary, 
ways  of  practicing  the  "all-inclusive 
principle"  of  thanksgiving,  differences 
in  the  Orthodox,  Reform,  and  Con- 
servative Jew,  and  their  view  of  Jesus 
and  the  Messiah  were  presented.  In 
conclusion,  he  very  graciously 
answered  any  questions  the  members, 
other  students,  or  faculty  asked.  We 
feel  that  Rabbi  Goodman's  coming 
not  only  gave  us  much  information 
about  Judaism,  but  also  helped  us  to 
better  understand  other  peoples. — 
Vivian  Becker. 


WHAT  B.  T.  S.  MEANS  TO  ME 

During  the  Christmas  holidays  I 
was  asked  by  a  prominent  North 
Carolina  minister  of  one  of  the  larger 
denominations  to  give  my  impression 
of  B.  T.  S.  and  College.  This  was  my 
reply: 

"Because  of  its  scenic  location,  it 
naturally  creates  a  God-conscious 
atmosphere.  The  teachers  are  very 
able;  the  fundamental  reason  being 
that  they  love  and  respect  the  whole 
Bible  and  teach  it  as  the  inspired 
Word  of  God.  Social  activities  are 
centered  around  the  Church  and  be- 
cause of  the  Christian  fellowship  that 
abounds  here,  our  social  life  is  made 
most  enjoyable. 

"God  is  the  exalted  name  on  this 
campus.  It  is  for  Him  that  we  live, 
study,  and  prepare  to  serve.  I  am 
thankful  that  He  has  led  me  to  a 
school  where  holiness  is  taught,  lived 
daily,  and  upheld  as  the  way  to  eter- 
nal life."— Etheldred  H.  Holt. 


SENIOR   CLASS   SPONSORS 
IMPERSONATOR 

The  appearance  of  Mr.  W.  Powell 
Hale  at  B.  T.  S.  on  the  night  of  De- 
cember 14  was  one  of  great  interest 
and  entertainment.  The  program  was 
sponsored  by  the  Senior  Class  of 
1946-47. 

Mr.  Hale,  nationally  known  lecturer 
and  impersonator,  kept  the  large  au- 
dience in  extreme  emotions  for  an 
hour's  program.  Each  of  the  read- 
ings and  impersonations  presented  a 
lesson  in  real  life  The  audience  was 
moved  from  laughter  to  tears  as  Mr. 
Hale  impersonated  a  child,  a  girl  on 
her  first  date,  and  a  faithful  and  be- 
loved dog.  Another  reading  of  special 
interest  was  the  conversion  of  a 
drunken  father  at  Christmas  time. 

During  a  short  intermission,  prizes 
were  given  to  the  three  persons  who 
had  sold  the  most  tickets.  George 
Strickland,  Freda  Burgett,  and  Jo 
Ann    Hausserman    won,    respectively. 

Mr.  Hale  was  accorded  such  up- 
roarious applause  that  he  gave  an 
additional  fifteen  minutes  to  an  al- 
ready enjoyable  and  interesting  pro- 
gram.— O'Neil  McCullough. 
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Zke  Waiting  Jeast 

— Zula  Lloyd  Leach. 
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I  said,  "The  chamber  is  ready; 

A  sumptuous  feast  is  spread, 
And  a  couch  prepared  where  the  Master 

May  rest  His  weary  head; 
But  why  does  the  Master  tarry? 

It  is  weary  to   watch  and  wait, 
And  I  think  I  will  go  to  meet  Him, 

For  the  Master  indeed  is  late; 
And  I  hnoiv  I  can  never  miss  Him 

For  Vm  sure  I  shall  know  His  face: 
There  can  be  none  other  like  Him, 

For  none  hath  His  power  and  grace." 
So  I  started  along  the  highway 

Where  many  had  passed  of  old, 
And  I  said,  "I  must  surely  hasten 

Lest  the  feast  I  have  spread  grow  cold"; 
But  a  leper  sought  to  detain  me — 

He  was  begging  for  alms  I  tveen — 
And  his  harsh  cry  folloived  me  on  the  tvay; 

"Unclean,  unclean,  unclean." 
Then  I  met,  as  I  journeyed  onward, 

A  child  that  was  weak  and  lame, 
And  he  said,  "I  am  tired  and  hungry; 

I  am  thankful  indeed  you  came." 
But  I  said,  "I  must  hasten  onward; 

I  must  leave  you,  alas,  behind, 
For  a  feast  is  spread  for  the  Master, 

And  Him  I  must  seek  to  find." 
Then  still  as  I  journeyed  onivard, 

A  woman  both  frail  and  fair 
Gave  hail,  "Oh,  kindly  stranger, 

In  mercy  heed  my  prayer; 
I  must  have  food  and  shelter: 

'Tis  near  the  close  of  the  day." 
But  the  marks  of  shame  were  on  her  face 

And  I  dretv  my  robes  away. 
Then  the  Master  stood  before  me; 

Him  whom  I  sought  was  found, 
And  I  kissed  the  hem  of  His  garment 

As  I  boived  me  to  the  ground. 


But  the  Master's  eyes  tvere  saddened 

And  His  voice  was  weary  with  care: 
"Three  times  today  have  the  wretched  pled 

To  you  who  denied  their  prayer, 
And  know  ye  not,  foolish  sister, 

How  lonely  the  wretched  be} 
Ye  have  done  it  not  to  the  least  of  these; 

Ye  have  done  it  not  to  me. 
I  do  not  need  your  shelter, 

The  feast  that  your  hands  have  spread. 
But  they  whose  need  you  have  denied 

Craved  shelter  and  rest  and  bread." 
And  I  stood  condemned  before  Hint 

Who  had  healed  the  sick  and  lame, 
And  I  bowed  my  head  in  sorrow, 

For  my  heart  was  full  of  shame; 
And  I  said,  "I  will  go  and  seek  them, 

While  yet  there  is  time  and  light." 
But  I  sought  on  the  lonely  highway 

Thru  the  long  and  dreary  night; 
And  the  feast  I  had  spread  for  the  kindly 

And  gracious  and  holy  Lord 
Still  waits  for  a  guest  to  enter, 

And  sit  at  my  humble  board; 
And  I  know  thru  the  years  that  follow, 

Tho'  rugged  and  steep  life's  tvay, 
Tho'  little  I  have  to  offer, 

Tho*  they  come  by  night  or  day, 
For  the  sake  of  the  blessed  Master, 

I  will  turn  no  guest  away. 
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Psalm  119:105 


THE  PRAYER 
Holy  Father,  with  grateful  heart  I  turn  to  Thee  who 
has  never  failed  me.  With  hesitant  steps  I  came  to  the 
crossroad  and  felt  myself  in  doubt  which  way  to  take, 
when  suddenly  in  my  indecision  I  became  conscious  of 
Thy  presence.  Thou  gavest  me  confidence  and  calm.  Thy 
voice  indicated  the  way  to  go,  and  now 
I  walk  in  it.  How  can  I  thank  Thee,  O 
God,  for  Thy  providential  care?  How, 
except  by  loving  Thee  more  and  serv- 
ing Thee  better?  Teach  me  then,  O  God, 
to  face  every  circumstance  with  quiet 
trust  in  Thee.  Grant  me  to  know  that 
nothing  can  happen  which  needs  to 
baffle  me.  Thou  art  at  every  cross- 
road with  the  sure  word  of  guidance, 
with  inner  light  for  darkened  hearts, 
with  clearer  vision  for  eyes  on  which 
have  settled  the  mists  of  doubt,  and 
with  quickened  insight  for  perplexed 
minds. 

When  Thou  callest,  O  Christ,  give  me 
strength  to  follow.  Forbid  that  I  should 
make  excuse  or  permit  my  own  de- 
sires to  frustrate  Thy  plans.  How  ever  full  of  daring,  hard- 
ship, or  adventure  Thy  commission  for  me  may  be,  enable 
me  to  make  the  dedication  of  my  life  complete,  whether 
Thy  work  leads  upward  to  the  heights  or  down  into  the 
valleys.  By  Thy  Spirit  renew  me  daily;  by  Thy  counsels 
both  comfort  and  admonish  me;  and  by  Thy  great  love 
make  me  faithful  and  grateful.  Thine  shall  be  all  the 
praise  and  glory  forevermore.   Amen. 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

In  writing  ray  message  this  month  I  feel  my  responsi- 
bility. In  my  vision  I  can  see  millions  of  boys  and  girls 
at  the  crossroads.  Some  are  standing  wondering  which 
way  to  go.  Others  are  choosing  the  downward  road  and 
a  few  are  going  down  the  beautiful  way  with  their  hand 
in  Christ's  hand  saying,  "Lord,  what  would'st  Thou  have 
me  to  do?"  I  want  to  get  just  as  close  to  you  as  I  can,  so 
that  I  can  whisper  in  your  ear  and  tell  you  which  way 
to  go. 

The  theme  running  through  our  paper  this  month  is 
"Having  a  Purpose  in  Life."  On  our  Y.P.E.  lesson  page 
you  will  find  a  lesson  on  this  subject  and  one  on  "Find- 
ing God's  Will  for  Your  Life."  These  are  very  needful 
subjects  and  we  hope  you  will  study  them  along  with  this 
message.  We  hope  that  you  will  insist  on  your  young 
people  studying  this  in  your  Y.P.E. 

One .  of  the  most  serious  thoughts  that  has  burned  its 
way  into  my  heart  since  God  led  me  to  work  with  young- 
people  is  the  fact  that  with  the  beginning  of  every  year, 
every  month,  every  day  and  every  hour,  young  men  and 
young  women  are  at  the  crossroads,  not  knowing  which 
way  to  go,  and  that  God  is  depending  on  you  and  me  to 
show  them  the  way.  Isn't  it  a  great  responsibility?  Do 
we  feel  it  as  we  should?  We  are  just  a  little  way  over 
in  the  new  year.  Your  New  Year  resolutions  are  still  on 
your  mind  and  you  are  trying  to  keep  them.  However, 
each  day  of  the  year  is  just  as  important,  for  we  should 
begin  each  day  with  the  prayer,  "Lord,  make  me  a  bless- 
ing today."  Each  day  we  should  go  forth  with  the  thought, 
"I  want  to  live  so  the  Lord  can  use  me."  Let  us  see  what 
Daniel  purposed. 

"But  Daniel  purposed  in  his  heart  that  he  would  not 
defile  himself  with  the  portion  of  the  king's  meat,  nor 
with  the  wine  which  he  drank:  therefore  he  requested 
of  the  prince  of  the  eunuchs  that  he  might  not  defile 
himself." 

This  is  one  thing  you  can  do,  have  a  purpose  in  life. 
You  must  have  a  purpose  in  life  before  God  can  lead  you 
in  plain  paths.  So  many  young  people  are  floundering 
around  desiring  to  know  God's  will  for  them.  We  see 
how    wonderfully    God    led   Daniel   after    he    purposed    to 


serve  Him  regardless  of  the  cost.    So  many  want  to  knovlJ 
God's  will  concerning  them  so  they  will  know  whether  o: 
not  they  will  be  willing  to  go  God's  way. 

Dear  ones,  God  will  never  guide  you  until  you  hav<| 
put  yourself  unreservedly  into  His  hands,  to  live  for  Hinl 
regardless  of  the  cost.  This  will  be  the  sweetest  day  o:| 
your  life  when  you  make  that  entire  consecration.  Yoi  i 
do  not  have  to  be  in  a  revival  meeting  to  make  thi;| 
decision.  You  can  make  it  as  you  read  this  message  righll 
now.  Wouldn't  it  be  wonderful  if  I  should  receive  a  letteij] 
from  you,  saying,  "Sister  Harrison,  while  I  read  youii 
message  I  gave  my  heart  to  God  or  I  surrendered  my  life! 
unreservedly  in  His  hands  to  live  for  Him  or  to  die  foil 
Him  if  needs  be?"  After  you  have  made  this  surrender  allj 
you  need  to  do  is  to  be  still  before  God  and  let  Him  speal 
to  your  heart. 

There  is  a  corner  somewhere  that  I  alone  can  fill, 
If  I  should  fail  to  take  my  place,  no  other  ever  will. 
It's  all  a  part  of  His  great  plan  that  each  a  worker  be. 
And  somewhere  in  His  vineyard  wide,  my  Lord  needs  met 

He  may  lead  you  to  look  around  and  work  right  in  youi 
own  church  or  your  neighborhood  first,  and  as  you  obey 
He  may  call  you  out  into  larger  service.   George  McDonalc 
says:    "Never  be  discouraged  because  good  things  get  or 
so  slowly  here,  and  never  fail  to  do  daily  that  good  whicr 
lies  next  to  your  hand.   Do  not  be  in  a  hurry,  but  be  dili- 1 
gent.    Enter  into  the  sublime  patience  of  the  Lord.    Bel 
charitable  in  view  of  it.  God  can  afford  to  wait.  Why  can-I 
not  we,  since  we  have  Him  to  fall  back  on?    Let  patience! 
have  her  perfect  work,  and  bring  forth  her  celestial  fruits! 
Trust  God  to  weave  your  little  thread  into  the  great  web  I 
though  the  pattern  shows  it  not  yet." 

Thousands  of  boys  and  girls  get  in  a  hurry  and  fail: 
God.  Some  in  their  lifework.  others  in  choosing  a  com-l 
panion.  These  are  both  very  important  and  may  be  eitherl 
the  making  or  the  marring  of  your  life.  "Be  still  and  know| 
that  I  am  God,"  Psa.  46:  io. 

Very  few  boys  and  girls  intend  to  go  the  way  of  the 
world  always.  They  plan  to  do  better  after  awhile,  but 
want  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  sin  for  a  season.  Yes,  they 
want  to  sow  some  wild  oats  before  they  settle  down.  Here 
is  what  David  Starr  Jordan  says  to  you:  "Your  first  duty 
in  life  is  toward  your  afterself.  So  live  that  the  man  you 
ought  to  be  may,  in  his  time,  be  possible,  be  actual.    Far! 

(Continued  on  page  16) 

DIVINE  GUIDANCE 

Psalm  32:8 


When    I      come,      perplexed     and 
worried. 
To   the    parting    of   the   ways, 
And  I  stand  with  straining  vision. 

Thus  to  penetrate  the  haze, 
Heav'nward    wings    my    supplica- 
tion— 
Straightway     comes     the     blest 
reply, 
"Fear  not,   I'll  instruct  and  teach 

thee, 
I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 

Lack  ye  wisdom  that  is  needed. 

Midst   the    cares   of    daily    life? 
Ask  of    Him   who  giveth   freely 
Strength    and    counsel    for    the 
strife; 
Trust    no    "arm  of    flesh,"    men's 
counsel. 
On  God's  Word  alone  rely; 
"Fear  not,   I'll  instruct  and  teach 

thee, 
1   will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 


Dark  may  be  the  vale  of  sorrow, 
Far  away  the  mountain  height; 

Cold    and    gloomy,    hot    and    irk- 
some 
Lies  the  pathway;  so  our  plight 

Tempts  our  feet  aside  to  wander, 
Dulls  our  ears  to  hear  Him  cry, 

"Fear  not,   I'll  instruct  and  teach 
tiiee, 

f  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 

As  we  hear,  and  give  obedience, 
From    the     path     we    can     not 
stray; 
Not  one  word  of  any  promise 
Fails    us    on     our     heavenward 
way; 
Praise     His    name!      Life's   sunset 
glories 
Flash    this   signal    in    the   sky, 
"Fear  not,   I'll  instruct  and  teach 

thee, 
I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 

— J.  W.  Spencer. 


Muymp  Africa's  Qold 


NELLIE    L.    HARRINGTON 


"Beautiful,  isn't  it?"  breathed  Ca- 
rolyn Whittier,  as  she  stood  with  her 
husband  at  the  deck-rail  of  their 
steamer  and  Razed  shoreward. 

It  was  early  morning  and  the  sun- 
light lay  warm  on  the  hills  that  locked 
the  harbor.  The  gently  rolling  waves 
sweeping  up  on  the  sands  only  accent- 
ed the  peacefulness  of  green  verdure 
and  cloudless  sky.  It  gripped  the  heart 
— especially  of  this  new  missionary. 

As  is  the  case  with  so  many  harbors 
on  the  coast  of  West  Africa  there  was 
not  sufficient  depth  of  water  for  dock- 
ing large  craft.  They  must  anchor  out 
in  the  bay  and  passengers  and  luggage 
and  cargo  must  be  transferred  by 
small  boats. 

Rev.  Jerry  Whittier  and  his  wife 
were  standing  at  the  rail,  alternately 
watching  the  activities  of  the  boatmen 
and  gazing  raptly  at  the  land  where 
their  future  work  lay. 

Jerry  slowly  answered  his  wife,  "Yes, 
it  is  very  lovely.  If  'Africa  is  the  white 
man's  grave,'  as  they  say  it  is,  I  must 
say  that  I  do  not  know  of  a  lovelier 
spot  than  this  to  await  the  resurrec- 
tion." 

"Jerry!"  reproachfully  exclaimed 
Carolyn,  "don't  talk  like  that."  Her 
tone  was  almost  sharp. 

"But,  Carolyn,  why  not?"  he  asked  in 
surprise.  "Was  not  the  possibility  in 
your  consecration  to  the  mission  field? 
You  know  how  many  of  our  workers 
are  sleeping  in  'God's  Acre'  over  here." 

"Yes,  I  know,  but  is  it  necessary  to 
emphasize  that  side  of  the  picture? 
I'd  rather  not  talk  about  it,"  she  said, 
half-turning  away. 

"Wait  a  minute,  Carrie,"  her  hus- 
band said.  "There  is  something  I  ought 
to  say  to  you.  I  have  tried  a  number 
of  times,  but  you  have  always  turned 
aside — as  you  would  have  done  just 
now.  We  will  have  to  wait  here  for  a 
while  longer,  and  I  feel  that  perhaps 
this  is  the  time  and  the  place  for  what 
I  would  say." 

He  sounded  so  serious  that  Carolyn 
was  impressed.  She  now  remembered 
that  during  the  past  four  years  of  col- 
lege association,  Jerry  had  tried,  oc- 
casionally, to  broach  somber  ideas.  But 
she  liked  sunlight  and  steered  away 
from  shadows!  Perhaps  she'd  better 
get  it  over  with,  as  one  does  an  unwel- 
come task.  So  she  dutifully  turned 
back  to  the  rail  and  again  fixed  her 
eyes  on  the  shore. 

Was  it  possible  that  people  could 
live  in  the  darkness  of  heathenism  in 
the  midst  of  such  beauty?  was  the 
question  that  crossed  her  mind.  And 
it  also  occurred  to  her  that  she  might 
not  be  any  more  sure  of  her  knowl- 
edge of  this  man  at  her  side  than  she 
was  of  the  practical  life  of  a  mission- 
ary. True,  she  and  Jerry  had  been  at- 
tracted to  each  other  by  their  mutual 
interest  in  Africa.  They  had  worked 
side  by  side  through  their  college 
years.  Commencement  was  quickly  fol- 
lowed by  their  marriage,  and  that,  in 


WANTED 

"A  vessel  I  want,"  said  the  Master  one  day, 

"A    vessel    to    use    in    a    peculiar    way. 

One  for   my  very  own,    I   desire, 

One    that    will    stand    the    test    and    the    fire. 

Naught    artificial    will    satisfy. 

And  none  must  be  able  to  sell  or  buy. 

This    peculiar   treasure,    set    aside, 

In    which    my    Spirit    shall    abide. 

'Tis   for   My  service,    when    I    choose. 

And  when  I  send  'twill  not  refuse, 

'Tis  to   be   as  clay   in   the    Potter's    hand, 

To  be  fashioned  and  molded  at  His  command. 

'Tis  His,  He  must  have  His  way,  today, 
A   vessel   to   honour,    made   clean   and   white, 
By  the  power  of  God   kept  shining   bright, 
Made    fit   to    stand    before   angels    and    men. 
Revealing  my  power  and  glory  to  them. 
For  such  a  vessel  I  shed  my  blood, 
To  present  a   people  back  to  God. 
Many  trophies  I've  won  from  this  world  and 

sin. 
And    many    more    I    have   yet  to   win. 
And  soon  I  shall  come  to  claim  my  own, 
That  are  waiting  and    ready  for  heaven  and 

home." 

Are    you    the    vessel    the    Master    seeks? 
If  so,   lay   your  all   at    His   precious   feet. 
Your  talents,  and  silver,   hopes  and   dreams, 
Your   future,    ambitions,    and    all   that  seems 
To  stand  in  the  way,  and  the  vessel   mar. 
And    eventually    you    from    heaven    will    bar. 
Jesus  still   calls,   why    not  obey? 
Give  your  best  to   Him  today. 

— S.  I.  Daden. 


turn,  by  their  sailing  date.  The  long 
ocean  voyage  was  their  honeymoon. 
They  had  found  the  inevitable  adjust- 
ments. Was  this,  the  wife  wondered, 
one  more  that  must  be  made? 

Her  husband's  voice  broke  in  on  her 
thought.  "I  haven't  told  you  very 
much  of  my  past.  The  future  seemed 
so  much  more  important.  But  I  wanted 
a  business  career!  You  know  that  my 
parents  died  when  I  was  small.  I  told 
you  that.  I  was  brought  up  by  Uncle 
Joseph.  I  think  you  knew  that,  too.  But 
what  I  do  not  often  tell  is  that  he  was 
a  wealthy  man." 

"He  was?" 

"Yes.  He  owned  a  good  business  and 
he  put  me  in  training  to  carry  it  on." 

"You  never  told  me  anything  about 
that,"  she  accused. 

"No,"  he  admitted.  "There  was  no 
point  in  rehashing  it  all  over.  It  has 
lost  its  importance,  but  the  fact  does 
explain  the  other  part  that  has  been 
vital  for  some  time.  I  liked  business. 
Liked  to  buy  and  sell.  Liked  the  ac- 
quisition of  property  and  goods — and 
success  whetted  my  appetite  for  more. 
I  can  fully  understand  the  'greed,'  as 
it  is  commonly  called.  I  know  it  is 
simply  following  the  God-given  urge 
to  achieve,"  and  his  eyes  held  a  remi- 
niscient  light. 

"Was  that  all  you  wished  to  say  to 


me?"  she  asked  timidly.  This  was  a 
new  phase  in  this  husband  of  hers  and 
she  was  at  a  loss  how  to  adapt  herself 
to  it. 

"Oh,  no,"  he  hastened  to  say,  "It  was 
rather  beside  the  point.  I  do  not  want 
to  be  tiresome,  dear,  but  when  I  met 
the  Lord,  I  put  myself  into  His  hands 
— and  He  said,  'Africa'!  And  I  wanted 
to  buy  and  sell!" 

"Oh,  oh!"  as  she  sensed  the  tragedy 
of  it. 

"Yes.  I  had  a  struggle  in  more  ways 
than  one.  My  uncle  was  hurt — terribly. 
After  all  his  kindness,  his  time,  his  ef- 
forts, to  have  it  all  wasted  on  a 
preacher  to  the  heathen!  To  give  up 
business,  and  turn  my  back  upon  his 
beautiful  home!  It  was  too  much!  He 
tried  to  convince  me  that  my  work 
might  be  done  by  financing  others  in 
Africa." 

"And  you  couldn't." 

He  shook  his  head.  "It  rang  in  my 
ears,  'You  have  a  work  that  no  other 
can  do,'  and  that  work  lies  here  in 
Africa.  Uncle  Joseph  disinherited  me. 
I  have  worked  my  way  through  the 
school  entirely  unaided.  But  I  thank 
God  that  one  day  He  did  give  me  a 
different  vision  of  my  task.  The  work 
is  one,  but  there  are  many  methods, 
and  I  saw  the  one  I  could  best  use." 

"Yes?"  suggestively,  as  he  paused 
long. 

"I  don't  know  that  I  can  explain  it 
to  you.  I've  tried  to  tell  a  few  friends 
and  so  far  without  success.  So  I  gen- 
erally say  that  the  country  is  on  my 
heart — and  it  is.  And  that  the  Lord 
has  called  me — which  He  has." 

She  nodded  sympathetically.  "I 
know,  too,  about  trying  to  share  with 
others  the  burden  for  the  lost  in  this 
Dark  Continent,"  she  said  simply. 

"If  you  had  not  had  the  call  I  would 
not  have  married  you,"  he  stated 
quietly.  "But  when  the  pressure  came 
on  my  soul  for  Africa  I  saw  an  open 
grave." 

"Jerry!"  startled. 

"Yes.  My  consecration  had  to  be  not 
only  to  live  here  and  work  for  fee  sal- 
vation of  souls  but  to  be  able  to  say 

(Continued  on  page  18) 
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A  SMALL  BOY'S  BIG  SERMON 

A    lad    in    Boston,    rather    small    for    his 


■  n 

years,  worked  in  an  office  as  an  errand 
boy  for  four  men  who  did  business  there. 
One  day  the  men  were  chaffing  him  a  little 
about  being  so  small,  and  said  to   him: 

"You  never  will  amount  to  much;  you're 
too    small." 

The  little  fellow  looked  at  them.  "Well," 
said  he,  "small  as  I  am  I  can  do  something 
which  none  of  you  four  men  can  do." 

"Ah!    What  is  that?"  they  asked. 

"I   don't  know  that  I  ought  to  tell  you." 

But  they  were  eager  to  know  and 
urged  him  to  tell  what  he  could  do  that 
none  of  them  were  able  to  do. 

"I  can  keep  from  swearing,"  said  the 
little  fellow  with  confidence. 

The  four  men  did  not  question  him  fur- 
ther.— Topical     Illustrations. 

HOW  JOHN  AND  JULIA  HELPED 

John  and  Julia  were  hurrying  along 
under  the  old  umbrella  to  get  to  Sun- 
day School,  but  they  were  not  as  hap- 
py as  usual.  They  loved  the  school 
and  dear  Miss  Eleanor,  their  nice 
teacher,  but  today  was  to  be  the  gift 
day  for  the  school,  and  they  had 
nothing  to  give.  Other  children  had 
been  talking  about  money  and  out- 
grown clothes,  and  toys  and  books 
for  the  poor  family  that  needed  help 
so  much  since  their  house  had  burned 
down,  but  at  home  John  and  Julia 
could  find  nothing  to  take,  because 
their  mother  was  poor  and  had  to 
work  very  hard  to  take  care  of  her 
little  ones. 

"Let's  sit  back  in  a  corner  so  nobody 
will  know  we  didn't  have  anything  to 
give,"  said  Julia. 

"Let's,"  said  John.  "Maybe  nobody 
will  know  we  are  there." 

"Mother  cried  because  she  had 
nothing  to  give  us,  but  she  said  may- 
be we'll  help  by  going,"  said  Julia. 

John  was  having  a  struggle  with 
the  old  umbrella,  and  could  not  an- 
swer until  the  gust  of  wind  had  gone 
sweeping  up  the  street.  "I  don't  see 
how  it  would  help  by  just  being 
there,"  he  panted.  "That  won't  get 
the  poor  family  anything  to  eat  or  to 
wear." 

"I  don't  either,  but  Mother  knows 
lots  of  things  that  we  don't.  Let's  hur- 
ry or  we'll  be  late." 

And  what  do  you  think  happened? 
Mr.  Brown  who  seldom  came  to  Sun- 
day School,  saw  the  children  going 
past  in  the  rain,  and  he  said  to  Mrs. 
Brown  that  if  two  little  children 
could  go  through  a  windstorm  he 
could  go  too,  so  he  put  on  his  big  rain 
coat  and  started  out  at  once.  When 
he  got  to  the  Sunday  School  and  heard 
about  the  poor  family  he  took  a  new 
ten-dollar-bill  from  his  pocketbook 
and  put  it  with  the  other  gifts. 

"This  is  really  not  my  gift,"  he  said, 
as  he  put  it  on  the  plate.  "I  knew 
nothing  about  the  poor  family  and 
their  needs,  as  I  have  been  out  of  town 
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for  several  weeks.  I  had  not  intended 
to  come  to  church  this  morning,  but 
when  I  saw  John  and  Julia  Moore  go- 
ing bravely  through  the  storm  I  got 
ready  at  once.  A  good  example  like 
that  counts,  and  this  is  really  their 
gift." 

Everybody  looked  at  John  and  Julia, 
and  the  little  girl  whispered  to  her 
brother:  "Mother  did  know!  It  helped 
to  come  even  if  we  had  nothing  to 
bring." — Selected. 


MEMORY  GEM  FOR  M.  O.  H. 
MEMBERS 

HELP  SOMEBODY 

"Such   little   hands!    What   can  they 

do? 
Just  wait,  and   I  will  tell  you  true. 
These  little  hands  fresh  flowers  can 

bring, 
And  praise  the  loving  King  of  heaven. 
Who  has  to  us  such  treasures  given. 

"Is  there  a  work  for  little  feet? 
Yes,  they  can  patter  down  the  street; 
Bread  to  the  hungry  they  can  take, 
Swift    errands    run    for    Jesus'    sake; 
And    with    these    hands    some    dimes 

can  earn 
To  help  the  poor  of  Christ  to  learn. 

"I'll  tell  you  what  these  eyes  can  do; 
Find  Bible  promises  so  true 
To   read   to   those   who,   sick   or   old, 
No   longer   see   the   words   of   gold; 
If  you'd  a  blind  man  cause  to  smile, 
Be  eyes  for  Him  a  little  while. 

"Yes,  hands  and  feet  and  eyes  may 

share 
The    work    which     helps     to    answer 

prayer. 
We   pray   the   hungry   may   be   fed, 
To    Christ    the    weary    may    be    led; 
The    poor    be     clothed — 'tis    good    to 

pray 
And  help  somebody  every  day." 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Ever  since  I  saw  the  Lighted  Path-j 
way  I  have  intended  to  write  you.  I 
get  the  paper  at  the  Church  of  God; 
here  at  Randleman,  N.  C.  I  never| 
knew  about  the  paper  until  I  came: 
here. 

I  have  started  a  circle  for  young! 
people  and  children,  the  purpose  off 
which  is  to  get  young  people  and! 
children  to  write  to  shut-ins.  I  won-] 
der  if  you  could  help  me  by  sending! 
names  of  shut-ins  who  are  under' 
twenty  years  old. 

My  mother  has  a  Sunshine  Circle 
and  Prayer  Band  for  shut-ins,  but  I 
don't  know  of  any  for  young  people.! 

Please  tell  me  about  the  M.  O.  H. 
club,  and  how  I  may  become  a  mem- 
ber.— Grace   Perry,  Box  236,  Randle-I 
man,  N.  C. 

NOTE:— Send  the  names  of  shut- 
ins  to  Grace  and  she  will  give  them 
to  her  mother.  This  is  a  great  work.: 

THE  WRONG  ROAD 

Johnny  was  going  to  school.  He1 
had  not  been  going  to  school  for  long, 
and  he  did  not  like  to  go.  Every  J 
morning  when  he  was  getting  his! 
hands  and  face  washed  and  his  hair 
brushed  all  smooth  and  nice,  he  was: 
wishing  that  he  did  not  need  to  go| 
to  school. 

After  he  had  started  he  wished  that, 
he  might  find  something  else  to  do.  J 
It  was  a  lovely  spring  morning,  but 
Johnny  was  not  happy.  His  feet' 
dragged  as  he  went  along.  When  het 
came  to  a  road  that  turned  off  from! 
the  one  that  led  to  school,  he  decided  i 
to  take  the  other  road,  for  it  looked1 
very  nice  at  the  beginning. 

Suddenly,   his    foot    slipped    into   a  I 
deep    hole.     He    could    hardly    get    itfl 
out  again,  but  he  pulled  and  tugged; 
till  his  foot  was  loose  again.  Soon  the 
other    foot  went   down    into    another  I 
hole  that  was  made  by  a  cow's  foot.  I 
Again  he  had  hard  work  to  get  out. 
Then  he  saw  many  such  tracks.    All 
the  ground  was  covered  with  a  dark 
mud,  and  he  could  hardly  walk  at  all. 

Then  Johnny  decided  to  go  to  I 
school.  When  he  reached  the  school-  I 
house  he  was  very  tired,  but  he  told  I 
the  teacher  all  about  it.  He  was  very  | 
sorry  that  his  shoes  were  so  muddy, 
but  he  just  could  not  get  them  clean. 

The  teacher  understood,  and  she 
was  very  kind.  She  told  him  to  clean 
up  his  shoes  the  best  he  could. 

When  recess  came,  the  teacher 
called  Johnny  to  her,  and  told  him 
that  the  road  that  leads  away  from 
the  right  is  always  a  hard  road,  even 
though  it  may  seem  very  good  when 
we  first  begin  to  travel  that  way. — 
Beams  of  Light. 

TWO   FRIENDS 

"In  a  Minute"  is  a  bad  friend.  He 
makes  you  put  off  what  you  ought 
to  do  at  once,  and  so  he  gets  you  into 
a  great  deal  of  trouble. 

"Right  Away"  is  a  good  friend.  He 
helps  you  to  do  pleasantly  and  quick- 
ly what  you  are  asked  to  do,  and  he 
never  gets  you  into  trouble. 

— Publisher  Unknown. 
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SETTING  UP  THEIR  BANNER 

By  Alice  L.  Dyer 

As  Stan  and  Marion  Barker  walked 
slowly  home  from  Dupont  Mission, 
where  they  had  been  gloriously  saved 
and  their  whole  outlook  on  life  trans- 
formed, they  talked  joyously  of  many 
things. 

"Wasn't  it  just  wonderful,"  Marion 
mused  happily,  "the  way  the  evange- 
list talked  and  advised  us!  I  liked  so 
much  his  idea  of  setting  up  the  ban- 
ner. Do  you  remember  the  Bible  verse 
he  quoted,  Stan?" 

"Not  exactly.  I'm  so  green  on  the 
Bible.  But  I  remember  where  it  is 
found.  I  made  sure  of  that.  It's  in 
Psalm  20:5.  We've  a  Bible  around 
somewhere,  haven't  we?  We  can  read 
it  when  we  get  home." 

"  'Home'  sounds  good  to  me  tonight. 
I  feel  as  if  we  could  begin  a  real  home 
now,"  Marion  replied  feelingly,  then 
quoted  softly, 

"Home's  not  merely  four  square  walls, 
Though     with     pictures     hung     and 
gilded." 

"And  just  think,  dear,  we've  really 
found  out  what  it  means  to  know  God 
personally,  and  set  up  our  banners 
now  in  our  young  married  life,"  Stan 
exulted. 

Upon  reaching  home  they  hunted 
their  little  Bible  from  behind  the 
rows  of  books  in  the  bookshelves. 
When  had  it  ever  been  used  before? 
When  she  saw  Stan  holding  it  up  to 
the  light  in  order  to  read  the  fine 
print,  Marion  made  a  mental  note 
to  get  him  a  good  Bible  for  his  birth- 
day next  month. 

"Yes,  here's  the  verse.  Listen,  it 
says:  'We  will  rejoice  in  thy  salvation, 
and  in  the  name  of  our  God  we  will 
set  up  our  banners.'  Remember  Rev. 
Swales  explaining  how  David,  as  a 
soldier-king,  set  up  the  banner  of  his 
army  everywhere  he  took  possession 
of  new  territory,  and  then  told  us  to 
raise  the  standard  of  King  Immanuel 
whenever  we  took  new  ground  for 
God,"  Stan  said. 

"Well,  we've  taken  ground  tonight, 
haven't  we?  Now  to  begin  setting 
up  our  banner."  Marion  was  en- 
thusiastic. Heaven's  joy-bells  were 
ringing  in  her  heart.  No  wonder  she 
was  happy. 

"What  do  you  say,  wife,  if  we  read 


all  this  Psalm  over  and  then  kneel 
and  thank  God  again  for  this  won- 
derful  experience?" 

"Yes,  and  couldn't  we  dedicate  our 
little  home  to  Him,  too?  I  just  feel 
that  I  want  our  all,  everything  we 
have,  to  be  set  apart  for  His  use, 
willed  to  God,"  practical,  up-to-the- 
minute  Marion  added. 

"In  other  words,  we  want  all  we 
own  stamped  'Held  in  trust  for  Je- 
sus— to  be  used  only  for  His  glory,'  " 
Stan  deliberated. 

"I  wanna  go  bed,"  sleepy  wee 
Kenny  piped  up. 

"Darling,  were  we  being  so  happy 
we  forgot  our  little  son?  It's  past  your 
bedtime  hours  ago,"  Marion  apolo- 
gized. "But  say,  Stan,  seems  to  me 
our  first  dedication  should  be  of  our 
precious  wee  boy." 

"Certainly!  We  want  God  to  have 
this  little  life  all  for  Himself.  We 
are  going  to  need  His  help  if  we 
train  him  the  way  we  should." 

So,  rousing  Kenny,  they  knelt  with 
him  and  falteringly  but  sincerely  gave 
him  to  the  Lord — to  be  lent  to  the 
Lord  as  long  as  he  lived.  Then  he 
was  lovingly  tucked  in  for  the  night. 

"Now  let's  read  the  Psalm  together," 
Marion  suggested.  "Go  slowly  so  we 
can  get  the  benefit  of  all  of  it." 

The  Bible  had  been  a  dry,  dull  book 
to  these  pleasure-loving  young  folks. 
Tonight  it  rang  with  living  phrases, 
and  they  experienced  thrills  such  as 
the  gaudy  actresses  and  vulgar  actors 
at  the  theater  had  never  succeeded  in 
giving  them.  No  pleasures  of  the 
world  compared  with  this  new-found 
joy.  With  John  Newton  they  could 
now  sing, 

"Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue; 

It  has  no  charms  for  me: 
Once  I  admired  its  trifles,  too, 

But  grace  hath  set  me  free. 

"Its  pleasures  can  no  longer  please, 

Nor  happiness  afford: 
Far  from  my  heart  be  joys  like  these, 

Noio  I  have  seen  the  Lord." 


Every  word  of  the  20th  Psalm  had 
a  meaning  for  those  two,  so  lately 
brought  to  see  and  comprehend  spirit- 
ual things. 

Stan  read  it  slowly  and  distinctly, 
with  many  a  long  pause,  as  eagerly 
he  or  she  grasped  at  a  word  or  clause 
that  struck  home  to  their  hearts. 

"What  will  the  Lord  not  do  for  us, 
Stan?  Read  that  again.  Notice  all  He 
promises  to  do." 

So  Stan  read  again,  "  'The  Lord  hear 
thee  .  .  .  defend  thee  .  .  .  help  .  .  . 
strengthen  thee.' " 

"Just  think  of  all  that  implies!" 
Marion  pondered. 

"That  5th  verse  is  surely  great. 
I'll  read  it  again,  shall  I?  Then  we'll 
repeat  it  together,  wife." 

Two  earnest  ones  repeated  in  unison 
"  'We  will  rejoice  in  thy  salvation, 
and  in  the  name  of  our  God  we  will 
set  up  our  banners.'  " 

Stan  read  on,  "  'Now  know  I  that 
the  Lord  saveth  his  anointed.'  "    > 

"Indeed  we  do  know  it!  But  we 
never  knew  before.  It's  good  to  know, 
and  to  know  that  we  know,  isn't  it?" 
Marion  exclaimed.  "Now  we  really 
know  He  saves." 

"Good?  I'd  say  it's  glorious!  Why, 
Marion,  we've  never  known  anything 
as  grand  as  this  in  all  our  lives." 

"  'Some  trust  in  chariots,  and  some 
in  horses;  but  we  will  remember  the 
name  of  the  Lord  our  God,' "  Stan 
resumed  the  reading  of  the  Psalm. 

"We  will,"  Marion  affirmed,  em- 
phatically. 

"  'We  are  risen,  and  stand  upright,'  " 
the  8th  verse  read,  and  Marion  inter- 
rupted with,  "  'Upright,  downright, 
inright,  and  outright,'  the  minister 
said.  And,  Stan,  that's  the  kind  of 
Christian  I  want  to  be." 

"Me,  too,  wife.  I'm  sure  we've  got 
the  best  thing  going  and  I  mean  to 
give  my  whole  heart  to  it." 

For  hours  they  discussed  this 
blessed  new  life  into  which  they  had 
just  entered.  But  morning  came 
early  and  they  overslept.  Stan  must 
be  off  to  his  work  as  usual,  so  break- 
fast hour  was  a  hurried  one. 

"  'In  the  name  of  our  God  we  will 
set  up  our  banners,' "  Marion  quoted 
with  a  twinkle  as  she  placed  the  Bible 
carefully  on  the  table  near  Stan's 
plate.  He  looked  up,  smiling,  but 
puzzled.     "What's  this  for?" 

"Well,  dear,  you  always  read  the 
newspaper  at  breakfast  and  take  it 
with  you  to  read  on  the  trolley.  Don't 
you  think  we  should  give  God's  Word 
first  place  now?" 

"Oh,  I  see.  Well,  yes,  this  should 
come  first,"  Stan  said,  as  he  took  the 
now-precious  Book  in  his  hands. 
"Then  I  can  be  thinking  of  it  as  I  go 
along.  The  promises  will  be  in  my 
mind  all  day,  even  if  I  do  read  the 
paper  later  also." 

What  food  that  morning  portion 
was!  It  stayed  in  Marion's  mind  all 
day.  No  other  day  had  ever  been 
quite  like  this  one.  She  couldn't  but 
think  of  other  mornings  when  there 
had  been  no  Word,  no  prayer  in  their 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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I    HELPS  FOR  THE  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


I 


SHE  HATH  DONE  WHAT  SHE  COULD 
By  Faith   Freeborn  Turner 

Dedicated   to   Shut-ins  Everywhere 


'M  SORRY,  Marjorie,  but  I  just  can't  do  it.  You 
know  that  I  can't  do  things  as  well  as  the  other  girls.  I'd 
be  so  frightened  I  couldn't  sing  a  note  if  Madeline  Porter 
were  there.  I've  often  wished  I  could  sing  like  Madeline 
but  I  can't  and  you  can  be  sure  I'd  never  sing  where  she 
has  ever  sung.    The  comparison  would  be  frightful." 

"Doris  Bowers!  I've  asked  you  to  sing  for  the  young 
people's  convention,  not  for  a  vocal  contest,"  Marjorie 
Dane's  usually  gentle  tones  were  full  of  righteous  indig- 
nation. 

"I've  been  president  of  your  young  people's  society  for 
two  years  now  and  not  once  have  I  asked  you  to  accept  a 
part  in  the  services  but  that  you  have  offered  the  same  ex- 
cuse— I  can't  do  it  as  well  as  some  one  else.  Did  you  ever 
stop  to  think  that  God  wants  us  to  do  what  we  can  as 
well  as  we  can — not  as  well  as  some  one  else.  You  know 
very  well  you  can  sing — not  as  well  as  Madeline  perhaps 
but  still  you  can  sing.  Time  after  time  you've  hindered 
our  society  by  your  refusal  to  take  part.  I  wonder  if  it 
can  ever  be  said  of  you  what 
was  said  of  Clara  Froming  at 
her  graveside." 

"Clara  Froming,  who  was 
she  and  what  did  they  say 
about  her?"  Doris  asked,  her 
eyes  brightening.  She  had  not 
exactly  appreciated  the  'ser- 
mon' as  she  termed  it,  that 
Marjorie  had  just  delivered 
to  her,  hence  she  welcomed 
the  diversion  to  Clara  From- 
ing— whoever  she  might  be. 

Tears  glistened  on  Mar- 
jorie's  long  lashes.  Her  voice, 
when  she  spoke,  was  low  and 
dreamy.  She  was  not  speak- 
ing just  to  Doris.  She  was  re- 
membering the  first  time  she 
met  Clara;  she  was  recalling 
the  hours  spent  through  the 
years  since  that  meeting  in 
blessed  fellowship  with  the 
invalid. 

"Clara  was  the  sweetest,  the 
most  beautiful  character  I 
have  ever  known,"  she  said, 
"but  the  first  time  I  ever  saw 
her — about  five  years  ago — I 
thought  her  the  most  repul- 
sive human  I  had  ever  seen." 

"Well — "  Doris  began  but 
Marjorie  stopped   her. 

"What  changed  my  mind? 
Clara  did.  Perhaps  when  she 
died  she  was  still  homely  but 
I  had  forgotten  to  stare  at  the 
results  a  disease  of  childhood 
had  wrought  in  her  once 
healthy  body.  The  beauty  of 
Jesus  shone  so  forcefully 
from  her  soul  that  her  twisted 
features  seemed  almost  beau- 
tiful to  me  after  I  learned  to 
know   her." 

Marjorie  paused.  Indeed 
Doris  wondered  if  she  had  said 
all  she  intended  to  say  and 
she  was  just  ready  to  speak, 
when  Marjorie  smiled,  a  pe- 


INTHEGRfPOFfiOD 


GOD       UNDERSTANDS 


It  is  so  sweet  Jo  know 
When  we  are  tired,  and  when 

the  hand  of  pain 
Lies  on   our   hearts,   ond   when 

we  look  in  vain 
For    human    comfort,    that   the 

Heart  Divine 
Still     understands    these    cares 

of    yours    and   mine. 

Not  only  understands,  but  day 
by  day 

Lives  with  us  while  we  tread 
the  earthly  way; 

Bears  with  us  all  our  weari- 
ness,  and  feels 

The  shadow  of  the  faintest 
cloud  that  steals 


culiar  little  smile  that  spoke  of  a  memory  renewed.   Ma; 
jorie  continued  her  story. 

"I'll  never  forget  the  first  time  I  saw  her.  My  aunt  tocM 
me  there  when  she  went  to  visit.  We  entered  the  door  an! 
there  sat  Clara  in  her  wheel  chair.  Her  early  disease  ha 
warped  her  body  until  the  muscles  of  her  arms  and  nee 
were  out  of  control.  Because  of  that,  her  arms  wei 
strapped  tightly  to  the  wooden  arms  of  the  wheel  chair  an! 
quite  frequently  her  head  jerked  from  side  to  side.  / 
first  I  was  frightened,  then  she  looked  at  me  and  smilei 
After  that  I  couldn't  be  frightened  for  her  smile  mirrore 
the  contents  of  her  soul.  It  was  difficult  for  Clara  to  spea1 1 
but  before  I  had  been  there  many  minutes  she  asked  rr 
if  I  were  a  Christian.  I  remember  that  I  didn't  answer  h( 
aloud.  I  just  shook  my  head.  A  shadow  crossed  her  fan 
then  but  it  didn't  stay  long.  She  moved  her  wheel  cha;j 
to  the  other  side  of  the  room  where  I  noticed  for  the  fir:j 
time  a  radio,  a  phonograph,  and  many  boxes  filled  wit! 
brightly  colored  threads  for  fancy  work  arranged  in  nea 
order  on  the  floor." 

"On   the   floor!     Why   were    they   on   the   floor?"    Dor 
asked  for  her  curiosity  knew  no  bounds.    She  still  faile 
to  see  what  this  story  had  to  do  with  her. 
Marjorie  smiled. 

"That's  what  I  wondered  a 
first  but  I  soon  saw  the  real 
son.  Clara  stopped  her  cha;| 
in  front  of  the  phonograp ; 
then  she  performed  a  feat,  t 
me  impossible.  She  picked 
record  from  the  file  with  ha 
\,oes,  flipped  it  onto  the  ma| 
chine,  wound  it  with  her  toe 
then  started  it  playing.  A 
first  I  was  so  amazed  that  I 
paid  no  heed  to  the  music  bo 
finally  I  did  listen  to  tbj 
words  and  that  is  what  sh-i 
meant  for  me  to  do.  Thlj 
words  of,  "Must  Jesus  Bea;: 
the  Cross  Alone"  came  to  m 
from  the  record.  They  didnll 
stop  in  my  ears.  They  weni 
like  a  dagger  to  my  self  is 
heart.  I  thought  of  the  rugl 
ged  cross  Clara  was  bearing  si 
radiantly,  and  I  was  ashamed 
That  was  my  first  meetin 
with  Clara  and  it  ended  wit 
my  conversion.  After  that 
had  many  meetings  with  hei 
Sometimes  she  would  turn  o; 
the  radio  with  her  toes  an 
we'd  listen  to  a  sacred  pro 
gram.  She  did  beautiful  fane 
work.  She  did  it  all  with  he 
toes  except  for  threading  th 
needles.  I  marveled  at  the  un 
canny  skill  of  those  long  slen 
der  feet.  One  of  Clara's  fa 
vorite  pastimes  was  foldinj 
the  Sunday  School  papers 
She  told  the  superintenden 
she  couldn't  do  much  for  th 
church  but  that  she  could  usi 
her  toes  to  fold  the  papers  si 
the  superintendent  gave  he 
that  position  to  fill  and  sh 
filled  it  faithfully  for  man; 
years. 

During     the     five    years 

knew  Clara,  her  prayers  anc 

faithfulness  to  her  God  drev 

(Continued  on  page  16) 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
«nd  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I. the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 


nmrnwitM  flS,""'  UMWn'IA 


Across  our  sunshine;  ever 

learns  again 
The    depth    and    bitterness    of 

human   pain. 

There    is     no    sorrow    that    He 

will    not  share, 
No    cross,    no    burden    for    our 

hearts   to    bear 
Without   His   help;    no  care  of 

ours    too   small 
To  cast  on   Jesus.     Let   us  tell 

Him  all — 
Loy    at    His    feet    the    story    of 

our   woes, 
And     in     His     sympathy     find 

sweet   repose. 

— Selected. 
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lat  I  Want 
from  Life 


OTE:  Recently  my  daughter,  who  is 
.-aching  in  the  high  school  here  in  Cleve- 
ind,  brought  home  a  large  number  of 
apers  to  grade.  They  were  written  on  the 
ieme,  "What  I  Want  From  Life,"  and 
ere  very  interesting  to  me,  because  it  gave 
i  insight  into  the  minds  of  our  early  teen- 
gers.  I  think  it  will  help  us  to  understand 
lem  better.  We  realize  these  boys  and 
rls  are  at  the  crossroads. 

I  really  don't  know  what  I  do  want  out 
1  life.  I  want  lots  of  things,  but  what 
lould  I  expect?  Should  I  want  lots  of  things 
hen  1  have  done  so  little?  Do  I  deserve 
I  of  it? 

We  all  know  what  we  put  into  our  own 
fe.  Lots  of  people  put  everthing  they  have 
ito  life;  soul,  mind,  body,  and  strength, 
thers  put  into  it  just  what  they  can  get 
/  with,  and  expect  lots  of  things  out  of  it. 
guess  maybe  I  am  one  of  those  people.  I 
ut  scarcely  anything   into   life. 

Oh,  I  have  my  future  sort  o',  should  I 
ly,  planned  out?  I  want  an  education  first 
f  all,  and  then  to  start  more  things  after 
lat. 

I  like  to  travel  and  have  adventures.  I 
ant  a   chance  to  do  things.     I    want   to   be 

nurse,  and  to  be  a  good  one.  I  want  to 
3  satisfied  with  what   I   get  out  of  life  and 

remember  you  get  out  of  life  just  what 
3u  put   into   it. 

When  I  get  through  school  I  want  to  be- 
)me  a  stenographer.  But  before  I  can,  I 
lust  be  trained  for  this  particular  position, 
he  reason  I  want  to  become  a  steno- 
rapher  is  because  I  want  to  work  for  my 
ither.  He  owns  a  coal  company  and  a 
irm.  He  has  so  much  to  do  on  the  farm 
lat  he  can  not  spend  much  time  with  the 
)al  company. 

I  have  told  many  of  my  girl  friends  that 
was  going  to  take  this  position  with  my 
ither  and  they  say  that  they  would  not 
ant  to  work  for  their  father.  But  I  don't 
le  it  that  way.  I  would  rather  work  for  my 
ither  than  anyone  else.  I  am  going  to  fill 
lis  position  if  it  is  God's  will. 

I  would  like  to  be  a  writer  or  newspaper 
;porter.  I  don't  want  to  be  cooped  up  in 
ie  office  of  a  newspaper,  but  I  would  like 
)  be  a  reporter  that  goes  to  foreign  places 
nd  has  excitement  and  lots  of  it.  I  don't 
specially  want  a  lot  of  money.  I  just  want 
3  have  enough  to  keep  a  small  family  up, 
laybe.  I  like  to  just  sit  under  a  tree  and 
'atch  the  birds  and  listen  to  the  small  in- 
ects  and  dream  wonderful  things  that 
laybe  couldn't  even  happen  in  real  life, 
nd  go  back  up  to  the  little  rose-covered 
ottage  where  my  wife  would  be  waiting  for 
ie  with  supper  ready.  I  would  eat  supper 
nd  go  to  my  study,  and  write  about  the 
nings  I  dreamed  about  that  day,  or  may- 
'e  write  about  things   )   would   do   if   I   were 

good    detective.     I    might  also    like   to    be 


an  actor,  but  I  don't  think  I  would  like  it 
as  well  as  being  a  writer  or  reporter.  I 
don't  imagine  any  of  these  are  possible,  but 
that's  what  I  would  like  to  get  from  life. 

I  want  Gn  exciting,  adventurous  job.  I 
want  to  travel  and  see  foreign  countries 
and  foreign  people.  When  I  grow  too  old 
to  work,  I  want  enough  money  to  take  care 
of  myself.  I  would  like  to  work  out  in  the 
open  where  you  can  breath  clean  air.  I 
would  like  to  do  such  things  as  promotional 
and  development  work  in  new  countries  for 
big  American  companies,  or  do  scientific  ex- 
ploration, or  archeological  expeditions.  My 
pet  ambitions  are  to  sail  around  the  world 
in  a  small  boat  and  to  swim  across  the 
English  channel.  I  like  hunting,  fishing, 
shooting,    swimming,    and    boating. 

I  cannot  think  of  anything  I  want  from 
life  more  than  outdoor  life.  I  like  to  hunt 
rabbits,  squirrels,  and  birds.  When  I  grow 
up  to  be  a  man,  I  want  to  have  a  good 
time  and  work  to  earn  a  living  for  my  home. 
I  hope  to  have  a  good,  fine  car  to  drive 
back  and  forth  to  work.  I  hope  I  own  a  dog 
just  like  my  dad's,  for  outdoor  adventures. 
I  hope  when  I  work  two  years  I  will  have 
a  pocket  full  of  money  and  a  fine  built 
home.  I  want  to  buy  me  a  guitar  so  I  can 
become  a  musician  and  earn  money  that 
way.  I  like  to  play  a  guitar  because  they 
really  sound  very  pretty.  I  have  a  guitar. 
Its  name  is  "Rusty,"  so  I  named  it.  There  is 
nothing  I  would  like  better  than  to  be  a 
"guitar  music  maker."  Well  so  I  want  all 
of  these  things  from  life.  I  will  play  my 
guitar  and  then  go  hunting  and  do  up  my 
work,  then  this  is  enough  for  any  man  to 
want   from    life. 

I  expect  to  go  to  college  and  learn  about 
car  parts  and  airplane  parts,  and  learn  how 
to  fly  on  airplane.  While  I  am  in  college 
I  would  like  to  try  out  for  football  and  I 
hope  to  be  a  star.  If  I  make  good,  I  would 
like    to    enter    in    West    Point    and    join    the 


army's  football  team.  If  I  don't  make  good 
in  football,  and  come  out  alive,  I  will  es- 
tablish a  car  and  airplane,  factory,  but  my 
greatest  ambition  is  to  be  a  football  player. 
I  am  interested  in  sports  and  hope  to  learn 
how  to  play  tennis,  hockey,  and  boxing.  My 
other  ambition  is  to  learn  how  to  fight  and 
be  able  to  whip  men  stronger  than  I.  I 
guess  I  will  get  married  and  some  of  these 
hopes  will  be  broken  up. 

I  want  to  become  a  pilot  and  be  the 
best  of  pilots  and  fly  the  biggest  of  planes, 
but  if  I  fail,  I  would  like  to  become  captain 
of  a  ship  and  travel  to  many  lands.  If  I 
fail,    I    will    keep  trying   until   I    become  one. 

I  want  to  acquire  a  seven-year  college 
education,  if  possible.  I  want  to  be  a  civil 
engineer.  I  want  a  good  wife  and  home. 
I  want  my  wife  and  children  to  enjoy  life 
as  good,  if  not  better,  than  I  did.  I  want  to 
do  something  that  will  help  the  world  along. 

There  are  a  lot  of  things  that  I  want 
from  life.  First  of  all  I  went  to  get  a  good 
job.  Then  after  I  learn  the  trade  that  I  am 
going  to  do,  I  want  to  set  me  up  a  little 
shop  so  that  I  may  do  business  with  peo- 
ple. When  1  learn  my  trade,  I  want  to  do 
the  best  job  possible  to  earn  my  wages  and 
to  help  people  all  that  I  can. 

I  can't  think  of  anything  I  like  better 
than  an  outdoor  life.  When  I  get  to  be  a 
man,  all  I  want  is  a  little  house  back  in 
the  hills,  with  a  dog,  a  gun  and  everything 
else  anyone  would  need  for  outdoor  life. 
I  have  always  hoped  and  dreamed  I  would 
become  a  great  hunter,  fisher,  trapper,  and 
I  will  try  hard  as  I  can  to  have  that  kind 
of  life. 

What   I   am  hoping  to  get  from  life   is  to 

be    a     doctor    where     I     will     learn    so    many  • 
things,    or    I    will    get    to    go    to    the    hospital 
to    perform    an   operation. 

(Continued  on  page  17) 


tfARCH,  1947 


[Page  7] 


LETTERS  aiAf^ 


tit 


eciauan 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  written  to  thank  you  for  the 
.blessing  that  you  have  been  to  me  but  I 
think  I  express  the  sentiment  of  all  other 
young  ministers  when  I  say  you  have  helped 
to  direct  my  steps  in  the  way  of  peace.  May 
God  richly  bless  you. — Very  sincerely  yours. 
Earl  T.  Golden,  pastor,  Russell  Springs,  Ken- 
tucky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  are  progressing  in  our  Home  Circle.  We 
have  forty  members  and  we  are  really  a  band 
of  Willing  Workers.  May  God  bless  you  in 
your  work  is  my  sincere  prayer.  Please  pray 
for  my  husband. — Etna  Morgan,  Utilla  Island, 
Spanish  Honduras,  C.  A. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  been  reading  the  October  issue 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  I  want  to  stop 
from  my  daily  tasks  long  enough  to  say  that 
I  really  enjoy  every  issue.  It  seems  every  one 
is  better  than  the  one  before.  In  each  one  I 
try  to  pick  out  the  thing  that  strikes  me  most. 
I  usually  read  the  Editor's  message  first.  It 
seems  to  do  something  for  me  that  makes  the 
rest  of  the  paper  more  interesting.  It  helps  me 
to  see  myself  as  God  sees  me,  and  as  I  would 
want  to  be,  and  helps  me  to  push  aside  from 
my  mind  all  the  selfish  thoughts  that  have 
piled  up.  The  Editor's  prayer  really  is  up- 
lifting. I  believe  the  most  striking  thing  in 
the  latest  issue  was  the  testimony  sent  in  by 
Melvin  Gary  from  an  army  camp  in  Port 
Jackson,  S.  C.  He  said  he  had  been  in  the  army 
for  fifteen  months  and  was  going  home  to  his 
wife  and  daughter,  a  saved  man.  What  a  con- 
trast to  so  many  of  the  young  married  men 
coming  back!  This  young-  wife  and  mother 
surely  has  something  to  be  thankful  for. — 
Ruby  Wells,  Jacksboro,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus  Name. 

Inclosed  is  money  to  renew  my  subscription 
to  what  I  think  is  the  most  complete  religious 
magazine  ever  read.  I  enjoy  every  page.  I 
wish  it  were  possible  to  send  in  a  one-year 
subscription  for  every  person  who  finds  a 
floating  bottle  and  tract  upon  the  water.  I 
have  received  a  reply  from  a  bottle  found  at 
Belfast,  North  Ireland.  It  had  been  on  the 
water  since  last  September.  In  reply  to  the 
bottle  and  track  the  person  receiving  it  wrote: 
"I  have  taken  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  into  the 
deep  of  my  heart." 

I  appreciate  your  published  request  for 
empty  bottles  for  this  work.  I  want  to  thank 
you  and  your  readers  for  the  many  bottles  I 
have  received. — Jewel  Pierce,  Piedmont,  Ala. 

Dear  Mrs.  Harrison: 

Inclosed  you  will  find  amount  to  cover  re- 
newal subscription  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Our  daughter,  who  had  been  very  ill  from 
April  first,  1945  to  January  16,  1946,  was  called 
home  to  be  with  her  Lord.  Someone  was  kind 
enough  to  send  the  paper  to  her  as  a  gift,  but 
we  never  have  learned  who  it  was.  It  has  been 
a  great  consolation  reading  it  from  time  to 
time  when  I  was  sad  and  blue.  My  daughter 
was  a  good  Christian  girl.  She  was  raised  in 
the  Methodist  church,  and  she  had  charge  of 
the  junior  department.  She  was  14  years  and 
9  months  old  the  day  she  was  buried.  She  had 
a  tumor  in  the  right  hip  bone  and  had  been 
treated  4  months  for  rheumatic  fever.  As  she 
was  dying,  I  asked  her  If  she  was  happy  and 
although  she  could  not  talk  anymore,  she 
shook  her  head  yes.  She  gave  each  of  us  a 
place  to  stay  by  her  until  she  left  this  world. 
Perhaps  you  have  often  seen  the  picture  of 
the  boy  Jesus;  that  was  her  expression  while 
leaving  me  to  be  with  her  Lord.  May  God  bless 
the  one  who  remembered  to  send  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  her. — Mrs.  Henry  G.  Bastian,  4404 
Ritchie 'Hwhy.,  Brooklyn  Park,  A.  A.  Co.  25,  Md. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  fail  me  when  I  try  to  express  how 
much  I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  food 
to  my  soul  and  It  has  encouraged  me  many 
times.  Truly,  it  is  a  light  unto  my  path.  The 
July  issue  has  been  such  a  blessing  to  me.  The 
Lord  knows  just  what  we  need. 

Sister  Harrison,  you  are  doing  a  wonderful 
work  for  the  Lord.  You  have  helped  me  many 


times  in  your  messages  in  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. May  God  ever  bless  you  and  keep  you  is 
my  prayer.  Please  pray  for  me  that  I  will  be  a 
blessing  to  others  and  a  soul  winner.  Also 
pray  for  my  husband  and  mother  to  be 
saved. — Mrs.  Lillie  McKinney,  Rt.  1,  Rock  Hill, 
S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  had  intended  to  tell  you  how  I  felt  about 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  but  I  have  changed  my 
mind.  I  don't  know  how  to  begin,  so  I  will  say 
it  is  superb.  I  truly  enjoy  the  stories  and 
poems,  and  especially  your  message  to  boys 
and  girls.  Your  message  in  the  June  issue 
helped  me  so  much.  You  know  how  we  feel 
sometimes — as  if  we  can  do  nothing  and 
therefore  there  is  nothing  for  which  to  live. 
I  felt  somewhat  like  that  before  I  read  your 
message.  Now  I  am  praying  and  waiting  for 
God  to  reveal  His  plan  for  me.  God's  plan  for 
me  may  be  to  pray  and  wait.  If  so,  I'll  try  to 
do  my  best  praying  and  waiting  just  as  oth- 
ers try  to  do  their  best  speaking  and  singing. 
— Diane  Griffin,  Wilmington,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the  September 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  I  can't  be- 
gin to  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoyed  it.  It  is 
such  an  inspiration  to  read  of  the  wonderful 
work  that  is  being  done  through  the  grace  of 
God. 

I  am  a  young  Christian  girl,  and  am  an  in- 
valid confined  to  a  wheel  chair.  I  have  been 
unable  to  walk  now  for  almost  nine  years.  But 


COMMON   THINGS 

A  common  thing,  yon  say? 
Why,  dear  heart,  life  is  made  up  of 
common  things; 
The  violet   that   blooms   beside   the 
ivay. 
The  wee  nest  born  of  love  and  summer 
time, 
The   sunshine   and   the   shadoiv   of 
each  day. 

I  love  God's  common  things — 
Sunrise   and   sunset,   moon   and   eve- 
ning star; 
Oh,  common   stars   lighted   so   long 
ago. 
The     sunshine    flashing     back     from 
soft  broion  wings, 
The  full  strong  sweep  of  tides  that 
ebb  and  floio. 

Oh.  common  thing,  dear  heart? 
The  grandest  song  is  made  of  common 
chords, 
The  fair  white  statue  made  of  com- 
mon clay, 
The    noblest    life   is  rounded    out,   at 
last, 
By   common   deeds   that   made   the 
common  day. 
— Florence  Jones  Hadley. 


even  so,  I  have  so  many,  many  things  to  l|| 
thankful  for,  and  best  of  all  I  know  that  Gcj 
is  with  me  all  the  way  and  will  supply  rri 
every  need.  He  is  truly  a  friend  in  need  an 
He  is  ever  ready  to  help  those  who  call  o 
him  and  do  His  blessed  will. 

Please  remember  me  in  your  prayers.  Me: 
God  bless  and  keep  every  one  who  reads  th 
I  ask  in  Jesus  name,  Amen. — Miss  Mildre, 
Estes,  Rosiclare,  111. 

NOTE:  Boys  and  Girls,  write  to  this  de£  j 
girl  and  help  to  cheer  her  along  the  way.  Pra'l 
earnestly   that    God   may   heal    her. — Ed. 

I  must  write  you  and  tell  you  how  gran 
the  Lighted  Pathway  is.  It  is  the  best  Chris 
tian  paper  I  have  ever  read.  In  reading  i 
I  have  been  encouraged  many  times.  Ther 
is  a  great  message  in  every  Lighted  Pathwa 
for  every  one  who  reads  it. 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Happy  Home  Circl 
and  I  enjoy  it  very  much.  We  desire  yovJ 
prayers  that  the  work  will  go  forward  for  th. 
Lord.  I  also  want  you  to  pray  for  me  that  jj 
will  live  humble  and  true.  May  God  bless  you  I 
work. — Mrs.  Oriella  Brown,  Utilla  Spanisjj 
Honduras,  C.  A. 


Dear  Mrs.  Harrison, 

Through  the  watchful  guidance  and  assist 
ance  of  our  Lord,  I  have  become  a  subscribe} 
of  your  blessed  paper. 

I  am  a  Sunday  School  teacher  and,  at  th 
same  time,  a  public  school  teacher.  It  has  al 
ways  been  my  desire  to  serve  God  in  th 
right  way  in  whatever  I  do.  I  find  much  en 
couragement  and  help  in  what  I  read  at  pres 
ent.  Formerly,  I  used  to  read  dime  novels  an 
detective  stories.  Now,  I  see  clearly  the  tim 
and  effort  I've  wasted  which,  otherwise, 
should  have  spent  in  reading  the  Bible  an 
those  wonderful  church  publications  an 
pamphlets  coming  from  America. 

I  was,  indeed,  lucky  when  my  friend.  Mis 
Maria  Madavag,  a  deaconess,  asked  me  t 
subscribe  to  the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  Sh 
has  read  one  copy  belonging  to  a  G.  I.  am 
has  thoughtfully  allowed  me  to  read  tha 
copy.  I  am  so  glad  I  am  subscribing  to  you 
paper  for  I  always  discover  new,  beautiful,  am 
uplifting  thoughts  with  every  issue.  I  hav 
already  received  the  May  and  June  issue  am 
I  can  frankly  say  that  I  enjoy  reading  then 
more  than  any  other  paper  I  have. 

My  friend  told  me  to  write  you  as  soon  a 
my  first  issue  arrived.  I  am  very  sorry  for  no 
writing  sooner.  I  hope  you  will  pardon  me.- 
Very  sincerely,  Rosina  Corpuz,  Bauany,  Li 
Union. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

My  children  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway 
I  want  to  get  good  books  for  them  to  rea< 
for  I  want  to  do  my  best  to  teach  them  a 
God  would  have  me  do.  The  Lighted  Pathwa; 
is  food  to  my  soul.  I  am  sick  much  of  th 
time  and  "Helps  for  Tempted  and  Tried"  pag< 
means  so  very  much  to  me.  Please  pray  for  mi 
and  my  children.  —  Mrs.  Mike  Grimes,  Craw 
ford,  Ga. 

Note:  A  letter  of  encouragement  to  our  af 
flicted  sister  would  be  appreciated.  Pray  fo 
her. — Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

Words  can't  express  how  much  I  appreciati 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  Surely,  your  reward  wil 
be  great  in  heaven  for  doing  such  a  wonder 
ful  work.  Your  paper  helps  me  to  be  a  bette: 
Christian,  citizen,  and  wife  and  mother.  I  an 
just  a  few  weeks  old  in  the  Lord,  but  I  wan 
to  serve  Him  until  I  hear  His  "well  done."  M; 
husband  is  also  saved,  and  a  member  of  thi 
Church  of  God.  God  has  blessed  us  with  a  sor 
who  is  seventeen  months  old.  Pray  for  us.  Goc 
bless  you  and  give  you  the  strength  and  wis- 
dom  to  carry  on. — Evelyn  Lane,  Jesup,  Ga. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

As  I  read  the  shut-in's  page,  my  heart  goe: 
out  in  sympathy  for  the  unfortunate.  I  an 
sixty-eight  years  of  age  and  have  been  a  crip- 
ple sixty-three  years.  I  have  been  in  a  whee 
chair  about  ten  years.  My  companion  was  t 
cripple  too.  He  passed  on  to  meet  Jesus  sixteer 
years  ago.  God  has  been  so  merciful  and  gooc 
to  us  all  through  the  years.  We  have  six  chil- 
dren, all  Christians  but  two.  Please  pray  fo: 
them.  I  get  to  attend  church  regularly  now 
Thank  the  dear  Lord.  May  God  bless  you,  Sis- 
ter Harrison.— Mrs.  L.  D.  Ledbetter,  Tyler,  Tex 
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ON  PATROL  WITH  GOD 

By  Franklin  Gunder 

It  was  at  the  corner  of  Third  and 
Council  streets,  in  one  of  the  toughest 
white  neighborhoods  in  Dayton,  that 
I  was  recently  approached  by  a  young 
man.  "Officer,"  he  said,  "I  wonder  if 
you  would  help  me." 

I  looked  him  over  carefully.  He  was 
a  slim,  delicately  featured  lad  and  was 
well  dressed.  He  was  about  twenty- 
one  years  old.  "I'll  be  very  glad  to 
help  you  if  I  can,"  I  told  him.  A 
glance  at  my  watch  told  me  it  was 
near  midnight. 

The  youth  proceeded  to  tell  me  a 
story  of  marital  discord,  of  a  wife  he 
couldn't  trust.  How  often  a  policeman 
hears  that  story.  He  ended  with  a  re- 
quest that  I  look  for  her  in  the  saloons 
of  the  neighborhood.  We  chatted  for 
awhile  and  I  became  quite  interested 
in  the  young  man.  He  was  a  likeable 
person  and  seemed  very  earnest  in 
his  desire  to  get  his  home  on  a  firm 
foundation. 

"Look,  Son,"  I  told  him,  "when  you 
do  find  your  wife,  help  her  to  find 
some  good  healthy  interests  in  life 
and  get  her  away  from  this  neighbor- 
hood and  its  saloons.  Take  her  to 
church  and  choose  a  church  where 
they  teach  old-time  religion.  The 
blood  of  Jesus  will  wash  away  your 
family  trouble." 

The  youth  was  looking  at  me  in 
astonishment.  I  expected  that.  For  a 
policeman  to  become  evangelistic  in 
that  neighborhood  was  probably 
something  that  had  never  happened 
before.  He  asked  what  church  I  at- 
tended and  I  told  him.  Suddenly  his 


eyes  became  moist.  "It's  funny  for 
you  to  talk  to  me  like  that,"  he  said. 

"Because  I'm  a  policeman?" 

"Not  altogether,"  he  replied.  "You 
see,  I  used  to  travel  with  an  evange- 
list of  your  church  and  play  music 
for  him.  I've  helped  many  a  person 
to  find  God.  Now  you're  helping  me." 

I  don't  cast  pearls  before  swine. 
Occasionally,  however,  I  feel  an  urge 
to  talk  Bible  to  a  drunkard  or  an  out- 
law. Every  time  I  have  done  so,  to 
date,  I  have  struck  a  responsive  chord. 
I  am  quite  sure  that  God  is  leading 
me  and  that  these  evangelistic  im- 
pulses come  from  Him. 

I  was  working  in  a  patrol  car  on 
another  occasion  and  we  were  dis- 
patched to  a  home  in  one  of  the 
better  sections  of  the  city.  We  did 
not  know  the  nature  of  the  complaint. 
The  house  was  on  a  corner  lot  and  I 
drove  the  patrol  car  into  the  side 
street  and  stopped  at  the  curb.  As  we 
left  the  car  we  saw  a  male  figure  run 
from  the  rear  door  and  cut  across  the 
yards  of  other  houses  in  the  block. 
My  partner  called  for  the  fugitive  to 

THE  MASTER'S  QUESTION 

Have  ye  looked  for  sheep  in  the  desert, 

For   those   who   have   missed   their 
way? 
Have  ye  been  in  the  wild  waste  places 

Where     the     lost     and     wandering 
stray? 
Have  ye  trodden  the  lonely  highway, 

The  foul  and  darksome  street? 
It  may  be  ye'd  see  in  the  gloaming 

The  print  of  My  wounded  feet. 

Have  ye  folded  home  to  your  bosom 

The  trembling,  neglected  lamb, 
And  taught  the  little  lost  one 

The  sound  of  the  Shepherd's  name? 
Have  ye  searched  for  the  poor  and 
needy 

With   no    clothing,    no    home,   no 
bread? 
The  Son  of  Man  was  among  them — 

He  had  nowhere  to  lay  His  head. 

Have  ye  carried  the  living  water 

To  the  parched  and  thirsty  soul? 
Have  ye  said  to  the  sick  and  wounded, 

"Christ  Jesus  can  make  you  whole?" 
Have  ye  offered  My  fainting  children 

The  strength  of  a  Father's  hand? 
Have  ye  guided  the  tottering  footsteps 

To  the  shores  of  the  golden  land? 

Have  ye  stood  by  the  sick  and  weary 

To  smooth  the  cold  pillow  of  death, 
To  comfort  the  sorrow-stricken 

And  strengthen  the  feeble  faith? 
Have  ye  felt,  when  the  golden  glory 

Has    streamed    through   the   open 
door 
And  flitted  across  the  shadows, 

That  I  have  been  there  before? 

— Selected. 


halt  or  be  fired  on  and  he  took  heed 
and  returned. 

We  discovered,  then,  that  he  was  a 
juvenile.  Inside,  the  people  told  us 
that  the  boy  was  their  son.  They  were 
getting  well  along  in  years  and  had 
been  at  an  advanced  age  when  he 
was  born.  He  was  badly  spoiled  and 
given  to  ungovernable  fits  of  temper. 
He  had  been  fighting  with  his  father 
over  a  point  of  disagreement  and 
neighbors  had  called  the  police.  The 
boy  was  larger  than  his  father  and 
the  old  man  was  obviously  no  match 
for  him. 

We  upbraided  the  boy  for  his  lack 
of  respect  for  his  parents.  He  was 
sullen  and  said  he  didn't  want  to  be 
that  way  but  couldn't  help  it.  My 
partner  tried  a  man-to-man  talk 
with  the  boy  but  they  couldn't  come 
to  any  satisfactory  agreement.  After 
the  other  policeman  returned  to  the 
car,  I  still  lingered  in  the  house.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  I  should  say  some- 
thing more.  On  the  dining  room  table 
lay  a  well-worn  Bible.  The  mother 
told  me  that  it  was  the  boy's  Bible 
and  that  he  read  it  daily. 

At  once  I  saw  the  opening  I  had 
been  looking  for.  I  quoted  Bible  refer- 
ences for  the  boy  to  read.  He  looked  at 
me  in  surprise.  "I  want  to  live  right 
and  be  a  Christian,"  he  told  me,  "but 
I  just  can't  seem  to  control  my  tem- 
per. Sometimes  it  seems  that  I  have 
nothing  to  live  for.  What  can  I  do?" 

"Pray  more,"  I  told  him.  "By  our- 
selves we  can  do  nothing.  We  are 
weak.  With  God's  help  we  are  strong 
and  can  do  anything.  None  of  us  have 
anything  to  live  for  without  Jesus 
and  the  promises  He  has  made.  With 
them,  we  have  everything  to  live  for." 

I  left  on  that  note  and  the  boy's 
mother  called  me  up  later  and  told  me 
that  he  was  doing  much  better.  She 
said  that  hearing  the  things  I  had 
told  him  from  a  policeman  had  made 
a  profound  impression  on  him.  She 
asked  that  I  pray  for  the  boy  and  I 
have  never  forgotten  him. 

I  was  making  a  check  on  an  east 
side  saloon,  one  night,  when  a  man 
grasped  my  sleeve.  I  turned  and  saw 
that  he  was  sitting  at  the  bar  and 
had  been  drinking  quite  heavily.  His 
face  was  flushed.  There  was  an  urgen- 
cy in  his  eyes,  however,  which  held 
my  attention.  "Officer,"  he  said  ear- 
nestly,  "I   hear  you're   a  Christian." 

It  was  my  turn  to  be  surprised.  I 
had  seldom  been  in  that  saloon  and 
certainly  I  had  never  spoken  the 
name  of  my  Lord  there.  "Yes,"  I  re- 
plied, "I  am.  What  can  I  do  for  you?" 

"Pray  for  me,  Officer,"  he  replied. 
"I  used  to  be  a  Christian  but  I  allowed 
the  devil  to  get  control  of  me  again. 
(Continued   on   page    17) 


Motto:   "EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 
Scripture:   "He  Thar  Winneth  Souls  Is  Wise"  Prov.  1 1 :30b. 
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A  SURE  FOUNDATION 


TRUTH  ILLUMINATED 

"Arguments  are  the  pillars  of 
the  temple  of  truth;  illus- 
trations are  the  windows  to  let 
in  light."  Sermons  made  entirely 
of  illustrations  would  be  unsub- 
stantial glass  houses,  and  would 
effect  nothing  beyond  the  forc- 
ing of  weak  minds  into  an  un- 
healthy growth.  Sermons  with- 
out metaphors  are  dark  vaults, 
in  which  men  must  grope  after 
the  jewels  of  truth  with  little 
hope  of  finding  them.  A  ju- 
dicious use  of  comparisons  will 
make  a  discourse  captivating  to 
the  careless,  instructive  to  the 
inquiring,  suggestive  to  the 
thoughtful,  and  pleasant  to  all. 
— Charles  H.   Spur g eon. 


• 


• 


CLUTTERED  HEARTS 

When  the  great  Bush  building  was 
to  be  built  in  London  a  great  many 
old  buildings  were  torn  down.  For 
several  years  some  of  the  land  lay 
idle.  To  the  surprise  of  many,  strange 
flowers,  alien  to  England's  soil,  began 
to  appear  on  the  vacant  lot.  Expert 
botanists  said  they  were  of  Italian 
origin.  It  was  later  found  that  this 
had  been  the  site  of  a  Roman  villa 
centuries  before.  These  flowers  had 
waited  centuries  for  a  chance  to 
bloom. 

Are  we  preventing  the  blossoming 
of  the  seed  of  Christian  truth?  Are 
our  hearts  cluttered  up  with  useless 
"buildings"?  — Moody  Bible  Institute 
Monthly. 


GRIEVING  THE   SAVIOR 

Dr.  Alexander  Whyte  tells  the  story 
of  a  man  who  dreamed  that  he  saw 
Jesus  tied  to  a  whipping  post  and  a 
soldier  was  scourging  Him.  He  saw 
the  whip  in  the  soldier's  hand,  with 
its  thick  lashes  studded  here  and 
there  with  bits  of  lead,  which  were 
intended  to  cut  into  the  flesh.  As  the 
soldier  brought  the  whip  down  on  the 
bare  shoulders  of  Jesus,  the  dreamer 
shuddered  as  he  saw  the  marks  and 
blood-stains  it  left  behind.  When  the 
soldier  raised  his  hand  to  strike  again, 
the  dreamer  rushed  forward,  intend- 
ing to  stop  him.  As  he  did  so,  the 
soldier  turned  around  and  the  dream- 
er  recognized — himself! 

We  often  think  how  cruel  those 
men  must  have  been  who  scourged 
and  crucified  Jesus.  But  whenever  we 
do  wrong,  we,  too,  cause  the  heart  of 
Jesus  to  bleed  with  sorrow  and  pain. — 
S.  S.  World. 


"See,  Father,"  said  a  small  boy,  who 
was  walking  with  his  father  by  the 
river,  "they  are  knocking  away  the 
props  from  under  the  bridge.  What 
are  they  doing  that  for?  Won't  the 
bridge  fall?"  "They  are  knocking 
them  away,"  said  the  father,  "that 
the  timbers  may  rest  more  firmly  up- 
on the  stone  piers  which  are  now 
finished."  So  often  God  takes  away 
our  earthly  props  that  we  may  rest 
more   firmly   upon   Him. — War  Cry. 

SOCIAL     SERVICE      VS. 
EVANGELISM 

Some  time  since,  I  sat  in  the  back 
of  a  church  while  a  lady  explained  a 
"church-pantry"  to  some  forty  wom- 
en. There  was  a  place  where  the 
women  of  an  area  brought  samples 
of  their  preserves  and  jellies,  and 
stacked  them  before  they  were  dis- 
tributed to  orphanages  and  other 
places  where  people  were  not  apt  to 
have  such  things.  These  ladies  got 
very  much  excited  about  it,  and  fell 
to  work  at  once.  I  chanced  the  same 
day  to  lunch  with  the  lady  who  was 
doing  the  talking,  and  I  asked  her  a 
very  blunt  question.  I  said,  "How 
many  of  the  women  on  your  com- 
mittee do  anything  for  the  street- 
women  in  the  southern  part  of  the 
city?"  She  said,  "You  know,  it's 
curious.    There    are    a    dozen    women 

like  that  in  a  hospital  in  South  ■ , 

and  only  yesterday  I  called  up  four- 
teen of  our  ladies  to  see  if  some  of 
them  would  not  go  down  and  visit 
them,  but  they  all  declined."  Orange 
marmalade,  my  friends,  is  a  good  deal 
easier  to  make  than  Christians! — The 
Conversion  of  the  Church. 

DYNAMIC    DISCIPLES 

A  group  of  Christians  were  on  their 
way  to  a  Sunday  School  convention. 
At  a  transfer  point  they  were  wait- 
ing to  take  another  train.  A  huge 
locomotive  was  standing  near  on  a 
sidetrack,  and  one  of  the  company, 
pointing  to  it,  said,  "If  that  engine 
represented  our  Sunday  School,  what 
part  would  each  one  of  you  like  to 
be?"  One  spoke  up  and  said,  "I  would 
like  to  be  the  whistle  to  call  attention 
to  the  fact  that  the  Sunday  School 
was  on  the  move." 

Another  replied,  "I  would  like  to  be 
the  great  driving  wheels,  which  carry 
the  load." 

A  third  answered,  "I  would  desire 
to  be  the  searchlight  to  light  the  way 
before  it." 

All  responded  in  similar  fashion, 
choosing  some  prominent  part,  until 
one  remained,  who  appeared  to  be  a 
retiring  sort  of  an  individual.  "Well, 
brother,    what    is    your    choice?"    the 


spokesman  directed  at  him.  Breaking 
the  silence  he  quietly  said, 

"I  was  just  thinking  that  I'd  like 
to  be  the  coal,  ready  to  be  consumed 
that  the  Sunday  School  might  have 
the  power  to  move  forward." — S.  S. 
World. 

A  RELIGION 

1.  That  does  nothing; 

2.  That  gives  nothing; 

3.  That  costs  nothing; 

4.  That   suffers   nothing; 
Is  worth  nothing! 

— So.  Baptist  Bulletin 

A  BUTTONHOLE  CHRISTIAN 

A  clerk  who  had  been  converted 
in  the  meetings  invited  his  employer 
to  attend.  One  evening  he  was  there 
and  sat  across  the  aisle  from  Mr. 
Arthur  Tappan.  He  appeared  affect- 
ed during  the  sermon,  and  Mr.  Tap- 
pan  kept  his  eye  on  him.  After  the 
dismissal  Mr.  Tappan  stepped  quick- 
ly across  the  aisle,  introduced  himself 
and  invited  him  to  stay  for  the  after- 
meeting.  The  gentleman  tried  to  ex- 
cuse himself  and  get  away,  but  Mr. 
Tappan  caught  hold  of  the  button  on 
his  coat  and  said,  "Now,  do  stay;  I 
know  you  will  enjoy  it!"  and  he  was 
so  kind  and  gentlemanly  that  the  cut- 
lery man  could  not  well  refuse.  He 
stayed  and  was  led  to  Christ.  After- 
wards he  said,  "An  ounce  of  weight 
upon  my  coat-button  saved  my  soul." 
More  "buttonhole  Christians"  are 
needed. — Selected. 

THE  CHIMES 

A  traveler  had  heard  so  much  of 
the  wonderful  chimes  of  St.  Nicholas 
in  Amsterdam,  that  one  day  he  went 
up  into  the  tower  of  the  church  to 
hear  them.  There  he  found  a  man 
hard  at  work  before  an  immense  key- 
board, and  pounding  the  keys  with 
his  hands  encased  in  wooden  gloves. 

The  traveler  was  almost  deafened 
by  the  rattle  of  the  blows  on  the  keys 
and  the  harsh  discordant  clangor  of 
the  bells  above  his  head,  and  hurried 
away  wondering  why  people  talked 
so  much  of  the  beautiful  chimes  of 
St.  Nicholas. 

The  next  day  at  the  same  hour  he 
was  in  a  distant  part  of  the  city 
sightseeing,  when  suddenly  the  air 
was  filled  with  the  mellow  music  of 
marvelously  clear  and  full-toned 
bells. 

"We  hear  the  chimes  of  St.  Nicho- 
las," said  the  guide  in  answer  to  his 
question,  and  the  man  wondered  no 
longer  why  travelers  spoke  enthusi- 
astically of  their  melody.  But  he 
thought  of  the  man  in  the  tower,  and 
wondered  if  he  ever  knew  how  beauti- 
ful his  hard  work  became  in  the 
distance. 

If  in  gloomy  moments  the  thought 
ever  comes  to  you  that  your  life  :'s 
shut  up  to  a  narrow  round  of  hard 
work  which  has  in  it  no  beauty  or 
sweetness  for  you  or  anyone  else,  let 
the  story  of  the  chimes  teach  you 
better. — Fellowship  Neivs. 
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Renbenite§ 


By   EARL  T. 
Pastor  of  the  Church  of  God, 

Gen.  49:3a,  4a,  "Reuben  .  .  .  Unstable 
as  water,  thou  shalt  not  excel." 

How  full  the  world  is  of  Reuben- 
ites  —  people  who,  because  of  their 
lack  of  stability,  will  never  excel. 

The  young  people  of  our  day  pre- 
sent a  potent  influence  of  gigantic 
proportions.  Nevertheless,  many  will 
never  reach  fruition  because  of  their 
lack  of  stability  or  perseverance. 
James  (1:8)  classifies  this  trait  as 
double-mindedness  and  emphatical- 
ly states,  "Let  not  that  man  think 
that  he  shall  receive  anything  of  the 
Lord."  It  is  pathetic  to  think  of  the 
many  lives  that  will  remain  shallow 
and  the  many  souls  that  will  never 
be  reached  because  people  are  not 
willing  to  pay  the  price. 

Perhaps  we  can  justly  classify  our 
talent  under  three  headings:  the  in- 
dolent, lazy,  listless  who  will  not  work; 
the  mediocre  or  middle  class  that 
work  only  enough  to  stay  on  a  com- 
mon level  with  others;  and  the  few 
who  "seek  that  they  may  excel  to  the 
edifying  of  the  church,"  1  Cor.  14:12b. 

Many  of  our  young  people  place 
Abraham  Lincoln  upon  a  pinnacle  but 
do  they  remember  his  road  to  success. 
It  was  not  paved  with  leaves  and 
blossoms.  It  was  a  difficult  road,  a 
road  of  perseverance. 

"Abraham  Lincoln  was  elected 
president  in  1860,  but  suffered  many 
defeats  prior  to  his  election  to  that 
office.  He  was  defeated  as  a  candidate 
for  the  Legislature  in  1832,  speaker 
in  1838,  elector  in  1840,  commissioner 
of  general  land  office  in  1843,  con- 
gressional nomination  in  1843,  re- 
election to  Congress  in  1848,  U.  S. 
senator  in  1855,  vice-presidential 
nomination  in  1856,  and  U.  S.  senator 
in  1858." 

Joseph,  who  became  prime  minister 
of  Egypt  at  the  early  age  of  thirty, 
did  not  get  there  by  political  pull  or 
preference  by  friends  but  he  had 
studied  thirteen  years  in  God's  School 
of  Testing  and  had  come  out  with  a 
diploma  of  success.  His  ascent  to 
power  first  took  him  through  the  pit 
and  prison.  He  persevered. 

Daniel,  another  man  who  early  in 
life  "purposed  not  to  defile  himself 
with  the  king's  meat  and  wine,"  did 
not  rise  to  a  place  of  prominence  in 
the  Babylonian  kingdom  because  of 
his  contact  with  men,  but  rather  be- 
cause of  his  contact  with  God  and  the 
fact  that  he  persevered.  Even  a  lions' 
den  can  not  defeat  us  if  we  purpose 
to  trust  in  God. 

I  once  read  an  illustration  by  an 
evangelist  that  made  a  profound  im- 
pression upon  me.  It  was  entitled 
"Rabbit-Chasers."  He  proceeded  to 
tell  how  men  who  train  dogs  to  tree 
opossums,    want    opossums    and     not 


GOLDEN, 
Russell  Springs,  Kentucky 

rabbits,  and  how  vexing  it  is  when 
Bowser  barks,  "Treed,"  to  find  him 
cornering  a  little  scared  cottontail. 
There  are  too  many  people  today  who 
have  left  the  main  track  and  are 
rabbit-chasing.  They  were  once  on 
the  main  line  but  somewhere  along 
the  line  they  stopped  to  sniff  at  the 
world  and  were  sidetracked. 

Does  not  Demas  give  us  a  vivid  pic- 
ture of  just  such  an  one?  His  story 
is  told  in  only  three  scriptures. 

He  is  first  mentioned  with  Luke 
ministering  to  Paul  in  prison.  Col.  4: 
14,  "Luke,  the  beloved  physician,  and 
DEMAS,  greet  you."  Next  we  find  him 
still  ministering.  Philemon  24,  "Mar- 
cus, Aristarchus,  DEMAS,  Lucas  greet 
you."  But  then  something  happened! 
The  next  we  find  of  Demas  is  this: 
"For  DEMAS  hath  forsaken  me,  hav- 
ing loved  this  present  world,  and  is 
departed  unto  Thessalonica,"  2  Tim. 
4:10a.  What  was  his  trouble?  The 
same  as  is  making  many  Reubenites 
today — "having  loved  this  present 
world."  Too  many  are  exchanging  the 
eternal  for  the  fleeting  and  are  be- 
coming "unstable  as  water,"  never  to 
excel. 


But  then  I  receive  consolation  when 
I  finish  the  verse  and  read  the  begin- 
ning of  the  next:  "Crescens  to  Gala- 
tia,  Titus  unto  Dalmatia.  ONLY  LUKE 
is  with  me,"  2  Tim.  4:10b,  11a.  Thank 
God  for  Luke!  You  can  depend  on 
Luke.  He  was  there  when  the  battle, 
started  and  he  is  still  there.  You  can 
depend  on  Luke  when  Demas  and  all 
the  others  have  gone  "rabbit-chas- 
ing." He'll  be  there  on  prayer  meeting 
night.  When  the  weather  is  bad  and 
while  others  are  sleeping  he'll  be 
working,  "seeking  that  he  may  excel 
to  the  edifying  of  the  church,"  1  Cor. 
14:12b. 

God  give  us  stickers.  Men  who  can 
say  like  David,  "I  have  STUCK  unto 
thy   testimonies,"  Psa.    119:31a. 

Paul  was  a  sticker.  He  did  not  quit 
until  he  could  say,  "I  have  fought  a 
good  fight";  "I  have  KEPT  the  faith"; 
"I  have  FINISHED  my  course."  Paul's 
work  was  finished  and  finished  suc- 
cessfully. He  had  scaled  the  ladder  of 
excellence  and  "he  being  dead,  yet 
speaketh." 

Jesus,  our  Supreme  Example  in 
everything,  was  a  sticker.  He  stuck 
with  His  work  of  redeeming  man  un- 
til He  could  say  with  finality,  "It  is 
FINISHED." 

"Therefore,  my  beloved  brethren,  be 
ye  stedfast,  immoveable,  always 
abounding  in  the  work  of  the  Lord, 
forasmuch  as  ye  know  that  your 
labour  is  not  in  vain  in  the  Lord," 
1  Cor.  15:58. 


my  PliHH  MID  HIS — — 

"My  plans  were  made,  f  {-hough*  my  path  all  bright  and  clear, 
My  heart  with   song   o'erflowed,  the   world   seemed   full   of  cheer. 
My  Lord   I   wished  to  serve,  to  take   Him   for  my  guide, 
To  keep  so  close  thai   I  could  feel  Him  by  my  side, 
And  so  I  traveled  on. 

But,  suddenly,  in  skies  so  clear  and  full  of  light, 
The  clouds  fell  thick  and  fast,  the  days  seemed  changed  to  night; 
Instead  of  paths  so  clear  and  full  of  things  so  sweet. 
Rough  things  and  thorns  and  stones  seemed  al!  about  my  feet. 
I  scarce  could  travel  on. 

I   bowed  my  head  and  wondered  why  this  change   should  come, 
And  asked — "Lord,  is  this  because  of  aught  I've  done? 
Has  not  the  past  been  full  enough  of  pain  and  care? 
Why  should  my  path  again  be  changed  to  dark  from  fair?" 
But  still  I   traveled  on. 

I  listened — quiet  and  still,  there  came  a  voice 
"This  path  is  Mine,  not  thine,   I   made  the  choice; 
Dear  child,  this  service  will  be  the  best  for  thee  and  Me, 
If  thou  wilt  simply  trust  and  leave  the  end  to  Me." 
And  so  we  travel  on    (the  Lord  and  I). 

— Author  Unknown. 
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INKLINGS 

By  C.  M.  TRUESDELL 

9  Back  from  the  National  Church  Youth 
Directors'  meeting  are  the  officials  who  at- 
tended. All  appreciated  the  meeting,  and 
all  were  optimistic,  but  none  was  as  en- 
thusiastic as  big  Ralph  Williams.  He  was 
high  in  his  praise  for  the  good  people  of 
Eldorado,  Illinois,  where  the  convocation  was 
held,  and  for  all  who  attended.  Plans  were 
laid,  said  Ralph,  for  real  teamwork  between 
the  State  Overseer  and  his  State  Youth  Di- 
rector, and  for  a  mutual,  unified  program 
that  will  make  history  between  now  and  the 
next  Assembly.  We  believe  it  will  be  just 
that  way,  for  we  know  Ralph  and  the  boys 
who  work  with  him.  They're  all  first-string 
men,  and  we'll  put  them  up  against  the  Na- 
tion's best.  They  understand  each  other  now, 
and  are  all  in  one  concerted  cooperative  ef- 
fort to  claim  new  territory  for  God  and  the 
Church.  Don't  worry  about  the  standard, 
they'll  keep  it  high,  and  it's  up  to  us  to  get 
behind  them  with  our  prayers  and  efforts. 
Let's  go  forward  together! 

©  A  gratifying  response  in  the  Short  Story 
and  Y.P.E.  Program  Contest  has  convinced 
the  Youth  Committee  that  interest  is  high 
among  our  young  folk.  They  want  to  do 
something,  and  believe  me,  there's  plenty  of 
talent  revealed  in  these  manuscripts  which 
poured  in  from  all  parts  of  the  Nation.  We 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  selection  of  the 
winners.  That  is  up  to  the  Committee,  but 
the  Editor-in-Chief  and  Sunday  School  De- 
partment have  agreed  to  take  those  stories 
suitable  for  publication  in  the  Youth  and 
Junior  Challenges.  Payment  for  the  stories 
accepted  will  be  turned  over  to  the  National 
Youth  Director,  who  will  send  it  to  the  au- 
thors who  wrote  them.  Watch  the  Challenges 
for  stories  from  the  pens  of  HOME  TALENT. 

©  Another  evidence  of  Youth  talent  is  the 
poem  on  these  pages  by  Sister  Vera  Baldree. 
It  teaches  a  great  lesson;  the  thought  is  sys- 
tematic, and  the  rhythm  is  almost  perfect. 
Many  a  poem  which  otherwise  would  have 
been  good  is  cast  aside  because  the  meter 
is  uneven.  Our  young  people  are  learning 
to  write  properly! 

©  Amidst  their  work,  Luther  and  Dorothy 
Carroll,  Jr.,  find  time  to  write  an  informa- 
tive letter.  It  was  so  good  we  want  to 
share  an  excerpt  with  you.  Read  this  account 
by  Church  of  God  youthful  missionaries.  The 
young  may  be  gospel  pioneers  also!  This 
letter  was  written  while  en  route  by  jeep 
through  Mexico. 

©  You  will  find  some  braggadocio  from  the 
hot  pen  points  of  Brady  Dennis  and  E.  H. 
Miles    in    the    State    Youth    Directors    Speak 

column,  this  issue.  They  don't  pin  any  roses 
on  themselves.  All  their  crowing  is  about 
their  states,  and  after  casually  inspecting 
their  reports,  we  believe  they  have  SOME- 
THING! 


New  Sunday  Schools 

Organized  since 
Assembly — 98 


©  Marshall  Roberson,  still  up  in  the  air 
from  his  plane  trip  to  many  mission  fields  in 
the  West  Indies,  got  his  bearings  enough 
to  drop  by,  exchange  greetings,  and.  prove 
he's  still  alive  and  kicking.  He  says  that  trip 
was  great,  and  gave  some  colorful  accounts 
of  his  experiences  while  abroad.  Watch  for 
a  complete  story  on  the  Mission  page  of  a 
forthcoming    Evangel. 

©  Tennessee's  Youth  Director,  Bobby  Weav- 
er, is  a  flier  by  nature.  He  holds  a  license, 
and  takes  a  plane  up  often.  Whether  he's 
in  a  plane  or  that  old  Ford  wagon,  he  jus' 
keeps  on  flying  anyhow.  We  went  with  him 
to  a  remote  little  church  in  Tennessee  the 
other  night,  and  liked  the  way  he  puts  his 
plans  to  work.  Bob's  a  swell  little  worker, 
and  an  outstanding  fine  quality  is  his  ob- 
session to  keep  his  engagement  promises. 
There  just  isn't  anything  tentative  about 
Bobby.   He's  definite,   and  that's  that! 

©  A  brand-new  feature,  Church  of  God 
YOUTH  in  the  SPOTLIGHT,  will  appear  in 
the  next  issue.  This  page  will  carry  the  out- 
standing Church  young  lady  and  man  of 
the  month.  See  their  pictures  and  read  about 
them. 


STATE  YOUTH  DIRECTORS 
SPEAK 

Reporting   From  West  Virginia 
OUR  ARRIVAL 

Upon  our  arrival  in  West  Virginia,  we 
found  a  group  of  sincere  ministers,  at  the 
Annual  Ministers'  Meeting  which  was  con- 
ducted at   Beckley. 

The  ministers  seemed  to  feel  that  a  great 
effort  to  save  the  youth  should  be  launched, 
while  we  yet  had  time. 

PROGRAM 

The  program  for  the  Youth  and  Sunday 
School  was  presented  and  accepted.  The 
ministers,  upon  their  return  to  their  local 
churches,  began  to  lay  the  groundwork  for 
the  year's  program. 

The  State  Youth  Director  then  toured  the 
entire  State  by  districts.  A  blessed  "intro- 
ductory service"  was  conducted  in  every  dis- 
trict. In  about  3  weeks,  the  entire  State  was 
organized  and  work  had  begun. 

REPORTS 
Reports  of  the  18  districts  began  to  flood 
the  State  Office.  These  reports  told  of  the 
wonderful  rallies  that  were  being  conducted, 
as  well  as  the  new  life  and  enthusiasm  that 
gripped  the  local  Y.P.E.'s  and  Sunday 
Schools. 

FIGURES  SHOW 
Since    the    General    Assembly,    West    Vir- 
ginia has  organized  28  new  Sunday  Schools 
and  29  new  Y.P.E.'s.  This  includes  December 
reports. 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL 
The  reports  show  a  great  increase  for  the 
4  months  to  January  1,  1947.  The  following 
is  the  percentage  of  increase  over  the  same 
four  months  last  year:  18  per  cent  in  the 
number  of  Sunday  Schools  in  the  State,  2700 
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per  cent  in   new  Sunday   Schools   organized, 

27  per  cent  more  reporting,  43  per  cent  in, 
total  Sunday  School  attendance,  46  per  cent' 
in  teachers'  attendance,  70  per  cent  in  Sun- 
day School  offerings,  and  61  per  cent  in  Or- 
phanage offerings. 

Y.P.E. 
This  report  covers  October,  November,  and 
December,  and  shows  the  percentage  of  in-, 
crease  over  the  same  period  last  year.  Per- 
centage of  increase  is  as  follows:  25  per 
cent  in  total  number  of  Y.P.E.'s  in  the  State; 
1250  per  cent  in  new  Y.P.E.'s  organized, 
108  per  cent  in  number  of  Y.P.E.'s  reporting, 
226  per  cent  in  number  saved,  124  per  cent 
in  number  sanctified,  450  per  cent  in  num- 
ber baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  203  per 
cent  in  church  membership,  and  401  per 
cent   in   total   offerings   received. 

COMPARISON 

West  Virginia  is  leading  the   Nation  with 
16  Home  Departments  for  the  month  of  No-, 
vember  and    18   Home   Departments   for  the 
month  of  December. 

Out  of  the  70  new  Sunday  Schools  in  the 
Nation  organized  since  the  Assembly,  West: 
Virginia   organized   22  of  them.   Out  of  the 
99   new    Y.P.E.'s    organized     in  the   Nation 
since  the  Assembly,  West  Virginia  organized 

28  of  them.  This  includes  November  report.  | 

THANKS 

Thanks    for   this   splendid    work   that   has] 
been  done  goes  to  the  faithful  pastors,  S.  S. 
and   Y.P.E.   officers,   and   laity   of  the   State) 
of  West  Virginia. — Rev.  Brady  Dennis,  West  | 
Virginia  State  Youth  Director. 

From  Virginia 

Dear  Brother  Wiliams: 

In  connection  with  our  recent  conversa- 
tion concerning  the  phenomenal  success  of 
Virginia's  Youth  Work,  I  would  like  to  fur- 
nish you  the  following  information  for  a 
write-up  in  the  National  Youth  News. 

Since  the  Assembly  (through  December) 
there  have  been  fifteen  new  Y.P.E.'s  or- 
ganized, and  eleven  new  Sunday  Schools. 
We  have  three  Home  Departments  function- 
ing, with  several  more  to  begin  reporting 
perhaps  next  month.  There  are  several  new 
Sunday  School's  and  Y.P.E.'s  as  yet  not  re- 
porting, beside  the  above  mentioned,  but 
I  will  report  them  later. 

At  present  we  have  well  over  twenty- 
seven  thousand  coupons,  or  over  half  of 
all  we  had  in  1946  when  Virginia  was  sixth 
in  the  Nation,  and  our  coupon  campaign  has 
not  yet  begun. 


The  work  over  the  State  has  been  organ- 
ized and  district  leaders  appointed.  We  are 
receiving  reports  such  as:  "Rally  Great  Suc- 
cess"; "House  Packed,  Yards  Full";  "Visitors 
From  Kentucky,  Tennessee."  Another  says, 
"Several  Saved  in  Last  Rally."  Another, 
"God  is   Blessing  Our  Rallies,"  etc. 

Each  pastor  in  the  State  has  been  pro- 
vided with  a  set  of  Sunday  School  contest 
plans,  Y.P.E.  working  plans,  a  personalized 
monthly  check-up  chart,  etc.,  therefore  mak- 
ing our  gains  steady,  substantial,  and  sys- 
tematic. Last  month  most  of  our  State  re- 
ports showed  more  than  100  per  cent  gain 
in    most   points   over   last   year. 

Below  is  a  three  months'  check-up,  and 
comparison  showing  the  progress  of  our  work 
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in   general   —    (Percentage    Gains    over    last  ear  to  ear  because,  as  he  put  it,  someone  else 

year).  had   made  a   mistake  for  once  too.   We   had 

Sunday  School   Report  been   kidding   Brother  Furman  about  getting 

Increase  on             wrong    road    and    driving    torty    miles 

Teachers'   Meetings  6%  in  *he,  °PP°site  direction. 

Teachers  ....        17%  ,  Before  '  forget,_  Luther  and   I  were  driving 

S.   S.'s  Reporting  36%  °lona    °  Mex'co  C'#  when  suddenly  we  came 

Teachers'  Quarterlies  _                               40%  t0  a  place  where  there  were  two  roads,  but 

Attendance                                                        47%  n0  sian-  We  st0PPed<  wondering  which  road 

Orphanage  Offerings"::                                 48%  to  take.  A  man  yelled,   "Go  straight  ahead. 

Offerings  70%  Someone  stole  the  sign— that  s  all! 

r-        „                                                                Tenor  Just  before  we  drove  into  Oaxaca  we  were 

Coupons    -io  I  Vo  ,   .            ,      ,      . A                     ,. 

-T-        ,        -r     •    ■         /-„  .„„„„                       o  n/Lr,o7  stopped    by    a    burly    Mexican    policeman    on 

Teacher-  \  raining   Courses   z,d6U %>  Kh\         ',       ,  ,      '   ,            ,        ^.<     ^  , 

i-ru         „„;    ,-  „-„  „-~w,; „^u  ^rs^+u  i  a    motorcycle.    He    informed    us   that   he   was 

( I  hese  nains  are  growing  each  month.)  .      .  .         /            .              .  .   ,     .      .    ,                 , 

looking    for   a    jeep    which    had    been    stolen 

Y.P.E.  Check-Up  from    the    Mexican    Government    and     pro- 

Y.P.E.'s  Reporting  29%  ceeded  to  inspect  our  jeep's  motor  number. 

Attendance  '. 36%  However,   since   we   were    innocent,    he   gave 

Lighted  Pathway  Circulation  103%  us  a  grin,  wished  us  luck  and  drove  on.  Oax- 

Offerings          142%  aca  is  quite  a  town.  We  purchased  provisions 

Saved,    130;  sanctified,  71;   Holy  Ghost,  62;  for  the  road  at  a  little  store  because  we  were 

added   to  church,   50.  informed    that    this    was   our    last    important 

'  stop  before  hitting  Tapachula. 

The    National      Education     Week    was    a  The    following     morning,    the    three    cars 

splendid    success,    and    I    feel    that    the    re-  were  all    lined   up   ready  to  go,   but   Brother 

sponse    for     securing     subscriptions    to    the  Furman    failed   to   appear.   The   sun   climbed 

Workers  Bulletin  will  also  prove  that  we  are  higher,   it  got  hotter.   An   investigating  com- 

"doing    more   with    less,   than   some   who   do  mittee  found  Brother  Furman  busily  engaged 

less  with  more."    Watch  Virginia!  With  the  in  evangelizing  an  American  Mormon  on  his 

prayerful,     persistent,     progressive     pastors,  way  to  Guatemala  also.  He  sort  of  attached 

and   the   finest    group     of   members,   friends  himself  to  our  caravan   also  and   even    rode 

and  attendants  in  the  country,  we  can't,  we  the  same  flatcar  later  with  Brother  Furman. 

won't  fail   to  go  "farther  faster  to  the  fin-  That   day    the    road    became    rough.     The 

ish"  as  we  work,  witness,  and  win,  and  bring  mountains   over   which    we    traveled    became 

again  national  honors  to  Virginia  for  a  great  bare,    practically   desert,    deserted,    and    for- 

work  well  done.  'orn-   The    little   hut   villages   became   widely 

Yours     for     greater     and     better     Sunday  scattered.    The    people    almost    looked     like 

Schools  and   Y.  P.  E.'s,   E.     H.     Miles,     State  natives   of    Africa.    Their     skin     was   almost 

Youth  Director  of  Virginia.  black,    few  of  them   wore   clothes,    and   they 

. — .  lived    in    little    grass    huts.    Dust   covered    us 

P.  S.      It  provides  me  a  great,    grand,     and  in    clouds    and    the    hot     tropical     sun     beat 

glorious    blessing    to    be    able   to    "spread    it  down    unmercifully    until    the    cars    became 

abroad"    about    the    fine    people    and    good  so    hot    we    could    scarcely    touch    them.    We 

work  of  the  Virginians.  Thanks.  searched   in   vain   for  water  and   found  only 

. dried    river   beds.    One    time,    however,    right 

EXCERPTS    FROM,  on    the    side    of    the    mountain    we    found    a 

"ICED  TlUSDrtliru    JUCVBrn"  clear,  cool  spring.  We  washed  our  faces,  wet 

JEEP  THROUGH  MEAELO  our  hair;  fmed  our  canteens  and  radiators, 

The  trip  from  Cleveland  to  Mexico  City  and  drove  on,  feeling  one  hundred  per  cent 
was  not  new  to  me,  but  this  time  we  intend-  improved.  Finally,  toward  evening,  we  left 
ed  to  drive  all  the  way  to  Guatemala  over  the  mountains  for  the  lowlands.  We  knew 
the  Pan-American  Highway.  We  had  heard  we  must  be  near  the  Pacific  Ocean.  Instead 
persistent  rumors  that  it  was  possible  to  of  dust,  we  were  plagued  with  sand  so  deep 
reach  the  border,  so  Brother  Syverson  with  that  it  was  like  mud.  Large  numbers  of  cat- 
his  Pontiac,  Brother  Furman  with  his  blue  tie  roamed  the  countryside,  feeding  on  the 
jeep,  and  we  with  our  red  jeep  decided  to  scanty  vegetation  and  drinking  from  stag- 
attempt  it.  It  was  a  gorgeous  day  when  we  nant,  practically  dry  mud  holes.  Wasps 
left  Mexico  City,  but  I  could  not  help  won-  seemed  to  infest  the  region.  Once  we  opened 
dering  just  what  adventures  awaited  us.  I  our  lunch  on  the  jeep,  but  the  wasps  took 
had  a  feeling,  however,  that  the  Guatemalan  possession  of  it  at  once.  They  covered  the 
border  would   look  good  to  us.  food.   Brave  Sister  Syverson  managed  to  sal- 

The  first  lap  of  the  journey  was  through  vage  some  of  the  food  and  we  departed  hur- 

beautiful  country,  all  mountainous,  and  very  riedly. 

steep.    However,   the   road   was  wide,   paved,  That  night  Luther  and  I  slept  in  our  jeep, 

and   in   excellent  condition.   All   day   we   cir-  I  shouldn't  say  slept,  for  I  counted  the  hours 

cled    those    famous    snow-capped    volcanoes.  and    the    pigs   that   wandered    into   the    little 

The    following   day,    the    road,    with    the   ex-  town  square  to  devour  the  garbage.   Finally, 

ception  of  a  few  miles,  continued  to  be  wide  morning    came,    and    we   drove   out   of   town 

and  paved.   However,   it  became  increasingly  on  our  way  again.  Large  portions  of  the  road 

hotter.    No  one  seemed   to   know  very   much  were  under  construction.   Most  of  the   rivers 

about  the  road,  or  at  least  they  were  not  very  had  no  bridges.   Luther  delighted  to  put  the 

informative.  One  time  none  of  us  could  make  jeep  in  front-wheel  drive  and  watch   it  plow 

out  the   name  of  the   town  on  the   battered  through   the   water.    Brother   Syverson's    Pon- 

sign,   so  we  all   got  on   the   wrong   road.    Fi-  tiac   practically   swam — it   really  was  amaz- 

nally,   when    it  seemed   to  take   us   nowhere,  ing  how  he  got  that  car  through.  That  night 

we  all   turned  around   in  one  big  circle  and  we   stayed    in   a    filthy   place   called   a   hotel, 

started  back.    Brother  Furman  grinned   from  in   the   little  town  of  Arraiga   just   six   miles 


from  the  Pacific  Ocean. 

The  next  day,  we  hired  two  Mexicans  to 
show  us  the  road  to  Tonala.  We  never  could 
have  found  it  ourselves  for  it  was  nothing 
more  than  a  path  sometimes  entirely  hidden 
by  tall  grass;  sometimes  going  down  hill  in 
narrow,  steep  grades.  We  held  our  breath 
all  that  day.  One  time  all  the  men  had  to 
hold  the  Pontiac's  side  to  keep  it  from  turn- 
ing over  while  Brother  Syverson  drove 
through.  We  dug  out  parts  of  the  road,  re- 
moved rocks  from  the  rivers,  and  placed 
rocks  in  other  positions — and  prayed.  It  was 
a  miracle,  a  real  miracle,  that  Brother  Syver- 
son managed  to  make  it.  One  time  his  gas 
and  oil  tanks  hit  bottom  with  a  crashing 
sound.  I  closed  my  eyes  momentarily,  ex- 
pecting to  see  oil  and  gas  floating  off  down- 
stream, but  his  tanks  were  merely  bent  bad- 
ly. All  the  chronium  on  the  sides  of  his  car 
was  entirely  destroyed. 

When  we  reached  Tonala,  we  decided  it 
was  foolish  to  attempt  to  go  farther.  We 
put  the  two  jeeps  on  a  flatcar  along  with 
the  Pontiac.  We  women  rode  the  passenger 
train  to  Tapachula  and  the  men  came  with 
the  cars.  That  was  the  dustiest,  slowest  train 
ride  I  have  ever  taken.  It  got  us  to  Tapa- 
chula though.  The  next  day,  December  17, 
we  drove  across  the  Guatemalan  border. 
And,  just  as  I  expected,  it  really  DID  look 
good  to  us! — Dorothy  and   Luther. 


THE  MODERN  THEATER 

'Tis  a  great  and  mighty  chasm 

Yawning  toward  the  busy  street, 
Calling  to  our  youth,  "Come  hither; 

Come  within,  and  have  a  seat." 
'Tis  a  cave  so  great  and  dangerous, 

The  appearance  not  so  bad, 
But  when  once  within  its  clutches 

Lives  are  ruined  of  iass  and  lad. 
Young  and  innocent,  sweet  and  tender 

Come  the  youth  of  our  fair  land; 
Listen  to  this  monster  calling, 

Step  within  its  sinking  sand. 
Soft,  sweet  music,  hushed  and  magic, 

Lures  them  on  to  linger  there;- 
Voices,  scenes  and  splendor  beauty — 

Seems  they  never  knew  a  care. 
Moments  pass  away  so  swiftly; 

With  its  spell  the  die  is  cast; 
Chains  of  iron  are  carefully  fastened 

Around  our  youth  to  hold  them  fast. 
Dancers  whirl  and  music  jingles, 

Beer  and  wine  drains  from  the  cup, 
Causing  boys  and  girls  to  wonder 

Why  they  too  can't  have  a  sup. 
Mothers,  do  you  realize  the  danger 

Waiting  for  your  precious  girl? 
There's  a  spell  that  captures  slowly 

As  she  sees  the  giddy  whirl. 
Fathers,  I  am  sure  that  you  can 

See  the  danger  of  this  place. 
Point  your  precious  son  to  Jesus, 

Who  alone  has  saving  grace. 

— By  Vera  Baldree. 
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Wessons 

WHAT   IS  MY  PURPOSE   IN   LIFE? 

Thoughts  For  Leader 
The  cartoonist  who  draws  "The 
Absent-minded  Professor"  once  start- 
ed him  off  at  a  furious  pace  in  his 
automobile.  After  traveling  some  dis- 
tance, the  professor  nervously  pulled 
out  his  watch  and  remarked,  "I  have 
just  ten  minutes  left  to  get  there." 
Then  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  "But 
I've  forgotten  where  I  was  going!" 

Boys  and  girls  do  not  usually  for- 
get where  they  are  going.  Their  diffi- 
culty is  to  decide  where  to  go.  The 
roads  seem  to  lead  everywhere,  and 
there  are  throngs  of  people  incessant- 
ly traveling  on  them.  You  are  in- 
clined to  think  that  it  doesn't  make 
so  much  difference  where  you  are 
going,  just  so  long  as  you  keep  mov- 
ing. It  is  not  surprising  that  you  get 
that  notion  of  life,  because thereareso 
many  people  who  look  at  it  in  a  simi- 
lar manner.  Their  whole  philosophy 
of  life  might  be  put  in  the  thought: 
"Keep  pushing;  keep  moving.  Not 
where  I  go,  but  am  I  going?"  To  them 
motion   is   the   important  thing. 

A  life-purpose  and  a  lifework  are 
alike  and  yet  not  alike.  It  is  the  life- 
purpose  that  helps  one  to  discover 
the  lifework  and  keeps  one  at  it.  It  is 
not  necessary  for  boys  and  girls  to  de- 
cide on  their  lifework  too  young.  The 
majority  of  you  are  not  ready  to  do 
that.  But  you  should  decide  on  your 
chief  purpose  in  life  right  now,  unless 
you  have  done  so  before. 

DIFFERENT   KINDS   OF  LIFE- 
PURPOSES 

Do  you  remember  the  story  of 
Hannibal?  When  but  a  boy  his  father 
took  him  to  the  Temple  and  made 
him  take  a  vow  of  eternal  hatred  to 
Rome.  Lest  the  boy,  Hannibal,  should 
forget,  his  father  kept  repeating  in 
his  ears,  "Rome  must  be  destroyed." 
He  taught  the  lad  the  arts  of  war. 
And  Hannibal  became  the  greatest 
aeneral  that  Carthage  ever  produced. 
His  chief  purpose  in  life  was  to  de- 
stroy Rome.  He  accepted  the  responsi- 
bility for  trying  it.  These  two  items 
united  to  create  a  personality  devoted 
to  the  slaughter  of  his  fellow  men. 

Now  look  at  another  character  who 
lived  in  antiquity.  His  parents  took 
Him  to  the  Temple  and  pledged  His 
life  to  God.  When  twelve  years  of  age, 
He  accepted  for  Himself  this  responsi- 
bility in  the  famed  words,  "I  must  be 
about  my  Father's  business,"  Luke  2: 
49  (King  James  Version).  What  He 
did  during  the  next  eighteen  years  we 
can  only  guess.  We  know  that  He  "ad- 
vanced in  wisdom  and  stature,  and  in 
favor  with  God  and  men."  Read  Luke 
2:41-52.  Obviously  He  had  found  His 
chief  purpose  in  life.  Then  at  thirty, 


after  publicly  facing  what  was  in- 
volved in  His  life-purpose,  He  began 
to  teach.  Without  slaying  a  single 
human  being,  but  by  losing  His  own 
life,  He  really  conquered  the  Roman 
Empire. 

What  a  difference  between  the 
method  of  Hannibal  and  the  method 
of  Jesus  as  they  set  about  to  conquer 
Rome.  The  first  possesed  a  person- 
ality, but  how  bloodthirsty!  The  sec- 
ond, how  loving  and  generous,  the 
finest  that  ever  lived  on  earth!  Do 
you  begin  to  see  that  even  a  chief 
purpose  in  life  has  to  be  built  on 
something  that  is  directly  related  to 
God's  purpose  for  you?  If  you  choose 
your  chief  purpose  contrary  to  God's 
will,  you  cannot  possibly  do  His  will. 

GOD'S  WILL  AND  MY  LIFE- 
PURPOSE 

One  of  the  strongest  convictions  of 
our  Church  is  that  God  has  a  purpose 
for  each  one  of  us.  No  life,  born  into 
this  world,  has  been  neglected  by  God. 
He  has  prepared  a  plan,  and  He  in- 
vites each  of  us  to  accept  His  guid- 
ance in  the  working  out  of  that  plan. 

For  you  as  a  Christian  boy  or  girl, 
the  chief  purpose  in  life  will  be 
formed  by  finding  out  what  God 
wants  you  to  do  with  your  life.  Dr. 
Grenfell,  the  noted  medical  mission- 
ary to  Labrador,  said,  "You  can  think 
of  life  as  a  battleground  for  posses- 
sions, or  you  can  think  of  it  as  a 
field  of  honor  for  chivalric  action.  As 
for  myself,  I  have  elected  the  latter." 
The  whole  world  is  glad  for  Dr.  Gren- 
fell's  choice  of  a  life-purpose  that 
corresponds  to  God's  will  for  him. 
Likewise,  if  you  would  have  the  ap- 
proval of  the  ages  for  the  choice  of 
your  life-purpose,  choose  a  life  of 
service  and  not  a  life  that  is  "a  battle- 
ground for  possessions." 

"David  Livingstone,  how  did  you 
obtain  that  marvelous  life-purpose 
that  sent  you  through  the  jungles  of 
Africa,  unafraid,  undaunted,  and 
'faithful  unto  death'?" 

Livingstone  answers:  "I  will  place 
no  value  on  anything  I  have  or  may 
possess,  except  in  its  relation  to  the 
kingdom  of  Christ.  If  anything  I  have 
will  advance  the  interest  of  that 
kingdom,  it  shall  be  given  or  kept,  as 
by  keeping  or  giving  it  I  shall  most 
promote  the  glory  of  Him  to  whom  I 
owe  all  my  hopes,  both  of  time  and 
eternity.  May  grace  be  given  me  to 
adhere   to   this." 

A  book  might  be  written  telling  the 
stories  of  famous  people  who  have 
found  their  chief  purpose  in  life.  In 
every  instance  you  would  find  them 
living  a  life  of  service,  even  as  Jesus 
said,  "But  seek  ye  first  the  kingdom, 
and  his  righteousness,  and  all  these 
things  shall  be  added  unto  you,"  Matt. 
6:33. 

WHAT  THE  BIBLE  TEACHES 
The  Bible  is  our  truest  guidebook 
on  this  subject  of  choosing  a  life- 
purpose.  In  this  lesson,  we  are  going 
to  study  just  a  few  verses.  You  may 
be  sure  that  the  greatest  authority  in 
the  world  is  back  of  these  verses. 
They  mean  what  they  say,  and  they 
have    been    tried    for    nineteen    hun- 


dred years.  Anything  that  lasts  that 
long  must  have  real  value. 

Before  reading  these  verses,  re- 
member that  when  Jesus  was  twelve 
years  of  age  He  declared  that  He 
must  be  concerned  about  the  things 
of  His  Father.  Between  twelve  and 
thirty  He  "advanced  in  wisdom  and 
stature,  and  in  favour  with  God  and 
men."  At  thirty  He  spent  forty  days 
and  forty  nights  alone,  carefully 
thinking  through  just  what  His  life- 
purpose  meant  and  how  to  direct  it 
into  the  most  helpful  life  for  others. 
His  decision  at  that  time  was  to  re- 
nounce any  idea  of  a  worldly  kingdom 
and  to  spend  His  life  establishing  an 
everlasting  kingdom  of  love.  He  is  the 
One  who  spoke  the  words  that  you 
will  find  recorded  in  Matt.  6:19-34, 
our  Bible   study   for  this  lesson. 

Read  the  verses  through  without 
stopping.  Now  answer  these  questions: 
(1)  What  did  Jesus  mean  in  V.  22? 
Is  that  the  same  thing  as  having  a 
life-purpose?  (2)  What  happens  when 
you  try  to  have  two  life-purposes? 
See  V.  24.  (3)  What  value  does  Jesus 
place  on  food  and  clothing?  Don't  be 
too  quick  with  your  answer.  Read  V. 
30,  also.  Evidently  Jesus  believed  in 
food   and  clothing. 

MY  PERSONALITY  AND  MY 
PURPOSE 

Last  month  we  talked  much  about 
personality.  This  month  we  are  eager 
to  find  how  purpose  can  help  to  de- 
velop our  personality.  We  have  ob- 
served the  life-purposes  of  Wilfred  T. 
Grenfell  and  David  Livingstone.  Fi- 
nally, we  have  studied  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  talks  that  Jesus  ever 
made,  and  we  have  found  that  He 
placed  a  chief  purpose  first  before 
the  other  things  were  added.  No  doubt 
you  are  admitting  that  all  these 
characters  chose  rightly  and  that 
Jesus  spoke  truly.  If  your  choice  is 
to  be  in  line  with  their  advice  to  you, 
then  you,  too,  will  make  your  chief 
purpose  to  "seek.  .  .  first  the  kingdom 
of  God.  My  chief  purpose  is  to  'seek 
.  .  .  first  the  kingdom  of  God.'  " 

You  will  find  that  something  fine 
has  been  put  into  your  personality 
when  you  have  decided  upon  your 
life-purpose.  It  will  be  stronger  and 
your  friends  will  notice  that  you  are 
going  somewhere.  Don't  forget  that 
there  is  plenty  of  time  for  you  to 
choose  your  lifework.  But  now  is  the 
time  to  choose  your  life-purpose.  All 
your  future  happiness  and  usefulness 
are  bound  up  with  the  decisions  that 
you  are  making  now. 


FINDING   GOD'S  WILL   FOR   OUR 
LIVES 

/.  The  Possibility  of  Divine  Guidance. 
It  is  Scriptural.  Guidance  for  the 
whole  of  life  is  possible.  Psa.  32:8; 
Prov.  3:6.  Where  has  the  Lord  prom- 
ised to  guide?  Psa.  23:2.  How  long- 
will  He  guide?  Psa.  48:14.  How  will 
He  guide?  Psa.  73:24;  Isa.  30:21;  Psa. 
77:20.  Study  the  following  examples 
of  divine  guidance.  Leaving  old  as- 
sociations, Gen.  12:1.  Returning  home, 
Gen.  31:3.  Assuming  leadership,  Exod. 
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3:10.  Contacting  seekers  after  God, 
Acts  8:26-35;  10:19,  20.  Ministering 
to  the  afflicted,  Acts  9:11.  What  as- 
surance do  we  always  have? 

//.  Requisites  for  Divine  Guidance. 

A  teachable  spirit.  Psa.  25:9,  com- 
pare Ezra  8:21;  Acts  8:31;  9:6,  11. 
Pride  and  self-conceit  have  been  the 
cause  of  many  rash  decisions. 

Seeking  God's  guidance  does  not  ex- 
clude the  counsels  of  spiritual  people. 
Prov.  11:14.  Let  us  not  get  to  the 
place  where  the  Lord  will  have  to  use 
"horse  and  mule"  guidance.  Psa.  32:9. 
Study  the  example  of  Balaam,  a  man 
who  had  to  be  whipped  into  the  will  of 
God,  but  who  refused  to  break,  and 
finally  died  an  enemy  of  God.  Num- 
bers 22. 

A  surrendered  will.  How  often  have 
we  professed  a  desire  to  know  God's 
will  when  our  minds  were  already 
made  up.  Read  Jer.  42:1  to  43:4  for 
example. 

///.  The  Source  of  Divine   Guidance. 

God  has  used  and  does  use  extra- 
ordinary means  of  guidance,  such  as 
an  audible  voice,  heavenly  visions,  and 
dreams.  But  three  sources  of  guidance 
are  available  to  anyone  at  any  time: 
the  Scriptures,  the  Holy  Spirit,  and 
God's  providential  dealings  (circum- 
stances) .  When  these  three  agree,  the 
way  is  clear  to  us.  • 

The  Bible.  Some  practice  opening 
the  Bible  at  random  and  accepting  as 
guidance  the  first  verse  seen.  Though 
not  impossible  for  God  to  thus  guide, 
this  method  is  fraught  with  perils. 
Intelligent  use  of  the  Bible  means 
finding  out  what  the  Scripture 
teaches  concerning  the  various  duties 
of  life.  It  involves  regular  reading  of 
the  Bible  in  order  to  train  the  judg- 
ment and  find  the  wisdom  for  weigh- 
ing and  deciding  what  is  best  to  do. 
See  Heb.  5:14.  At  times  the  Spirit 
may  illumine  a  special  verse  and  use 
it  as  God's  message  to  us  personally. 

The  Holy  Spirit.  The  Spirit  guided 
Philip  (Acts  8:39),  Paul  (Acts  20:22, 
23 ) ,  and  will  guide  those  who  are 
spiritual.  1  John  2:27.  However,  it 
is  possible  to  mistake  feelings  for  con- 
victions. How  distinguish?  Feelings 
pass,  convictons  last.  Inner  urges 
should  be  checked  by  Scripture  and 
by  the  judgment  of  spiritual  people. 
Notice  Barnabas  and  Saul  were  sent 
forth  by  the  Holy  Spirit  and  also  by 
the  church.  Acts  13:3,  4;  compare 
15:28. 

GEORGE  MULLER  SAYS 
I  seek  at  the  beginning  to  get  my 
heart  into  such  a  state  that  it  has 
no  will  of  its  own  in  regard  to  a  given 
matter.  Nine-tenths  of  the  trouble 
with  the  people  is  just  here.  Nine- 
tenths  of  the  difficulties  are  over- 
come when  our  hearts  are  ready  to 
do  the  Lord's  will,  whatever  it  may 
be.  When  one  is  truly  in  this  state, 
it  is  usually  but  a  little  way  to  the 
knowledge   of  what  His  will   is. 

Having  done  this,  I  do  not  leave 
the  results  to  feeling  or  simple  im- 
pression. If  I  do  so,  I  make  myself 
liable  to  great  delusions.  I  seek  the 
will  of  the  Spirit  of  God  through  and 


in  connection  with  the  Word  of  God. 
The  Spirit  and  the  Word  must  be 
combined.  If  I  look  to  the  Spirit  alone, 
without  the  Word,  I  lay  myself  open 
to  great  delusions,  also.  If  the  Holy 
Ghost  guides  us  at  all,  He  will  do 
it  according  to  the  Scriptures,  and 
never  contrary  to  them. 

Next,  I  take  into  account  provi- 
dential circumstances.  These  often 
plainly  indicate  God's  will  in  con- 
nection with  His  Word   and   Spirit. 

I  ask  God  in  prayer  to  reveal  His 
prayer  to  God,  the  study  of  the  Word, 
and  reflection,  I  come  to  a  deliberate 
judgment  according  to  the  best  of 
my  ability  and  knowledge,  and  if  my 
mind  is  thus  at  peace,  and  continues 
so  after  two  or  three  more  petitions, 
I  proceed  accordingly.  In  trivial  mat- 
ters, and  in  transactions  involving 
most  important  issues,  I  have  found 
this  method  always  effective. 


THE  CHOICE  OF  MOSES 

Scripture  Lesson:   Matt.  6:19-34 

"Choosing  rather  to  suffer  afflic- 
tion with  the  people  of  God,  than  to 
enjoy  the  pleasures  of  sin  for  a 
season."   Heb.    11:24-27. 

Moses  did  not  act  rashly  nor  un- 
advisedly in  his  choice.  It  was  made 
when  he  was  forty  years  old,  and 
therefore  in  the  full  maturity  of  his 
powers. 

WHAT  HE  REFUSED 

To  be  called  the  son  of  Pharaoh's 
daughter. 

To  identify  himself  with  the  people 
of  Egypt. 

To  sanction  their  policy  of  oppress- 
ing the  Hebrews. 

To  continue  in  the  service  of  the 
court. 

WHAT  HE  LOST 

A  high,  worldly  position  and  a  life 
of  magnificence   and  ease. 

Opportunities  for  gratifying  the 
highest  human  ambition. 

"The  pleasures  of  sin  for  a  season." 
WHAT   HE    SUFFERED 

He  shared  the  reproach,  trials,  and 
afflictions  of  the  people  with  whom 
he  identified  himself. 

He  encountered  the  dangers  of  de- 
livering them  from  bondage  and 
leading  them  to  liberty. 

He  had  to  flee  for  his  life  and  en- 
dure a  forty  years'  exile. 

WHAT    HE    GAINED 

The  favor  of  God. 

The  liberty  of  his  people. 

A  life  of  highest  usefulness. 

A  blessing  for  all  mankind. 

The  riches  of  heaven. 

HOW  HE  DID  ALL  THIS 

By  that  faith  which  endures  as  see- 
ing Him  who  is  invisible. 

By  that  faith  which  has  respect  to 
the  recompense  of  the  reward. 


OPPORTUNITIES  AND  HOW  TO 
USE  THEM 

Scripture  Lesson:   Neh.  4:6 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

We     have     many     opportunities    or 

chances  to  be  a  blessing  to  God.  Do 

we  realize  these  opportunities,  or  do 


we  wait  until  they  are  gone  before 
we  open  our  eyes  and  see  that  they 
were  opportunities.  What  are  some  of 
the  opportunities  that  we  have  and 
how  may  we  use  them  for  God? 

EACH  DAY 

Much  has  been  written  about  keep- 
ing the  Sabbath  holy,  and  thousands 
of  laws  nave  been  passed  to  teach 
people  to  behave  on  the  Lord's  day. 
We  should  respect  the  Sabbath  and 
gather  and  study  God's  Word  to- 
gether. But  there  is  not  a  reason  why 
we  should  be  more  honest  or  decent 
on  Sunday  than  any  other  day.  A 
"Sunday  religion"  will  not  stand  the 
test.  Jesus  did  good  on  Sunday  and 
the  other  six  days  of  the  week  also. 
A  person  who  forgets  on  Monday,  has 
not  remembered  well  on   Sunday. 

Certainly  we  should  do  our  part  on 
Sunday  or  while  at  church,  but  we 
should  let  our  lights  shine  even  more 
brightly  when  away  from  church,  for 
the  world  is  reading  our  lives.  Does 
it  point  them  to  Jesus? 

Each  day  is  a  gift,  a  gift  worth  more 
than  gold,  for  it  gives  us  an  oppor- 
tunity to  be  a  help  to  mankind. 

MONEY  —  HOW  TO  SPEND  IT 

Few  young  people  have  much  money 
of  their  own  to  spend.  But  how  would 
we  spend  our  money?  Would  we  spend 
it  on  foolishness  of  the  world,  or  would 
we  spend  it  to  please  God? 

First,  a  tenth  of  all  we  make  be- 
longs to  the  Lord.  He  has  given  us 
the  knowledge  and  strength  to  do  the 
work  and  we  should  give  Him  that 
which  belongs  to  Him.  Mai.  3:10  says 
if  we  bring  our  tithes  unto  the  Lord, 
He  will  give  us  a  blessing  which  our 
cup  cannot  contain. 

When  we  have  paid  our  tithes,  we 
have  only  returned  to  the  Lord  His 
share.  So  we  have  given  nothing.  We 
should  give  in  offerings  for  general 
expense,  missions,  orphanage,  and 
wherever    an  offering  might  be  needed. 

The  Bible  teaches  us  to  help  those 
who  are  less  fortunate  than  we  are 
and  we  certainly  should. 

The  way   we  spend  the   money  we 
have    is    usually    the    way    we    would 
spend  it  if  we  had  wealth. 
SERVICE 
Matt.    17:14-21 

This  is  the  scripture  where  Christ 
heals  the  man's  son,  who  is  a  lunatic, 
after  the  disciples  had  failed.  The 
disciples  had  opportunity  to  be  of 
service  but  failed  because  of  unbelief. 

The  yearning  to  be  of  service  is  the 
prime  requisite  for  training  to  service. 
One  must  have  the  supreme  desire  to 
help  before  he  can  be  of  much  service 
to  Christ.  That  desire  is  born  of  the 
presence  of  Christ's  Spirit  in  the 
heart.  Christ  creates  in  the  soul  the 
passion  for  service.  Ella  Wheeler  Wil- 
cox says  that  there  are  just  two  kinds 
of  people  in  the  world,  "leaners  and 
lifters."  Well,  one  must  have  a  long- 
ing to  be  a  "lifter"  before  he  can  be 
a  helper  in  Christ's  kingdom.  This 
longing  is  in  the  hearts  of  many 
people  other  than  missionaries  and 
preachers. 

TIME  —  THE  RIGHT  USE  OF  IT 

We,     as     Christian     young     people, 
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should  consider  how  to  spend  our 
time  in  the  way  that  is  most  pleasing 
to  God.  If  we  do  not,  we  will  look 
back  in  a  few  years  and  see  that  we 
spent  our  time  to  no  profit,  and  wish 
that  we  could  recall  the  years  so  we 
might  do  something  in  the  time  we 
have  wasted.  We  shall  take  the  Bible 
as  our  guide  in  how  to  spend  our 
time. 

I.  Get  our  thoughts  right. 

Our  actions  follow  our  minds  as 
the  tail  follows  the  dog,  so  we  should 
think  the  right  things.  Phil.  4:8,  9. 

II.  Study. 

2  Tim.  2:15  tells  us  to,  "Study  to 
shew  thyself  approved  unto  God,  a 
workman  that  needeth  not  to  be 
ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word 
of  truth."  We  need  to  study  so  we  can 
answer,  correctly,  questions  concern- 
ing our  hope  in  God. 

III.  Sing  and  rejoice. 

If  we  rejoice  in  the  Lord,  the  world 
will  know  we  have  an  asset,  and  hun- 
ger  thereafter.   Eph.   5:19. 

IV.  Preach  the  Word. 

Each  one  is  a  preacher,  although 
he  may  not  stand  behind  the  pulpit. 
He  preaches  by  his  testimony  and  by 
his  daily  walk.  2  Tim.  4:6;  Heb.  10:25. 

V.  Watch  and  pray. 

If  we  do  not  watch  and  pray,  the 
devil  will  slip  in.  Then  prayer  is  our 
conversation  with  God  which  helps 
us  to  know  and  love  Him  b3iter.  Matt. 
25:13;  1  Cor.  16:13;  1  Thess.  5:17; 
Luke  18:1. 

If  we  spend  our  time  in  this  way, 
we  need  never  fear.  Although  we  may 
not  win  a  wealthy  home,  we  shall  win 
a  mansion  in  the  sky,  which  means 
everything. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

away  in  the  years  he  is  waiting  his 
turn.  His  body,  his  brain,  his  soul, 
are  in  your  boyish  hands.  He  cannot 
help  himself.  What  will  you  leave  for 
him?  Will  it  be  a  brain  unspoiled  by 
lust  or  dissipation;  a  mind  trained  to 
think  and  act;  a  nervous  system  true 
as  a  dial  in  its  response  to  the  truth 
about  you?  Will  you,  boy,  let  him 
come  as  a  man  among  men  in  his 
time?  Or  will  you  throw  away  his 
inheritance  before  he  has  had  the 
chance  to  touch  it?  Will  you  turn 
over  to  him  a  brain  distorted,  a  mind 
diseased,  a  will  untrained  to  action, 
a  spinal  cord  grown  through  and 
through  with  "the  devil  grass,  wild 
oats?"  Will  you  let  him  come  and 
take  your  place,  gaining  through  your 
experience,  happy  in  your  friendships, 
hallowed  through  your  joys,  building 
on  them  his  own?  Or  will  you  fling 
it  all  away,  decreeing,  wanton-like, 
that  the  man  you  might  have  been 
shall  never  be?  This  is  your  problem 
in  life — the  problem  which  is  vastly 
more  to  you  than  any  or  all  others. 
How  will  you  meet  it,  as  a  man  or  as  a 
fool?  It  comes  before  you  today  and 
every  day,  and  the  hour  of  your 
choice  is  the  crisis  in  your  destiny! 

An  incident  has  been  related  of  the 
great  artist  in  stone,  Michael  Angelo, 


and  a  friend  who  had  been  one  of  his 
fellow  students  of  sculpturing. 
Michael  Angelo  called  one  day  at  his 
friend's  studio.  He  had  not  made  a 
success  of  his  art,  and  as  Michael 
Angelo  entered  the  door,  he  stumbled 
over  a  block  of  stone  hidden  under 
some  debris.  "What's  this?"  he  said. 
"Oh,"  replied  his  friend,  "it  is  a  block 
of  marble.  I  thought  I  could  do  some- 
thing with  it,  but  the  vision  has  faded, 
and  the  attempt  has  failed."  After 
studying  it  for  a  few  minutes,  Michael 
Angelo  exclaimed,  "I  have  it.  I  can 
see  it.  I  have  caught  the  vision.  Let 
me  have  the  marble."  His  friend 
handed  it  over,  and  the  great  sculptor 
worked  on  it  until  one  day  the  vision 
he  had  seen  stood  out  in  marble — the 
beautiful  figure  of  David  about  to 
fling  a  stone  out  of  his  sling,  which 
may  be  seen  in  Florence. 

Young  folks,  you  and  I  are  like  that 
useless  lump  of  marble.  We  have 
tried  to  make  something  good  of  our- 
selves and  have  "turned  over  a  new 
leaf"  many  times,  but  each  attempt 
has  ended  in  failure — has  it  not?  We 
are  still  very  far  from  the  ideal  we 
had  set  before  us.  But  we  must  give 
Him  all  of  ourselves;  nothing  must 
be  kept  back.  If  his  friend  had  said 
to  Michael  Angelo,  "You  may  have  a 
bit  of  that  lump  of  marble,"  or,  "You 
may  have  quite  a  big  piece  of  that 
marble,  but  you  must  let  me  use  part 
of  it,  too,"  it  would  have  been  spoiled 
and  could  never  have  been  the  thing 
of  beauty  it  now  is.  So  if  we  do  not 
give  God  all  of  ourselves,  if  we  want 
to  keep  a  part  of  ourselves  away  from 
God,  He  cannot  make  us  the  "vessel 
of  honor"  that  He  intended  us  to  be. 
Loving  Master, 

I  give  myself  unto  Thee; 
Take  me,  make  me 

What  Thou  loilt  have  me   to   be. 

SETTING    UP   THEIR   BANNERS 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
home,  and  of  the  unrest  and  uneasi- 
ness there  had  been   in  their  lives. 

"Oh,  ivhat  peace  we  often  forfeit. 
Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 

All  because  we  do  not  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer," 
she  hummed.  She  had  sung  that 
hymn  at  church  countless  times,  yet 
it  meant  little  to  her.  Now  it  ex- 
pressed the  very  essence  of  her  feel- 
ings. 

During  the  day — that  first  wonder- 
ful day  in  her  new  life — her  friend, 
Kate  Bradley,  phoned  to  say  she  and 
Tom  were  coming  over  for  the  eve- 
ning. The  two  young  couples  had  spent 
many  gay  times  together  playing 
bridge  or  at  a  movie. 

But  Marion  knew  this  night  would 
be  different,  and  she  began  at  once  to 
plan  how  best  to  make  the  evening 
enjoyable  and  at  the  same  time  an- 
other "setting  up  of  their  banner." 

"We  can  have  music  and  when  Stan 
plays  his  guitar,  he  can  try  the  new 
chorus  they  sang  when  we  were  saved 
last  night.  That  will  open  the  way 
for  a  talk  on  our  new  experiences," 
she  mused. 


Continually  looking  to  the  Lord  for 
direction  and  guidance,  Stan  and  Ma- 
rion warmly  welcomed  the  Bradleys. 
They  knew  that  Tom  and  Kate  had 
always  laughed,  as  they  had,  at  emo- 
tional religion.  Could  they  now  so  in- 
troduce the  Prince  of  Peace  in  all  His 
splendor  that  these  worldly  friends 
would  be  constrained  to  follow  Him — 
or  would  the  evening  end  in  broken 
friendships?  It  was  impossible  to  hide 
their  light,  had  they  for  a  moment 
considered  it.  They  must  be  out  and 
out  for  the  Lord,  and  they  knew  the 
break  must  come  soon.  They  did  not 
wait  long.  As  they  all  sat  down  to  the 
meal,  Stan  explained, 

"We've  come  to  see  everything  dif- 
ferently now,  Tom.  We'll  be  telling 
you  all  about  it.  But  just  now  we 
want  to  thank  God  for  this  food." 

Tom  and  Kate  exchanged  surprised 
glances  as  Stan  and  Marion  bowed 
their  heads  and  he  simply  but  ear- 
nestly "returned  thanks."  As  the 
evening  wore  on,  their  new-found  joy 
could  not  be  hid.  Christ  was  preached 
so  sincerely  and  with  such  genuine 
enthusiasm  that  the  Bradleys  were 
made  to  feel  the  power  of  the  Gospel. 

"Stan,  this  is  all  new  to  me,"  Tom 
Bradley      acknowledged.       "I      never  I 
thought  religion  made  people  happy. 
I  always  understood   it   was   good  to  j 
have  at  death,  but  that  it  kept  one 
from  having  a  good  time  in  this  life."  j 

"Tom,    it's    this    way,"    Stan    spoke 
slowly,  and  his  voice  quivered;  "when 
the  life  of  Jesus  flows  through  one's  j: 
being,  it   causes  a  thrill  such  as  now 
other  experience  on  earth  could  give. 
Centuries  ago  Goldsmith  wrote, 

" 'Unknown   those    poioers  that    raiseV 

the  soul  to  flame, 
Catch      every      nerve      and      vibrate  I 

through  the  frame.' 

"I   used  to  ponder  those   words,  and  I 
wonder  just  what  they  meant.    Nowl 
I  see  that  no  power  can  so  completely 
do   that   as   the   power  of   the   Risen  I 
Christ   in   the    heart.    Marion   and   I 
nave  never  in  all  our  lives  known  the 
pure  joy  and  abiding  peace  that  we've 
experienced  today.    I  cannot  explain 
it.    It  must  be  felt  to  be  understood." 

"Then  I'd  like  to  feel  it,"  Kate  burst 
out,  the  tears  running  unheeded  down 
her  face. 

"Shall  we  pray  about  it,  just  as  we 
did  last  night?"  Marion  spoke  up 
eagerly. 

"Oh,  do!"  Mrs.  Bradley  pleaded. 

Tom  was  undecided,  but  when  he 
saw  the  shine  come  on  his  wife's  face, 
as  Christ  came  in  her  heart,  he,  too, 
began  to  pray.  Soon  they  had 
plunged  in  the  'Fountain  filled  with 
blood'  and  that  little  home  was  a 
house  of  praise,  as  together  they  re- 
joiced in  the  God  of  their  salvation. 

When  Stan  and  Marion  were  again 
alone,  she  said,  "This  business  of  set- 
ting up  the  banner  is  glorious  beyond 
words,  isn't  it,  Stan?  We  may  well 
be  happy." 

"  'We  will  rejoice  in  thy  salvation, 
and  in  the  name  of  our  God  we  will 
set  up  our  banners,' "  Stan  quoted, 
smiling. — Gospel  Herald. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


WHAT    I    WANT    FROM    LIFE 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
I  have  an  uncle  who  is  a  doctor.  He  tells 
me  everything  he  does.  One  time  he  had  to 
go  to  Knoxville  at  a  hospital  up  there,  so 
he  took  me  along.  After  that  trip  I  have 
been  wanting  to  be  a  doctor. 

What  I  want  from  life  most  of  all  is  to 
become  a  pianist.  I  have  taken  lessons 
before,  but  I  quit  before  I  finished,  nearly 
two  years.  I  tried  to  do  what  I  could,  but 
I  guess  I  didn't  practice  enough.  I  took 
long  enough  to  learn  how  to  read  the 
notes  and  now  I'm  trying  for  the  Bradley 
High  School  Band.  That  is  my  ambition, 
and   I   hope  to  succeed  some  day. 

When  I  grow  up,  I  am  looking  forward 
to  being  a  nurse.  I  have  always  longed 
to  be  a  nurse,  because  I  like  to  know  that 
I  am  doing  something  useful  for  someone 
else.  I  have  heard  it  will  take  much  time 
of  studying  and  learning,  but  I  am  willing 
to  undertake  the  task.  My  mother  said  it 
would  take  a  lot  of  money,  but  if  I  was 
willing  to  be  a  nurse  she  would  try  to  give 
me  a  good  nurses'  training.  My  aunt 
wanted  me  to  be  a  stenographer,  but  I 
don't  think  I  would  like  that  because  it  is 
too  much  sitting  and  I  like  to  be  up  and 
around  doing  something,  although  I  would 
like  to  learn  to  type. 

I  have  decided  to  be  a  clerk  in  a  store 
in  Cleveland,  if  I  can  get  a  job  there.  If  I 
cannot  get  a  job  there,  I  will  go  to  some 
other  town  and  get  a  job. 

I  will  sell  people  what  they  want  and 
like  and  not  what  they  do  not  want  or 
like.  And  perhaps  I  can  get  to  be  a 
manager  of  a  store  of  my  own.  But  what 
ever  I  do,   I  want  to  make  a  success. 

I  am  looking  in  the  future  to  be  a  music 
teacher.  I  want  to  improve  my  talent  of 
music.  I  have  had  many  experiences  in 
playing  a  piano.  I  want  to  teach  someone 
else  to  play.  I'm  going  to  take  as  many 
courses  in  music  as  I  possibly  can.  I  have 
already  taken  lessons  for  about  three  years. 
So  some  day  I  expect  to  be  a  piano  teacher. 

The  definition  of  life  is  a  period  between 
birth  and  death.  During  this  period  I  want 
friends,  happiness,  satisfaction,  and  most 
of  all,   a    high   school   education. 

Right  before  graduating  from  grammer 
school,  Mr.  Allen  was  speaking  to  the 
pupils  in  chapel.  He  was  talking  about  a 
man  from  England  who  had  had  great  suc- 
cess and  a  man  in  New  York  City  asked 
him  how  did  it  happen  that  he  had  such 
a  great  success.  His  answer  was,  "I  had  a 
friend."  I  want  to  have  friends  I  can  trust. 
I  want  someone  I  can  trust  and  have  con- 
fidence in. 

And  most  of  all,  I  want  an  education.  An 
education  will  get  you  farther  than  money. 
Education  is  something  I  want  to  have  be- 
fore I  spend  the  greater  part  of  my  life  in 
this  world. 

ON  PATROL  WITH  GOD 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
I'm  not  happy  this  way.  I  want  to  get 
right  with  the  Lord  once  more.  Pray 
for  me!" 

A  man  in  a  nearly  drunken  con- 
dition, who  sat  beside  the  one  who 
had  spoken  to  me,  said,  "Don't  pay 
any  attention   to   him,   Officer.   He's 


Herodotus,  a  Greek  of  Asia  Minor,  is  called  the 
Father  of  History  because  he  is  the  first  man  who 
ever  planned,  and  as  a  result  of  seventeen  years' 
preparation,  travel,  and  experience,  wrote  a  his- 
tory of  the  nations  of  the  world.  A  treasury  of 
rich  information  which  answers  questions  like 
"How  were  the  Egyptian  pyramids  built?"  etc. 
The  student  will  like  it.  Price  $4.50 


This  is  a  new,  authorized  edition  of  the  world's 
most  famous  best  seller,  except  the  Bible  (over 
30,000,000  copies  sold).  It  has  in  it  the  qualities 
which  stir  the  souls  of  men  and  women,  and 
kindle  their  hearts  with  a  new  and  purely  spirit- 
ual flame.  264  pages.  Price  L _ 75c 


Scriptures  heretofore  filled  with  perplexing  mys- 
tery in  the  Bible,  come  to  light  in  a  pleasant  way 
as  you  read  this  informative  book  by  Dr.  Bowen, 
head  of  the  Bowen  Biblical  Museum,  Bob  Jones 
College.  When  you  learn  that  these  difficult  pas- 
sages are  everyday  expressions  among  the  natives 
of  Palestine,  and  learn  their  meaning,  you  will 
wonder  why  you  never  understood  them  before. 
A  wonderful  book,  simply  and  beautifully  written. 
Price  $1.25 

—Cecil  M.  Truesdell. 


drunk." 

I  silenced  the  second  man  with  a 
look  and  turned  to  the  one-time 
Christian.  "I  will  pray  for  you, 
Friend,"  I  told  him,  "but  it  won't  do 
much  good  unless  you  pray  for  your- 
self. Now  is  a  good  time  to  start.  Get 
out  of  this  saloon  and  go  home.  God 
will  help  you  overcome  your  temp- 
tations." I  never  found  out  if  he  made 
his  way  back  to  the  fold.  I  hope  he  did. 

Police  work  is  perilous.  Every  time 
a   policeman   goes   through   an   open 


window  or  door  in  the  middle  of  the 
night,  every  time  he  walks  down  a 
pitch-black  alley,  he  takes  his  life 
in  his  hands.  At  such  times  it  is  com- 
forting to  have  an  unseen  Friend  to 
walk  by  your  side,  to  help  you  get 
through  that  door  or  window  fast.  It 
is  comforting  to  know  that  you  will 
not  die  until  the  Master's  work  on 
earth  for  you  is  done  and  that,  when 
your  time  does  come,  you  are  going 
to  a  better  place  than  this.  It's  easy 
for  a  Christian  to  be  brave. 


March,  1947 
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BUYING  AFRICA'S  GOLD 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
with  Ruth,  "there  will  I  be  buried.'  In  a 
sense  that  is  true  of  every  missionary's 
consecration,  I  think.  1  got  the  victory. 
It  is  as  near  to  heaven  from  here  as 
from  the  homeland,  and  if  my  life  is 
cut  short  in  this  very  first  term,  or  if 
I  shall  have  many  more  seasons  to 
work,  I  want  you  to  know  that  it  is  all 
right  with  me.  'It  is  the  Lord.  Let  Him 
do  what  seemeth  good  in  His  sight.'  " 

Carolyn  was  dismayed.  Of  course, 
she,  too,  had  consecrated  for  life  or  for 
death,  but — death  seemed  so  far  away! 

But  Jerry  was  going  on.  "That  was 
not  all.  There  was  that  business  abil- 
ity, that  passion  for  gain.  What  was  I 
to  do  about  that?  It  seemed  fully  as 
strong  after  my  consecration  as  before, 
but  in  Africa  I  would  have  to  be  con- 
tent with  preaching!  Then — my  expla- 
nation came,  from  the  Lord,  I  have 
been  sure." 

"What?"  she  breathed. 

"A  friend  returned  from  an  explor- 
ing trip.  He  showed  me  his  treasures. 
One  was  a  nugget  of  gold.  It  looked 
black  and  uncouth — a  wholly  unpre- 
possessing lump.  Then  he  turned  it 
about  and  showed  the  broken  side 
flecked  with  the  pure  metal.  And  then 
— I  knew." 

"Knew — what?"  she  asked  hesitant- 
ly. She  did  not  in  the  least  understand 
the  drift  of  his  thought,  but  she  did 
not  like  to  discourage  him.  He  had 
said  others  had  failed,  but  she  must 
not. 

"Why,  don't  you  see?  Traders  come 
here  to  Africa  to  traffic  in  the  gold 
and  precious  stones.  They  brave  the 
climate — the  tropic  fevers — the  ma- 
laria— the  pestilences —  the  wild  beasts 
— the — oh,  everything  that  the  mis- 
sionary faces — even  to  sin!" 

"I've  thought  about  that,"  she  said 
slowly. 

"Yes,  they  are  after  African  gold  for 
some  firm,  or  commission  house,  or — 
somebody.  They  must  buy  the  gold — 
barter,  cash — something.  They  must 
pay  for  it!  Well,  I  saw  that  I  could 
represent  the  Trinity — God,  the  Fath- 
er, Jesus  Christ,  the  Son,  and  the 
Blessed  Holy  Spirit  —  and  I  can  buy 
African  gold  for  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven!  The  nuggets  may  be  black, 
and  they  may  be  rough  but  it  is  for  me 
to  purchase  the  quartz  to  be  polished 
for  my  Lord.  I  can  use  the  talent  He 
gave  me  to  do  His  work.  See?"  and  his 
face  glowed. 

"Oh,  Jerry!"  she  breathed.  At  last 
she  understood.  Buying  African  gold! 
All  the  skill,  all  the  instincts  of  the 
trader,  sanctified  and  fitted  for  the 
use  of  the  Lord.  "And  I'm  your  part- 
ner!" she  said  with  conviction. 

He  nodded.  Just  then  a  steward 
touched  him  on  the  shoulder,  and 
said  their  turn  would  come  next,  and 
ere  long  they  were  ashore. 

Busy  days  followed.  Days  of  lan- 
guage study;  days  of  teaching;  of 
preaching  through  an  interpreter; 
and,  yes,  days  of  hot,  burning  fever. 

But  constantly,  as  an  undercurrent 
to  their  lives  ran  the  thought  of  buy- 
ing African  gold.  Every  man,  woman, 
boy  and  girl  had  a  priceless  soul  be- 
neath the  dark  skin — a  soul  for  whom 
Jesus  died.  And  cost  what  it  might  of 


tears  and  prayers  and  effort,  the  soul 
must  be  won.  It  was  a  divine  compul- 
sion! They  must  be  trophies  of  the 
cross ! 

All  of  Jerry's  salesmanship  was 
brought  into  use.  Eager,  alert,  winning, 
pressing  home  the  claims  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  at  every  opportunity. 

A  year  slipped  by.  And  then  a  few 
more  months.  Jerry's  attacks  of  fever 
became  more  frequent  in  spite  of  ef- 
forts of  the  missionary  doctor. 

There  came  a  day  when  he  looked  at 
Carolyn  without  recognition.  "Buy 
gold,"  he  panted.  "Buy — African  gold! 
It's  the — only  currency — that  will  go 
— through  the  pearly  gates.  Buy — 
buy — Here — it — is — Jesus — "  and  with 
an  effort  to  lift  his  hands  he  sank 
back  in  the  arms  of  his  faithful  black 
boy. 

They  laid  him  away  in  the  little 
cemetery  and  next  day — his  little  son 
was  born. 

Carolyn  came  slowly  back  to  health, 
and  the  baby  grew  apace. 

"You  had  better  take  the  child  and 
go  home  on  a  furlough,"  suggested  the 
superintendent. 

"I  don't  like  to  leave  Jerry,"  she  said 
softly.  "He  expects  me  to  carry  on." 

"Little  Jerry  is  the  image  of  his 
father.  I'd  say  you  were  taking  Jerry 
back  to  America,"  he  said  gently. 

The  baby  did  require  much  of  her 
precious  time.  It  was  true  that  it 
would  be  better  for  the  work,  and  bet- 
ter for  him,  to  take  him  home.  It  was 
hardly  fair  to  the  Board  to  pay  a  sal- 
ary, under  the  circumstances. 

So  she  yielded  and  one  day  she  stood 
on  the  deck  of  an  out-going  steamer 
with  baby  Jerry  in  her  arms.  The  tears 
rained  down  on  the  little  face  as  she 
watched  the  beautiful  African  shore 
fade  into  the  distance.  Would  she  ever 
see  it  again?  she  wondered.  Oh,  she 
must!  she  must!  There  were  so  many 
nuggets  of  gold  that  needed  to  be 
gathered  for  the  Master! 

Another  year  passed.  Little  Jerry 
was  a  sturdy,  healthy  baby.  Carolyn 
loved  him,  of  course.  But — Africa  was 
calling. 

"Will  you  send  me  back?"  she  wrote 
to  the  secretary  of  the  missionary 
board.  "The  call  is  as  strong  as  it  ever 
was.  My  work  lies  there.  My  heart  is 
there.  Precious  souls  are  waiting  there 
for  me.  Little  Jerry  can  be  safely 
cared  for  here.  The  Master  said,  'he 
that  loveth  son  or  daughter  more  than 
Me  is  not  worthy  of  Me.'  Let  me  go," 
she  pleaded. 

"The  force  is  short-handed,"  was  the 
reply.  "We'll  be  glad  if  you  can  go. 
Your  experience  will  be  more  valuable 
than  an  untrained  worker." 

Sailing  arrangements  were  made 
and  soon  there  appeared  a  family 
party  on  the  quay  from  which  a  steam- 
er was  being  loaded  for  Africa. 

A  young  woman  carried  a  chubby, 
eighteen  months  old  boy  in  her  arms. 
After  the  warning  whistle  sounded  she 
kissed  the  baby,  held  him  tight  for  a 
long  minute,  and  then  handed  him  to 
her  sister. 

"I  know  you  will  take  as  good  care 
of  him  as  I  would  myself,"  said 
Caroyln  Whittier.  "I  must  go  back  to 
buy  more  of  Africa's  gold." — The  Sun- 
day School  Banner. 


HELPS   FOR  THE  TEMPTED 

She  Hath  Done  What  She  Could 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
at   least  twenty-five   people  to   know 
Him,  and  through  it  all  she  was  never 
out  of  her  room." 

Doris    was    listening    quietly.     Mar-, 
jorie    drew    a   deep   breath,    almost    si 
sob,  and  continued. 

"Just    last    week    auntie    wrote    me  J 
of  Clara's  sickness.    A  few  days  later:] 
before  I  had  time  to  visit  her  again 
word  came  that  she  had  slipped  away 
I  drove  up  to  the  city  for  her  funeral 

"The  church  was  filled  with 
mourners — friends  for  whom  Clara: 
had  prayed  during  the  night  hours 
friends  whom  she  had  humbly  brought 
into  acquaintance  with  her  Master; 
As  I  sat  through  the  service  I  recallec 
Clara's  last  conversation  with  me) 
She  said,  'Marjorie,  I've  done  so  little' 
for  Jesus,  but  I've  always  tried  to  usejj 
every  opportunity  that  came  my  way! 
for  His  glory.  I  wish  I  had  been  ablel 
physically  to  do  more,  but  He  knows 
best.'  " 

Doris  squirmed  uneasily. 

"I  wish  Clara  could  have  heard  the 
tribute  the  minister  paid  her  at  the 
graveside,"  Marjorie  said  softly. 

"He  stood  with  bowed  head  foi 
several  moments  beside  the  casket! 
which  was  being  lowered.  Then  he 
looked  at  the  large  group  gathered 
there  at  the  final  resting  place. 

"  T  can  think  of  nothing  more  fit- 
ting. I  can  think  of  no  greater  tribute, 
he  said,  'than  just  to  say  of  the 
deceased  "She  hath  done  what  she 
could."  '  " 

"And  you  wondered  if  any  one 
could  ever  say  that  about  me,  didn't 
you?"  asked  Doris  quietly  when  Mar- 
jorie   had   finished. 

"Yes,  Doris,  I  did,"  answered  the 
young  people's  president  honestly. 

"Well,  at  the  present  date  I'm  posi- 
tive no  one  could  say  that  of  me,  bul 
Marjorie"  Doris  looked  her  frienc 
squarely  in  the  eyes,  "I  want  you  tc 
know  that  from  now  on  excuses  are 
out  for  me.  I'll  sing  at  the  convention 
and  if  Madeline  Porter  is  there  IT 
look  in  her  two  blue  eyes  and  sing 
right  on.  That  was  a  lovely  story  yov 
told  me.  Thank  you  for  your  bravery 
Marjorie.  It  took  courage  to  tell  me 
the  truth.  I  have  never  heard  just 
those  exact  words  before  but  I  think 
they  are  beautiful  and  because  ol 
you  and  your  God,  Marjorie,  perhaps 
•they  will  say  that  of  me  some  day: 
'She  hath  done  what  she  could.'  " 


OLD  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS 

We  have  a  few  thousand  old  issues 
on  hand.  These  will  be  a  blessing  it 
distributed  in  hospitals,  jails,  etc.  II 
you  get  twelve  or  more  papers,  yov 
can  have  all  for  3c  each.  This  will 
be  a  good  way  to  work  for  the  Lord. 

Advice  to  change  gideon  or  ordei 
should  reach  the  office  on  or  beforej 
the  5th  of  the  month  preceding  the 
issue  of  the  paper.  Please  let  us  havei 
all  your  extra  orders  by  the  5th  i1 
possible. 
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Bible  Training  School  and  College 


"KING  OF  KINGS"  PRESENTED 
AT  B.  T.  S. 

The  students  of  B.  T.  S.,  as  well  as 
the  people  of  Sevierville,  were  very 
fortunate  to  have  shown  to  them  on 
January  16,  17,  and  18  the  world- 
famous  motion  picture,  "The  King  of 
Kings,"  which  portrays  the  life  of 
Christ.  Cecil  B.  DeMille  directed  the 
making  of  the  picture  in  1926  at  a 
cost  of  $2,400,000,  and  with  a  cast  of 
6,000,  which  broke  all  records  in  pic- 
ture production. 

The  thorns,  which  were  used  for 
the  crown  of  Jesus,  were  brought 
from  the  Holy  Land.  H.  B.  Warner, 
who  played  the  part  of  Christ,  wore 
a  veil  on  the  way  to  the  set  from  his 
dressing  room  during  the  making  of 
the  picture.  All  members  of  the  cast 
were  not  allowed  to  smoke  or  attend 
parties  and  night  clubs  during  pro- 
duction. Prayer  began  each  day's 
work.  Under  these  conditions,  Mr. 
DeMille  gave  to  us  the  greatest  motion 
picture  of  all  times. 

The  picture  has  been  produced  in 
twenty-seven  languages — a  record  to 
this  day.  Reports  show  it  is  shown 
some  1,500  times  every  year.  Mission- 
aries all  over  the  world  have  used  it. 
It  is  reported  that  since  1927  there 
has  not  been  a  week  when  the  picture 
has  not  been  shown. 

After  the  first  showing  at  B.  T.  S., 
students  went  to  their  various  rooms 
with  a  prayer  of  gratitude  upon  their 
lips  and  a  burning  within  their  souls 
to  become  more  like  the  Christ  of 
Gethsemane.  Prayers  were  heard 
throughout  the  buildings  and  by  early 
morning  several  had  received  the 
Holy  Ghost.  The  picture  was  the  sub- 
ject for  all  conversation  the  follow- 
ing day  at  B.  T.  S. 

Friday  night,  January  17,  it  was 
shown  for  the  second  time  to  a  large 
audience.  To  see  the  Christ  as  He 
went  about  healing  the  sick,  opening 
the  eyes  of  the  blind,  raising  the  dead, 
and  later  as  He  prayed  in  the  garden, 
was  very  inspirational.  To  see  Christ 
at  the  last  supper,  in  the  garden 
praying,  and  falling  beneath  the  load 
of  the  cross  put  within  each  heart  a 
yearning  to  take  up  the  cross  and 
carry  it  for  Him.  Sobs  and  cries  of 
gratefulness  were  heard  above  an 
audience  so  hushed  with  a  deep  and 
serene  silence  as  two  hours  passed. 
By  the  end  of  the  picture,  conviction 
had  seized  the  hearts  of  the  congre- 
gation. Brother  Tapley  gave  the  bene- 
diction, and  people  came  by  the  score 
to  kneel  at  the  altar  for  prayer.  This 
continued  for  several  hours,  and  by 
request  the  picture  was  shown  to  a 
large  crowd  for  the  third  time  on 
Saturday   night. 

Words  cannot  express  the  value  of 
this  great  motion  picture  to  B.  T.  S. 
alone.  It  put  before  our  eyes  the  great 
"King"  who   came   to  be  our  Savior. 

The  student  body  feels  greatly  in- 
debted to  the  Senior  Class  for  making- 
possible  the  showing  of  such  an  up- 


lifting picture  as  "The  King  of  Kings." 
— Ineze  Chambers 

YOUTH'S   RESPONSIBILITY 

;  Christian  young  people,  did  you 
ever  stop  to  think  of  the  great  re- 
sponsibility facing  us  as  we  start  out 
upon  what  we  trust  will  be  a  suc- 
cessful Christian  life?  Do  you  realize 
we  are  representatives  of  Him  who 
purchased  our  salvation  on  the  cross? 
It  is  through  no  works  of  our  own 
that  we  have  obtained  the  wonderful 
blessings  of  the  cross,  but  it  is  only 
through  the  far-reaching  mercy  of 
our  Lord. 

The  love  of  God,  which  is  so  real 
to  the  heart  of  every  Christian,  brings 
a  peace  and  satisfaction  that  only 
comes  to  the  heart  which  is  com- 
pletely consecrated  to  God.  By  simply 
trusting  in  God  we  can  find  a  so- 
lution to  every  problem  life  brings  10 
us.  There  are  those  around  us  who 
need  to  know  that  love,  and  we  must 
tell  them  the  story. 

We  cannot  expect  to  sit  idle  and 
retain  the  joys  of  salvation.  We  must 
prepare  ourselves  to  face  the  future, 
to  have  faith  in  God,  and  to  have  the 
ability  to  give  the  reason  of  the  hope 
that  is  within  us.  We  should  consider 
it  not  only  a  duty,  but  also  a  privilege 
to  let  the  Light  of  the  World  shine 
through  our  lives  in  such  a  way  as 
to  lead  the  lost  to  the  fold. 

That's  why  so  many  of  us  are  here 
in  B.  T.  S.  We  feel  we  need  much 
training  if  we  expect  to  accomplish 
the  task  which  is  before  us.  We  are 


IMPORTANCE  OF  GRAMMAR 

There  has  been  the  feeling  among 
some  in  the  Church  of  God  that  we 
have  no  need  for  education.  This  is 
a  great  mistake.  We,  as  young  minis- 
ters, are  going  out  to  meet  a  modern 
world.  This  makes  it  very  necessary 
for  us  to  be  well  equipped.  Not  only 
do  we  need  to  be  equipped  with  the 
Gospel  message,  but  our  grammar 
will  be  a  matter  of  no  small  import- 
ance on  the  field.  We  will  be  graded 
in  our  ministry  to  a  certain  extent 
by  the  grammar  we  use. 

There  are  a  few  matters  of  great 
importance  that  might  be  mentioned 
here  which  will  certainly  stand  out 
in  our  lives  as  ministers.  First,  our 
correspondence.  The  value  of  good 
grammar  in  our  correspondence  can- 
not be  overemphasized.  Those  who 
read  our  letters  may  form  their 
opinion  of  us  by  this.  Then  in  our 
public  speaking,  we  must  be  qualified 
to  meet  the  public,  great  or  small. 
Some  may  say,  "But  Christ  came  to 
the  poor  and  low  man."  Yes,  this  is 
true,  but  we  must  meet  the  need  of 
all  those  who  are  lost  by  being  fully 
qualified. 

— Clarence  Gates 


B.  T.  S.  CORRESPONDENCE 
COURSE 

Don't  forget  to  write  to  B.  T.  S.  and 
College,  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  for  infor- 
mation about  the  correspondence 
course.  You  can  organize  a  class  in 
your  home,  church,  and  go  to  Bible 
School  while  you  work  and  support 
your  loved  ones.   Tuition  $15  on  terms 

-$3  down  and  $1.50  per  month  until 


paid,  or  $12  cash. 
If  you  have  the  chance  to  study  and 

do  not  do  it,  God  will  hold  you  re- 
determined that  we  shall  study  to  sponsible,  for  the  Word  of  God  just 
show    ourselves    approved    unto    God,      as  surely  tells  us  to  study  as  it  does 


and  if  God  leads  us,  we  can  rest  as- 
sured that  we  can  take  the  responsi- 
bilities which  are  ours  and  be  good 
representatives  for  Christ.  —  Dorcas 
Sharp. 


to  pray.  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth,"  2  Tim. 
2:15. 
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weeks. 


I  wonder  how  many  of  you  who  read 
this  article  would  like  to  come  to  Bible 
Training  School  and  College.  How  badly 
do  you  want  to  come?  NOW  is  the  time 
to  start  saving  your  money  to  enroll  next 
Fall.  We  plan  to  have  a  bigger  and 
better  school  year  in  1947-48  than  ever 
before.  It  will  be  well  worth  your  time, 
your  money,  and  your  efforts.  2  Timothy 
2:15  says,  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly  di- 
viding the  word  of  truth."  PLAN  NOW 
TO  ENROLL  NEXT  FALL:! 


Summer  term  begins  May  26 — A   full   semester's    credit    ir,    ten 


E.  L.  Simmons,  President 
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tfVd  like  to  leave  but  daffodils  to  mark  wj 

little  way, 
To  leave  but  tulips,  red  and  white,  behinc 

me  as  I  stray; 
Vd  like  to  pass  away  from  earth  and  fee* 

Pd  left  behind 
But  roses  and  forget-me-nots  for  all  whi 

come  to  find." — War  Cry. 


My  Garden. .. 

During  the  passing  years  I  have  been  plantinc 
a  garden.  Storm  and  sunshine  have  gone  into  it: 
making.  The  soft  dews  of  unmerited  mercies  havi 
kept  the  ground  from  drying  in  the  times  whei 
the  sun  of  prosperity  has  shone.  Then  there  hav< 
been  the  dark  days  when  it  seemed  that  my  gar 
den  would  be  a  complete  failure.  But  in  all  kind; 
of  weather  this  plot  of  ground  has  been  bringing 
forth. 

There  have  been  many  kinds  of  seeds  planted  in  this  garden.  In  many  gardens  all  the  seeds  do  not 
always  come  up,  but  in  this  garden  of  the  mind,  all  that  has  been  sown  will  surely  come  to  some  kind  oi 
fruitage.  The  seed  thoughts  which  come  to  maturity  bear  different  kinds  of  harvest,  it  just  depends  on  the 
seed.  The  infinite  Teacher  asked  a  very  pertinent  question  when  He  asked  if  men  gathered  grapes  of  thorn; 
or  figs  of  thistles.  If  I  have  been  planting  thorns  and  briers  in  this  wonderful  garden,  I  do  not  need  tc 
expect  roses  and  forget-me-nots. 

This  garden  was  given  to  me  to  care  for;  to  keep  free  from  weeds;  to  clear  the  plot  of  rocks  and  stones  oi 
indifference,  and  to  keep  it  well  watered  by  the  grace  of  God.  But  most  of  all,  I  have  been  charged  with 
the  kind  of  seeds  I  should  plant. 

The  book  I  have  read,  the  people  I  have  met,  and  my  secret  thoughts  have  been  the  seeds  that  went  into 
the  garden  of  my  mind.  If  I  have  planted  the  seeds  of  selfish  ambition  or  the  determination  to  gain  an  end 
regardless  of  the  cost,  small  wonder  if  the  place  has  run  to  weeds.  If  I  have  planted  seeds  of  usefulness  and 
loving  thoughtfulness  for  others,  then  there  shall  blossom  some  June-day  the  lovely  rose  of  friendship,  and 
the  pure  lily  of  God's  blessing. 

Let  us  be  careful  of  the  seeds  we  are  sowing  in  this  garden  of  ours.  We  can  voice  the  wish  of  our  own 
household  poet. — War  Cry. 
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A  PRAYER 

Dear  Father  in  heaven,  we  thank  Thee  for  the  hope 
that  Easter  brings.  We  thank  Thee  for  the  risen  Christ 
who  lives  and  intercedes  for  us,  and  for  the  hope  of  see- 
ing Thee,  face  to  face,  with  all  our  loved 
ones  some  sweet  day. 

We  thank  Thee  for  the  springtime 
of  the  year  ivith  all  the  beautiful 
flowers  and  living  things  that  come 
forth  to  bless  our  lives;  for  the  spring- 
time of  life  and  the  possibility  of  the 
resurrection  of  dead  hopes  and  aims. 
Open  our  eyes  to  these  possibilities  and 
let  us  go  forth  to  bless  the  ivorld  and 
help  those  around  us  to  see  the  risen 
Christ. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

It  has  not  been  long  since  the  Christ- 
mas songs  were  ringing  out  over  the 
air,  and  how  often  we  heard  during 
those  days  the  comforting  words  of  the 
angels,  "Fear  not,  for  behold,  I  bring  you  good  tidings  of 
great  joy,  which  shall  be  to  all  people.  For  unto  you  is 
born  this  day  in  the  city  of  David  a  Saviour,  which  is  Christ 
the  Lord." 

At  this  time  we  want  to  think  of  another  angel  and 
another  "Fear  not"  which  comes  to  us  in  the  midst  of  all 
the  turmoil  of  life. 

Just  a  little  while  ago  the  disciples  had  looked  up  with 
tears  flowing  from  their  eyes  because  their  wonderful 
friend  was  being  nailed  to  the  cruel  tree.  He  had  tried 
to  tell  them  about  it  but  they  didn't  understand.  Now  it 
is  being  revealed  little  by  little,  but  still  they  do  not  fully 
understand.  They  go  away  from  the  tomb  with  troubled 
hearts,  but  soon  they  return  to  find  an  angel  sitting  by 
the  tomb,  in  glistening  raiment.  He  said,  "Fear  not  ye: 
for  I  know  that  ye  seek  Jesus,  which  was  crucified.  He  is 
not  here:  for  he  is  risen,  as  he  said.  Come,  see  the  place 
where  the  Lord  lay,"  Matt.  28:5,  6. 

A  risen  Christ,  an  empty  grave.  Here  is  the  fulfillment 
of  the  Christmas  message,  "Unto  you  is  born  a  Saviour." 
This  is  the  triumph  of  Christianity.  It  is  the  message  of 
salvation  and  the  hope  for  a  weary  world. 

Though  it  may  not  always  be  ac- 
knowledged, the  human  heart  in- 
stinctively seeks  after  Jesus  and  those 
things  which  He  alone  can  offer.  In 
the  midst  of  the  turmoil  of  war,  of 
nations  fighting  and  destroying  one 
another,  of  dictators'  reigns  of  terror 
in  the  midst  of  cruel  suffering  and 
bitter  disappointment,  there  is  one 
answer — The  Risen  Christ. 


THANK  YOU  IN  ADVANCE 


When  the  dictators  of  foreign  coun- 
tries have  failed,  when  the  noise  of 
airplane  propellers  has  been  stilled, 
and  the  noise  of  cannons  is  stopped, 
Jesus  will  still  be  crowned  the  Lord 
of  all — Jesus  who  died  and  rose  again. 

When  Sir  James  Simpson,  the  dis- 
coverer of  chloroform,  was  asked  what 
was  his  greatest  discovery,  he  said, 
"That  I  have  found  Jesus  Christ  as 
my  Saviour."  It  is  a  wonderful  thing 
to  know  beyond  the  s'-.adow  of  a  doubt 
that  Jesus  is  our  Saviour  and  to  have 
an  ear  attuned  so  as  to  hear  His  voice 
saying,  "Fear  not."  There  are  many 
"fear  not's"  in  the  Word  of  God  and 
if  we  know  Him  we  will  all  take  cour- 
age in  these  perilous  times. 

Job  said,  when  all  was  dark  and  un- 
certain about  him,  "I  know  that  my 
Redeemer  liveth."    If  you  know  that 


The  Easter  message  on  this  page  is  one 
taken  from  the  April  issue  1942.  Read  it 
carefully.  I  have  been  publishing  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  seventeen  and  one 
half  years.  I  have  put  the  best  I  have  had 
in  my  Editor's  messages.  Men,  women,  boys, 
and  girls  of  all  ages  have  written  in  say- 
ing. Your  messages  have  been  a  great  bless- 
ing to  me.  I  have  been  inspired,  or  I  was 
saved,  or  reclaimed  through  reading  them. 
Recently  I  have  been  receiving  requests  to 
publish  the  best  of  these  messages  in  book 
form.  Of  course,  I  should  like  for  my  work 
to  live  on  after  I  am  gone  and  I  would  be 
glad  to  prepare  them  now  for  publication. 
However,  I  do  not  care  to  do  this  unless  I 
know  that  I  can  have  it  published.  Without 
help  to  finance  it,  it  will  be  impos- 
sible for  me  to  do  so.  I  need  the  help  of 
my  friends.  I  have  had  very  few  offerings 
in  my  lifetime,  but  have  given  freely  to 
others.  If  you  want  to  help  me  to  publish 
this  book,  here  comes  the  collection  plate? 
Any  amount  will  be  appreciated.  This  book 
will  contain  Christmas,  New  Year,  Easter, 
Mother's  Day,  Father's  Day,  patriotic,  edu- 
cational and  other  inspirational  messages. 
Thank  you. — Editor. 


your  Redeemer  liveth,  then  you  can  take  courage,  for  He 
is  saying  to  you,  "Fear  not." 

There  is  much  sorrow  in  the  world  today,  but  can't  you 
look  up  like  this  old  apple-vendor?  It  was  a  cold  winter 
day  at  an  apple  stand  kept  by  a  rough-looking  Italian. 
Someone  alluded  to  the  severe  weather.  The  old  apple- 
vendor,  with  a  cheerful  smile  and  tone,  said,  "Yes,  pretty 
cold  but  by-and-by,  tink  of  dat."  The  thought  of  the  time 
was  warm  skies;  flowers  and  singing  birds  being  near  com- 
forted him  while  the  cold  winds  blew.  Yes,  it  may  often 
be  cold  and  cheerless,  but  by-and-by,  think  of  that. 

At  the  close  of  a  lecture  engagement  in  a  neighboring 
town,  Wendell  Phillips'  friends  entreated  him  not  to  re- 
turn to  Boston.  "The  last  train  has  left,"  they  said,  "and 
you  will  be  obliged  to  take  a  carriage  into  the  city.  It 
is  a  sleety  November  night,  cold  and  raw,  and  you  will 
have  twelve  miles  of  riding  before  you  get  home."  "But," 
he  replied,  "I  shall  find  Anne  Phillips  at  the  other  end  of 
the  line." 

You  may  find  life's  journey  like  the  cold  midnight  drivt 
of  the  famous  orator.  But  just  think,  as  he  did,  of  those 
loved  ones  you  are  to  meet  at  the  end  of  the  way.  Jesus 
said,  "Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  neither  let  it  be 
afraid  ...  In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions." 

A  man  was  once  staying  in  Marazion 
in  Cornwell,  where  he  had  a  lovely 
view  of  St.  Michael's  Mount.  He  looked 
out  the  last  thing  at  night  and  the 
first  thing  in  the  morning.  Someone 
happened  to  speak  of  the  pleasure  de- 
rived from  it  to  a  native,  who  immedi- 
ately said,  "Just  wait  'til  you  see  the 
other  side.  I'm  afraid  you  won't  think 
this  is  beautiful  then.  It  is  one  mass 
of  flowers  over  there.  You  must  go 
across  and  see  the  other  side."  I'm 
afraid  if  we  could  see  what  waits  for 
us  over  there,  we  wouldn't  want  to 
stay  here. 

"Did  not  our  hearts  burn  within  us, 
while  he  talked  with  us  by  the  way?" 
Luke  24:32.  Have  you  walked  the 
Emmaus  road  with  the  risen  Christ? 
If  you  are  defeated  today  in  your  in- 
ner life,  I  point  you  to  the  Emmaus 
road.  If  your  heart  is  disquieted  and 
troubled,  I  point  you  to  the  Emmaus 
road.  If  the  burdens  of  life  weigh 
heavily  on  your  heart  and  if  these 
burdens  are  too  much  for  human 
endurance,  let  us  walk  together  down 
the  Emmaus  road  with  the  living 
Christ.  He  is  the  answer  and  the 
only  answer  to  all  our  needs. 
When  our  hearts  burn  within  us 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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"I  think  it's  silly  for  Mr.  Carter  to 
make  us  both  learn  to  play  that 
Easter  music,  anyway.  What  an  idea!" 

Ida  Belle  turned  down  the  volume 
control,  so  that  the  voice  of  the  "Old 
Ranger"  would  not  drown  out  her 
own  indignant  words.  Katy  tossed 
aside  her  magazine  reluctantly.  She 
knew  that  when  Ida  Belle  started  to 
speak  her  mind,  one  might  just  as 
well  listen  in  the  first  place. 

"Anyway,"  the  older  sister  con- 
tinued, "I  think  it  was  a  dumb  idea 
electing  Jenny  in  the  beginning. 
Wasn't  I  doing  all  right?  And  I'm 
taking  piano  out  at  the  Conservatory, 
ain't  I — aren't  I — am  I  not?  And  I 
dress  lots  better  and  look  nicer  at  the 
piano  than  Jenny  does — honestly, 
sometimes  when  strangers  have  come 
to  our  church  I've  felt  like  crawling 
under  the  seat — with  Jenny  sitting 
up  there  with  that  old  shapeless 
black  hat  on!" 

"Shame  on  you — Ida  Belle  Smith! 
One  would  think  that  you  played  for 
pride  and  honors,  instead  of  because 
you  promised  to  serve  the  Lord  ac- 
cording to  your  gifts.  Don't  you  know 
that  all  the  things  we  do  in  His  house 
we  should  do  as  unto  the  Lord  Him- 
self?" 

"Go  ahead  and  preach  at  me — all 
right; — all  right!"  And  Ida  Belle 
turned  the  radio  back  up  just  as  the 
"Old  Ranger"  was  signing  off,  and 
stamped  up  the  stairs  to  her  room. 

On  the  little  side  street  that  ran 
down  the  hill  from  the  avenue,  Jenny 
Harmon  was  bringing  her  mother  a 
glass  of  cool  water. 

"Now — don't  you  worry,  Mother, 
dear,"  she  was  saying.  "Don't  you 
think  another  thing  about  not  being 
able  to  finish  my  Easter  clothes.  Why, 
if  you  don't  feel  better  tomorrow,  I'll 
just  be  as  proud  to  press  my  old  blue 
skirt  and  white  blouse — and  I'll  wash 
my  hair  and  play  without  my  hat  on 
— you  were  always  so  proud  of  my 
hair.  Won't  it  look  pretty  if  I  wash 
it  nice?" 

Mrs.  Harmon  rolled  her  fevered 
head  from  side  to  side,  and  murmured 
unintelligible  things  about  Jenny's 
dress  and  hat.  Then,  suddenly  rais- 
ing herself  from  the  pillow,  her  eyes 
bright  with  the  fever,  she  exclaimed, 
"They'll  make  fun  of  you — and  I  won't 
have  it.  They  shan't  make  fun  of  my 
Jenny.  That  Ida  Belle,  with  her  les- 
sons at  the  Conservatory,  whispering 
behind  your  back!  Why,  you  play 
sweeter  than  she  does  any  day,  with 
all  her  runs  and  frills.  You — you  play 
as  unto  the  Lord!  When  you  play, 
folks  know  the  Lord  is  with  you.  You 
shan't  play  in  your  old  dress!" 

But  the  effort  was  too  much,  and 
the  sick  woman  sank  back  exhausted, 
fighting  for  breath.  Jenny  patiently 
wiped  her  mother's  brow  with  a  cool, 
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wet  cloth,  and  tiptoed  out  for  a 
breath  of  air.  The  birds  were  singing, 
and  yellow  daffodils  bloomed  by  the 
fence.  The  sun  shone  warm  and 
bright,  but  Jenny's  heart  seemed  cold 
and  heavy.  After  all  the  work  and 
effort  of  saving,  and  with  the  pretty, 
though  inexpensive  Easter  dress  al- 
ready half  finished,  Mother  had  come 
down  with  the  flu.  It  seemed  little 
short  of  tragic — one  of  those  tragedies 
of  youth  that  are  so  fleeting  but  so 
real.  That  afternoon  she  left  her 
mother  alone  for  an  hour  to  go  to 
practice  again,  and  the  disgusted 
glances  she  received  from  Ida  Belle 
Smith  sent  her  home  almost  in  tears. 

Girls  who  really  love  the  Lord  can- 
not long  defeat  their  conscience.  And 
Ida  Belle  began  to  hear  from  her 
inner  voice.  The  words  of  her  younger 
sister  seemed  to  trouble  her — "The 
things  we  do  in  the  Lord's  house  we 
ought  to  do  as  unto  the  Lord  Him- 
self." Preaching!  What  right  had 
Katy  to  preach  to  her!  "But,"  said 
her  conscience,  "you  know  it  is  so. 
You  say  you  love  the  Lord.  Does  mak- 
ing fun  of  Jenny  and  her  playing 
please  the  Lord?  Anyway,  you  haven't 
half  learned  the  music.  You  merely 
ran  over  it."  Conscience  was  per- 
sistent. But  Ida  Belle  answered  back, 
"I  don't  need  to  practice  for  hours 
like  Jenny  does — I  am  far  enough 
along  at  the  Conservatory  that  I  can 
play  at  sight."  "Yes,"  said  conscience, 
"but  Jenny  puts  more  feeling  into 
what  she  plays." 

But  when  girls  really  love  the  Lord, 
conscience  always  wins.  On  the  way 
home,  Ida  Belle  caught  up  with 
Geraldine  Frye  and  walked  down- 
town with  her. 

"Jenny's  mother's  sick,"  Gerry  said. 

"Too  bad,"  replied  Ida  Belle.  "Like- 
ly I'll  have  to  play,  in  the  end." 

"Oh,  her  father  would  be  home  to 
stay  with  her  mother,  but  the  point 
is  they  didn't  get  her  Easter  dress 
done,  and  Jenny  hates  to  play  in  her 
old  clothes." 

Ida  Belle  walked  more  and  more 
slowly  as  she  approached  home.  There 
was  no  one  there — the  house  seemed 
still  and  empty — and  the  voice  of 
conscience  sounded  almost  audible  in 
the  silent  rooms.  At  last  Ida  Belle 
threw  on  her  coat.  Katy  was  just 
coming  in  the  door.  "Where  you  go- 
ing?" she  asked.  "Over  to — to  Jenny 
Harmon's,"  she  called  back,  and  left 
Katy  staring  in  wonder. 

Mrs.  Harmon  was  no  better — she 
was  a  bit  delirious,  and  talked  con- 
stantly of  Jenny's  Easter  dress.  Jenny 
was  trying  vainly  to  clean  up  the 
house  and  keep  her  mother  com- 
fortable— and  was  a  bit  embarrassed 
when  Ida  Belle  rang  the  doorbell. 

"Jenny  —  Jenny,"  the  surprising 
caller  exclaimed,  taking  both  Jenny's 


hands,  "where's  your  Easter  dress — 
right  away.  You  know  I  take  Home 
Ec.  I  can  finish  it  for  you.  You'll  just 
have  to  have  it  Sunday  morning." 

Jenny  gasped.  "O  Ida  Belle,  you 
mustn't  do  that — you  will  have  to 
play  for  me!  I  gave  up  to  that — this 
afternoon!" 

"No — no — not  for  a  minute.  Where 
are  the  needles — and  thread?  You 
must  play  for  the  program,  Jenny. 
It's — it's  pretty  important  to  me." 

"Why— why   is  it?" 

But  Jenny  never  quite  learned  why 
it  was  important  to  Ida  Belle — for 
that  young  woman  was  a  busy  girl, 
stitching  and  pulling  bastings,  meas- 
uring hems  and  finally  running  home 
for  the  flower  she  had  bought  for  her 
pink  crepe  but  had  never  worn.  And 
on  Easter  morning  when  Jenny  sat 
among  the  banks  of  flowers  and 
played  the  hymns  and  the  anthems, 
looking  sweet  and  pretty  in  her  light 
blue  dress,  Ida  Belle  listened  to  her 
expressive  music,  and  murmured,  "As 
unto  the  Lord." — Herald  of  Holiness. 
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MEMORY  VERSE 

"Did  you  waste  the  day  or  lose  it? 

Was  it  well  or  poorly  spent? 
Did  you   leave  a   ray  of  sunshine,  or  a 

Scar  of    discontent? 
As  you  close  your  eyes  in  slumber, 

Do   you   think   that  God   would   say 
You    have    earned    one    more  tomorrow 

By  the  work  you  did  today?" 

— Selected. 

WHAT  A  BOY  DID 

Some  of  our  boys  and  girls  have 
been  to  Niagara  Falls,  and  have  seen 
the  great  suspension  bridge  that  spans 
the  Niagara  River.  I  wonder  how 
many  of  you  know  that  a  little  boy 
played  a  very  important  part  in  the 
building  of  that  bridge?  Well,  let 
me  tell  you  about  it. 

Some  time  ago,  there  died  at  Lincoln, 
Nebraska,  a  man  named  J.  H.  Walsh, 
who  had  an  important  part  in  the 
construction  of  this  bridge.  Mr.  Walsh 
was  born  in  Ireland  in  1834,  but  was 
taken  to  America  when  he  was  a  baby, 
his  parents  going  to  live  at  Niagara 
Falls.  When  he  was  still  a  boy,  the 
first  steps  for  constructing  the  bridge 
were  taken.  The  first  thing  of  all  was 
to  stretch  a  single  wire  across  the 
chasm.  The  engineer  in  charge  had 
thought  of  a  way  to  get  it  across. 

"What  boy  is  the  best  kite  flier  in 
town?"  he  asked  a  resident. 

The  Walsh  boy  was  named,  and  the 
engineer  asked  that  he  might  be 
brought  to  him.  He  was  made  to  un- 
derstand that  he  must  fly  his  kite 
across  the  Niagara  River.  He  flew  it 
across  and  allowed  it  to  come  down  on 
the  other  side.  Men  were  there  to 
seize  it.  Then  the  engineer  attached 
a  wire  to  the  string  on  his  side,  and 
the  men  on  the  other  side  detached 
the  kite  and  by  means  of  the  string 
drew  the  wire  across.  By  this  in  turn 
a  cable  was  drawn  across,  and  the 
bridge  was  well  begun.  Thus,  you  see, 
the  great  engineers  had  to  depend  on 
a  small  boy  and  his  kite  to  get  their 
great  cable  across  the  river. 

The  Bible  tells  about  a  little  lad  who 
helped  Jesus  feed  a  multitude  of  peo- 
ple by  giving  Him  his  lunch  of  five 
barley  loaves  and  two  small  fishes. 
It  was  a  little  thing  to  give,  but  God 
blessed  the  gift  and  multiplied  it 
until  there  was  enough  and  to  spare. 
God  can  use  your  life  and  your  gifts, 
too,  if  you  will  give  them  to  Him.  Will 
you? — Watchioord. 

LETTER  FROM  JERUSALEM 

Dearly  Beloved  Sister  Harrison: 

Our  hearty  and  warm  greetings 
from  the  Holy  Land  in  the  Name  of 
our  Saviour  we  send  for  you  and  for 
your  loved  ones.  We  thank  you  for 
your  beautiful  Christmas  card  which 
contains  the  loveliest  portrait  of  our 
Lord.  We  have  sent  you  lately  a  letter 


by  registered  air  mail  containing  a 
broach  of  mother-of-pearls  made  ia 
Bethlehem  and  the  same  name  in- 
scribed thereon.  Hope  it  had  reached . 
you  safely  and  in  time.  We  did  no! , 
know  why  the  photo  we  sent  you  wai ; 
returned.  Was  it  because  it  had  nol; 
been  taken  in  the  Holy  Land?  If  thatfc 
is  the  reason,  we  shall  try  to  sen<U 
you  our  photo  taken  near  one  of  tb^e 
holy  places,  as  soon  as  we  can. 

Sister  Harrison,  we  are  very  sorry  <jo 
inform  you  that  your  good  lett  je 
reached  us  very  late,  but  this  do>  ?s 
not  hinder  our  answering  your  re- 
quest, though  our  letter  may  reac  h 
you  at  a  later  date,  but  we  hope  no  t, 
for  we  are  sending  it  by  air  mail  1  o> 
reach  you  quicker.  Concerning  tb  £ 
M.  O.  H.  Club,  we  thought  we  ha  d 
been  accepted  already  as  member,  %T 
as  we  left  this  matter  to  you  to  in- 
form us,  for  we  do  not  know  the 
procedure  respecting  this  matter  and 
we  are  far  away  from  the  States.  We 
trust  to  be  supplied  with  the  infor- 
mation and  literature  relating  to  this 
club. 


"TOO  LITTLE" 

Said  a  precious  little  laddie, 
To  his  father  one  bright  day, 

"May  I  give  myself  to  Jesus, 
Let  Him  wash  my  sins  away?" 

"Oh,  my  son,  but  you're  too  little; 

Wait  until  you  older  grow, 
Bigger  folks,  'tis  true,  do  need  Him, 

But  little  folk  are  safe,  you  know." 

Said  the  father  to  his  laddie, 
As  a  storm  toas  coming  on, 

"Are  the  sheep  all  safely  sheltered, 
Safe  within  the  fold,  my  son?" 

"All  the  big  ones  are,  my  father, 
But  the  lambs,  I  let  them  go, 

For  I  didn't  think  it  mattered, 
Little  ones  are  safe,  you  know." 

Oh,  my  brother!    Oh,  my  sister! 

Have  you,  too,  made  that  mistake? 
Little    hearts   that   now    are  yielding' 

May  be  hardened,  then — too  late. 

Ere  the  evil  days  come  nigh  them, 
"Let  the  children  come  to  me, 

And  forbid  them  not,"  said  Jesus, 
"For  such  shall  my  kingdom  be." 
— The  Gideon  Magazine. 


Bethlehem    on    Christmas   Eve    o 
1946  was  crowded  with  all  kinds  o| 
visitors.     Men    in    uniforms     and    cij 
vilians  with  different  costumes  cam 
to   celebrate   the   birth   of   our   Lore 
Latins    and    Protestants    alike    sani 
their  Christmas  carols,  gave  religiou 
lectures,  said  their  prayers  and  rani 
the    huge    and    sweet    bells    of    thi 
Church  of  the  Nativity,  and  remaine< 
so    until    after    midnight.    This    cele 
bration  was  broadcast  to  all  parts  o 
the  world.  The  weather  was  very  fine 
as  rain  had  not  fallen  in  our  country 
since  early  this  year  as  it  ought  to 
We  have  enjoyed  this  blessed  Christ 
mas  and  many  people  have  felt  th< 
Divine    Presence.    Even    Moslem    em- 
ployees at  the  radio  station  in  Jeru- 
salem    magnified      the     Lord     Jesu; 
Christ  and  we  were  pleased  to  heai 
them    announce    that    "He     (Christ) 
came  to  save  the  world  and  to  gram 
all  people  the  eternal  peace."  Is  nol 
that  wonderful?  Praise  God!   We  art 
very  grateful  for  the  eternal  gift  o! 
God,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  We  hope 
you  have  enjoyed  your  Christmas  this 
year  and  wish  you  were  with  us  tc 
see  all  these  sacred  places,  especially 
the    Shepherds    Field    which    can    be 
seen    at   a   near    distance    from   the 
Church    of    the    Nativity,    to    whichj 
many  people  pay  a  visit  on  Christmas! 
Eve. 

Now,  we  have  to  thank  dear  little! 
Billy  Ray  Sneed,  your  grandson,  fori 
inviting  us  to  see  him,  and  we  hope, 
God  willing,  one  day  to  be  able  to 
come  and  see  him  and  you,  since  it 
is  our  very  desire  to  come  to  the 
States  and  prepare  for  God's  minis- 
try at  one  of  your  Bible  Colleges,  and 
trust  that  you  will  pray  for  this  noble 
object.  Also,  our  parents  would  like 
to  come  to  the  States  and  meet  all 
the  Saints  and  tell  them  of  the  won- 
derful things  the  Lord  has  done  for 
us.  Praise  His  name!  For  your  own 
interest,  we  would  like  to  inform  you 
that  we  are  still  receiving  letters  from 
boys  and  girls  in  America.  To  some 
we  have  been  able  to  reply,  and  others 
we  could  not,  as  some  asked  for  some 
souvenirs  from  the  Holy  Land.  We 
would  like  very  much  to  comply  with 
their  requests  if  things  were  cheap 
and  postage  were  not  so  high.  That, 
we  can  do  when  the  Lord  provides 
the  means  for  us. 

Sister  Harrison,  we  are  glad  to  tell 
you  that  about  two  years  ago  we 
started  to  learn  music  and  have  ac- 
quired some  knowledge  thereof,  but 
in  view  of  lack  of  means  and  a  piano 
to  practice  on,  we  could  not  continue 
our  course.  We  are  very  sorry  for  that 
since  we  are  greatly  interested  in 
music,  especially  Jean  is  gifted,  as 
sometimes  she  can  play  new  hymns 
alone,  without  the  help  of  the  teacher. 
David  would  like  to  have  a  violin  to 
play,  and  both  of  us  pray  that  God 
will  provide  for  us  to  continue  this 
precious  course  which  can  be  used 
for  the  praises  of  God.  What  hymn 
book  do  you  use?  and  we  hope  you 
can  spare  us  one  with  notes,  as  the 
one  we  have  is  very  old  and  not  up- 
( Continued  on  page  9) 
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JUVENILE  DELINQUENCY  VS. 
SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

By  RUTH  HAWKINSON 

There  is  a  positive  correlation  be- 
tween the  decline  in  Sunday  School 
attendance  and  the  rise  in  juvenile 
delinquency. 

Juvenile  delinquency  is  not  a  new 
thing.  It  has  always  existed,  but  it 
has  now  become  our  Number  One 
social  problem,  requiring  special  con- 
sideration and  prompt  action.  Wheth- 
er one  reads  the  newspapers  or  listens 
to  the  radio,  damaging  evidences  in 
the  form  of  examples  stare  us  in  the 
face  or  blare  out  at  us.  That  there 
are  remedies  of  almost  every  ailment 
and  a  cure  for  almost  every  sickness 
is  the  boast  of  science  today.  We  be- 
lieve that  the  Sunday  School  is  the 
remedy  and  cure  for  the  malady  of 
the  youth  of  our  nation.  To  verify 
this  statement  by  comparing  the  de- 
cline of  Sunday  School  attendance  and 
the  parallel  rise  in  juvenile  delin- 
quency constitutes  the  purpose  of 
this  article. 

In  the  latter  part  of  1930,  when 
the  police  spoke  of  juvenile  delin- 
quency, they  meant  youths  from  six- 
teen to  eighteen  years  old.  Today, 
they  mean  "kids"  from  seven  to  fif- 
teen years  old.  Not  only  has  the  age 
limit  fallen,  but  the  type  of  crime 
has  grown  worse.  In  speaking  of  one 
of  his  personal  experiences,  Charles 
J.  Dutton  says: 

"In  the  past  year  I  have  been  es- 
corted by  police  chiefs  into  three 
churches.  One  of  them  was  a  fashion- 
able church  with  a  costly  pipe  organ. 
It  needed  but  a  glance  to  know  that 
that  organ  would  never  be  of  any 
more  use  to  that  church.  The  great 
golden  pipes  had  been  hacked  through 
with  an  axe  and  the  keyboard  de- 
stroyed. Pews  were  upset;  the  bap- 
tismal font  had  been  overturned  and 
broken.  .  .  .  Kids!  Five  of  them!  They 
had  spent  two  nights  here.  .  Such 
wild  and  savage  destruction  and  sa- 
distic cruelty." 

Who  is  to  blame?  Are  parents  or 
society  responsible?  Every  delinquent 
boy  or  girl  is  a  glaring  symbol  of 
neglect  on  the  part  of  the  home, 
the  church,  the  school,  and  the  com- 
munity as  a  whole.  Juvenile  delin- 
quency results  from  our  failure  to 
satisfy  the  basic  needs  of  children 
and  youth — the  need  for  security  and 
for  opportunity,  for  growth  and 
achievement.  America  is  in  the  grip 
of  a  rising   wave   of   juvenile  crime. 


owe  Kjirci£ 


There  is  no  indication  of  a  decrease, 
and  past  record  holds  little  hope  for 
early  improvement.  Figures  compiled 
by  the  Federal  Bureau  of  Investi- 
gation show  that  of  all  persons  ar- 
rested, twenty-one  per  cent  are  under 
twenty-one  years  old.  Further  figures 
show  that 

15%  of  the  murderers 

36%  of  the  robbers 

51%  of  the  burglars 

34%  of  the  thieves 

26%  of  the  arsonists 

62%  of  the  car  thieves 
and  30%  of  the  rapists  are  all  under 
twenty-one  years  old.  Mothers  are 
working,  children  are  being  neglected, 
there  is  a  woeful  lack  of  recreational 
facilities  and  supervision,  and  then 
tftere  is  the  inevitable  letting  down 
of  standards  which  occurs  in  war- 
time. It  is  difficult  to  reach  parents. 
Many  of  them — both  parents — are 
employed.  They  seem  to  have  less 
time  and  energy  for  dealing  with  the 
problems  their  children  are  present- 
ing. Their  own  work  and  worries  add 
to  the  instabilities  and  uncertainties 
in  the  postwar  home  circumstances. 
Unemployment,  sweatshops,  crowded 
tenements,  and  slum  districts  are  not 
conducive  to  right  thinking  and  good 
living.  Society  is  to  blame  for  maga- 
zines of  sex  and  crime  that  can  be 
bought  at  any  newsstand  by  any  boy 

HOME  CIRCLE  ORGANIZED 

We  recently  spent  the  weekend  at 
our  B.  T.  S.  and  College  at  Sevierville. 
While  there  we  organized  a  fine  Home 
Circle  group  with  twenty  charter 
members  and  with  prospects  of  many 
more  to  follow.  We  met  a  very  en- 
thusiastic group,  hungry  to  do  some- 
thing for  God.  We  talked  and  wept 
together  as  some  told  how  God  had 
been  speaking  to  them  and  leading 
them  to  organize.  There  are  a  goodly 
number  of  wives  and  mothers  who 
are  there  with  their  husbands  in 
school.  They  will  soon  go  out  to  spread 
the  work  of  this  Circle  on  the  fields. 
We  had  a  good  time  together.  May 
God  bless  them  and  lead  many  others 
to  join  the  ranks. — Sincerely,  Alda  B. 
Harrison. 

The  study  of  home  problems  in 
the  Happy  Home  Circle  will  help  the 
Sunday  School  in  its  work. 


BOOKS  AND  MAGAZINES  FOR 
YOUR  STUDY  GROUP 

"Mothers  Golden  Now,"  Cook  Pub- 
lishing House,  Elgin,  111.  Price  35c  per 
year. 

"From  Two  to  Six  Magazine,"  a 
splendid  help  to  mothers.  221  W.  57th 
St.,  New  York  19,  N.  Y.  Price  $2  per 
year. 

"Opening  the  Door  for  God," 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 
Price  $1. 


or  girl  for  a  few  pennies.  Father 
Flanagan  says: 

"Every  time  we  step  up  to  the  box 
office,  we  put  a  stamp  of  approval 
on  the  kind  of  movie  that  is  showing. 
Who  is  responsible  for  easy  divorce 
laws  which  make  marriage  a  matter 
of  convenience?  What  right  have  we 
to  point  a  finger  of  blame  at  the  in- 
nocent victim  of  a  broken  home  when 
we  tolerate  lust  and  licentiousness 
under  the  thin  guise  of  legality?  We 
raise  our  eyebrows,  but  our  eyes  re- 
main closed." 

Thus  we  can  see  that  the  juvenile 
problem  can  be  traced  in  nearly  all 
cases  to  a  lack  of  proper  supervision 
of  the  child  in  the  home.  They  come 
from  broken  homes,  underprivileged 
homes,  homes  where  parents  fight 
and  quarrel,  from  homes  where  God 
is  unwelcome  and  unknown — from 
almost  every  kind  of  a  home,  in  fact, 
except  the  kind  to  which  every  child 
is  entitled.  Religious  guidance  has  a 
decided  effect  on  a  child's  moral 
character.  For  some  reason  or  other, 
we  seem  to  have  too  many  parents 
who  show  too  little  concern  over 
where  their  children  are  or  what  they 
are  doing.  In  this  type  of  family,  we 
find  lack  of  spiritual  guidance.  On 
the  other  hand,  where  we  find  spirit- 
ual guidance  in  the  home,  we  find 
almost  complete  absence  of  truancy 
from  school  and  Sunday  School, 
which,  someone  has  said,  is  the  "Kin- 
dergarten of  Crime."  Robert  Raikes 
first  thought  of  the  Sunday  School 
in  connection  with  a  number  of  chil- 
dren of  wretched  appearance  whom 
he  saw  playing  in  the  suburb  of  a 
city  where  he  lived.  He  was  informed 
by  an  inhabitant  that  on  Sundays, 
when  children  were  home  from  work, 
and  the  few  who  enjoyed  the  benefit 
of  education  were  free  from  school, 
they  presented  a  more  afflicting  sight 
of  misery  and  vice.  This  information 
suggested  to  him  the  idea  that  the 
profanation  of  the  day  might  be  pre- 
vented by  keeping  the  children  oc- 
cupied. And  so  he  engaged  several 
women  who  kept  schools  in  the  neigh- 
borhood to  instruct  them  in  reading 
and  the  catechism. 

Today,  we  need  a  modern  twentieth- 
century  Raikes.  Our  Sunday  Schools 
have  become  enervated;  they  need  to 
be  revitalized.  Our  trained  leaders 
have  left  for  more  remunerative  posi- 
tions. At  a  time  when  public  schools 
and  the  Sunday  Schools  ought  to  have 
the  strongest  teachers  and  the  best 
of  educational  opportunities,  we  are 
faced  with  the  necessity  of  lowering 
standards  and  being  forced  to  accept 
more  poorly  trained  and  less  capable 
teachers.  Our  Sunday  School  attend- 
ance is  declining  at  an  alarming  rate. 
We  are  told  that  between  fifteen  and 
twenty  million  children  and  youths 
throughout  America  are  not  receiving 
any  religious  instruction  today.  It  has 
also  been  revealed  that  enrollment  in 
Sunday  Schools  has  decreased  some 
twenty-five  per  cent  during  the  war 
years.  The  essential  human  need  for 
an  active  spiritual  faith  should  be 
(Continued  on  page  8) 
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HELPS   FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED     I 


LETTING  THE  LORD  HAVE  HIS  WAY 

Have  you  ever  taken  time  to  sing  the  lovely  little  song, 
"I  Want  the  Lord  to  Have  His  Way  with  Me"?  Did  you 
really  know  what  you  were  singing  at  the  time?  Did  you 
mean  what  you  sang?  How  long  did  you  mean  it?  Did  it 
last  until  the  first  trial  or  temptation  came  your  way — 
that  is,  did  the  sincerity  of  the  song  last  until  the  trial  or 
temptation  came?  How  much  grumbling  or  peeping  or 
muttering  did  you  do  before  the  test  came?  Humankind 
is  thoroughly  inclined  to  grumble,  to  murmur,  to  complain. 
There  are  those  perhaps  who  are  better  trained  and  do 
not  yield  to  the  temptation  of  murmuring  or  complaining. 
The  slumber  humans  are  those  who  live  in  themselves. 
They  mutter  all  that  they  feel  like  muttering.  The  "I"  is 
first  and  foremost  in  all  they 
think  and  say  and  do.  Promi-  , 
nence,  importance,  and  what 
not  is  all  for  which  they  live 
and  seek.  If  they  are  dis- 
appointed in  any  of  those 
lines,  their  joy  and  satisfac- 
tion are  disturbed  so  griev- 
ously that  all  will  suffer  who 
are  in  close  range  with  them. 

Those  who  let  the  Lord  have 
His  way  with  them  are  never 
disturbed.  They  do  not  see 
what  they  are  missing  by  let- 
ting Him  have  His  way  with 
them.  In  fact,  they  do  not 
feel  that  they  are  missing 
anything  so  long  as  they  are 
assured  of  the  fact  that  the 
Lord  has  His  way  with  them. 
They  like  what  He  likes.  They 
want  what  He  sends,  sweet  or 
bitter.  They  choose  what  He 
gives  to  them.  They  are  calm- 
tempered.  They  are  easily  en- 
treated, they  are  full  of  mercy 
and  good  fruits.  They  are 
without  partiality  and  there- 
fore they  are  never  tempted 
to  think  that  another  deliber- 
ately takes  advantage  of 
them.  Envying  and  strife  are 
twin  characteristics  of  those 
who  are  dominated  of  mere 
earthly  wisdom.  This  wisdom 
descendeth  not  from  above, 
but  is  earthly,  sensual,  devil- 
ish. It  can  be  nothing  more 
and  nothing  less. 

"I  want  the  Lord  to  have 
His  way  with  me,"  is  a  nice- 
sounding  phrase.  Let  it  not 
wear  a  mere  Sunday  coat. 
Cause  it  to  wear  an  everyday 
cloak.  Make  it  fit  in  all  your 
plans  and  your  deeds  and  ac- 
tions. Confusion  abounds 
where  Sunday  profession 
holds  sway.  Understand,  do 
not  think  that  because  you 
are  serving  Him  who  suffered 
all  manner  of  slights  and  in- 
sults, you  will  and  should  pass 
through  unharmed  and  un- 
molested. Let  the  Lord  have 
His  way  with  you.  Let  Him 
hold  control  irrespective  of 
who  objects  and  blames  and 
condemns.   He  knows;  He  un- 


derstands; He  controls,  if  He  is  permitted  to  do  so.  He; 
will  take  His  way  with  you  on  condition  that  He  is  not 
rejected  and  slighted  when  trials  come.  Let  Him  be  su- 
preme in  heart  and  life,  and  victory  will  be  yours. — R,\ 
From  Gospel  Herald. 


When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 


INTHEGRIP0F60D 


THE  LORD  MAY  COME  TO-DAY 

R.  E.  Neighbour,  D.  D. 
The  Lord  may  come  to-day  to  call  for  me! 

My   heart  is  filled  with  cheer. 
Earth's   times   are  ending,    and    the    hour   grows    late; 
He  seems  to  be  a-standing  at  the  gate. 

Lord,   I  am  watching   here. 
And  longing  Thy  dear  face  to  see. 

So  many  things  are  happening  to-day! 

I  soon   may  hear   His  call. 
O  Lord,   I   lift  my  all-expectant  eyes 
And  seek  to  peer  within  the  distant  skies 

Beyond  high  heaven's  wall. 
To  see  Thee  coming,  and  to  haste  away. 

O  Lord,  I  would  not  want  that  Thou  shouldest  come 

And  call,  and  find  me  gone 
Away,  and  all  involved  in  worldly  cares, 
All  caught  in  Satan's  carnal  snares, 

Entangled  there  among; 
Then,  I  would  be  ashamed  to  hasten  home. 

Nay,  Lord,  I  sing  to  Thee  an  evening  hymn, 

"Come   quickly,  come,"    I  cry. 
My  heart  is  wearying  for  Thee;  take  my  hand. 
And  lead  me  to  that  blest  eternal  strand, 

Beyond  earth's  sob  and  sigh. 
Where   naught   our   sacred   fellowship   can   dim. 


MY  BEAUTIFUL  HOME 

By  Georgena  Morgan 

"In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions:  if  it  were\ 
not  so,  I  loould  have  told  you.  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  fori 
you,"  John  14:2. 

How  anxious  and   troubled   we   human   beings    are    at 
times!    It  seems  that  we  are  so  apt  to  look  ahead,  and 

almost    dread  what  may   be-! 

fall      us.      Our     Lord     who! 

knoweth   our  frame,  and  re- 

membereth  that  we  are  dust,: 

tells   us   in   His  Word,  "Take; 

therefore  no  thought  for  the' 

morrow:  for  the  morrow  shall j 

take   thought   for  the   things 

of  itself.    Sufficient  unto  the 

day  is  the  evil  thereof,"  Matt. 

6:34.   How  simple  it  is  just  to! 

trust  the  Lord  every  day,  and 

by  simple  faith  to  take  Him; 

at    His    Word,    finding    Him 

faithful   in  all  for  which  we 

trust  Him.    It  seems,  beloved,  j 

that  life  would  not  be  worth 

while  living  if  we  did  not  have 

the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  our 

lives.    It  is  in  Him  alone  that 

we  have  the  blessed  hope  of 

being  at  home  in  our  Father's 

house  where  the  many  man-  , 

sions    are,     some     glad     day. 

"Home"  is  always  a  very  sweet 

word,  for  it  is  at  home  that  we  j 

are  loved,  and  it  is  there  that 

we  can  pour  our  troubles  into 

sympathetic   ears.    There   are 

many  beautiful  homes  in  the 

world    to-day;    but    they    all 

fade  and  decay,  for  there  is  j 

nothing    lasting    in    this    old 

world.    It  reminds  us  of  the 

words  of  the  poet,  when  he 

said, 

"Swift  to  its    close    ebbs   out 

life's  little  day; 
Earth's    joys    grow    dim,    its 

glories  pass  away; 
Change     and     decay    in     all 

around  I  see: 
O    Thou    who    changest    not, 

abide  with  me!" 
With  the  passing  of  time, 
one  cannot  help  seeing  things 
changing  on  every  hand;  but 
we  are  glad  for  One  who  never 
changes,  who  is  always  the 
same  yesterday,  today,  and 
forever,  and  we  know  that 
He  abides  with  us,  for  He  has 
promised  never  to  leave  nor 
forsake  us.  Our  beautiful 
home — a  place  where  our  Lord 
has  gone  to  prepare  for  us,  a 
mansion  in  our  Father's  house. 
What  care  we  as  believers 
where  we  dwell  on  this  earth, 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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My  ideal  of  a  boy  friend  is  one  who 
does  not  give  offense,  and  is  not 
easily  offended  himself.  He  is  quick 
to  forgive  and  ever  ready  to  confess 
and  make  amends.  He  accords  to  all 
due  respect  and  honor,  and  seeks  to 
impart  ease,  comfort  and  happiness. 
He  has  no  unkind  criticisms  for  any- 
one, whether  present  or  absent.  He  is 
not  loud  or  profane,  and  never  seeks 
to  attract  attention  to  himself  by 
boasting.  He  is  punctual  at  meals  and 
in  keeping  appointments.  In  business 
matters  and  correspondence  he  is 
prompt.  He  is  not  greedy.  I  also  like 
one  who  does  not  jostle,  crowd  or 
make  haste  to  get  a  seat  in  public 
meetings.  He  is  not  slow  to  arise  and 
offer  his  seat  to  a  lady  or  an  aged 
person  who  is  standing.  He  does  not 
whisper  in  public.  When  entering  a 
building  he  should  hold  the  door  open 
while  the  lady  passes.  He  should  do 
the  same  for  a  strange  lady,  if  she 
is  about  to  enter  when  he  approaches. 
I  do  not  like  one  to  stand  at  street 
corners  or  elsewhere  and  make  re- 
marks about  people  who  are  passing. 
I  like  a  man  who  removes  his  hat 
when  entering  meetings.  He  never 
stares  at  people.  I  like  one  who 
thinks,  "It  is  better  to  be  beaten  in 
right  than  to  succeed  in  wrong." 

I  think  my  boy  friend  is  an  ideal 
one  because  he  doesn't  use  slang 
language;  he  doesn't  smoke  or  any- 
thing like  that.  He  keeps  himself  well 
groomed  and  clean  in  mind  and  body. 
He  has  good  manners  and  is  nice", 
courteous  and  friendly  to  everyone. 
He  is  quiet,  intelligent  and  has  good 
common  sense.  He  is  a  Christian  and 
attends  church  most  every  Sunday. 

The  way  I  see  things,  there  is  no 
ideal  boy  and  never  can  be.  If  one 
could  be  found  though,  he  would  be 
honest,  clean,  thrifty;  but  not  stingy. 
He  would  have  a  pleasing  personality, 
and  be  liked  by  other  people.  He 
would  not  have  to  make  all  "A's  and 
B's,"  but  he  would  make  passing 
grades  in  all  his  subjects.  He  would 
be  courteous  to  teachers,  girls,  and 
women,  but  he  would  not  be  a  sissy. 
He  would  have  to  stand  up  straight, 
both  morally  and  physically. 

His  physical  characteristics  would 
not  matter  so  much.  I  think  boys  with 
black  hair  and  brown  eyes  are  more 
masculine  looking,  but  blonds  with 
deep  blue  eyes  are  cuter.  Don't  for- 
get red-heads;  they  surely  are  cute, 
if  they  don't  have  freckles. 

My  ideal  boy  friend  is  a  right  nice 
looking  boy.  I  want  a  boy  who  doesn't 
think  he  is  the  smartest  or  cutest 
boy  around.  I  want  him  to  have  a 
good  personality,  a  good  reputation, 
and  be  liked  by  everybody;  one  who 
can   take   part   in    anything   without 


getting  mad  if  he  doesn't  win  or  get 
to  be  boss. 

Another  important  thing  is  clothes. 
I  want  him  to  know  how  to  dress  for 
all  occasions.  He  should  know  to 
wear  sport  clothes  to  ball  games,  and 
not  wear  a  sport  sweater  to  any  for- 
mal occasion. 

Education  is  another  very  im- 
portant thing.  I  want  a  boy  that  has 
gone  to  school,  or  is  going  to  school. 
I  think  he  should  have  at  least  a 
high-school  education  and,  if  possible, 
a  college  education. 

I  would  like  to  have  a  boy  who 
doesn't  have  any  bad  habits,  such  as 


NOTE:  The  average  young  person  is 
puzzled  and  perplexed  and  needs  our  help. 
We  are  giving  you  one  of  the  many  letters 
we  receive  asking  for  advice  in  regard  to 
their  association  with  the  opposite  sex.  Also, 
we  are  submitting  another  page  of  themes 
from  the  freshman  English  class  here  in 
Cleveland.  They  did  not  know  they  were  to 
be  published.  The  theme  subject  is  "My 
Ideal  Girl  Friend"  and  "My  Ideal  Boy 
Friend." 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  your  Lighted  Pathway, 
and  I  enjoy  it  very  much.  May  God  bless 
you  in  your  wonderful  work. 

I  am  a  girl  almost  eighteen  years  of  age. 
I  am  a  Christian  and  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost.  I  received  this  blessing  about  six 
years  ago,  when  I  was  only  twelve  years  old. 

If  possible,  please  answer  the  few  ques- 
tions that  I  am  unable  to  solve.  There  are 
no  Christian  boys  in  the  community  where  I 
live,  but  there  are  plenty  of  sinner  boys. They 
are  not  bad  boys,  but  they  do  drink  some- 
times and  have  the  habit  of  smoking.  Please 
tell  me  if  a  Christian  girl  is  supposed  to  date 
a  sinner  boy,  or  do  you  think  God  is  pleased 
if  we  do?  If  it  isn't  pleasing  to  God,  I  do 
not  want  to  do  it;  but  if  I  should  not,  what 
must  I  do?  I  don't  know  any  boys  who  are 
true  Christians.  My  mother  and  father  are 
not  living  for  God,  so  I  am  sure  they  don't 
understand  my  problem. 


drinking  and  smoking,  which  ruin 
his  looks  and,  most  of  all,  ruin  his 
health,  which  is  the  most  important 
of  all. 

My  ideal  of  a  girl  friend  would  be 
one  who  goes  to  school  and  makes 
good  grades.  She  should  go  to  church 
and  Sunday  School  every  Sunday.  I 
would  want  my  friend  to  be  a  good 
cook  and  willing  to  help  her  mother 
with  the  housework.  She  should  not 
be  lazy  or  spoiled,  but  be  glad  to  do 
good  deeds  and  be  kind  to  everybody; 
who  doesn't  smoke  and  curse  and 
stay  out  all  night.  I  would  want  a 
girl  friend  who  is  nice  looking,  and 
who  doesn't  run  after  just  anything 
that  wears  pants;  one  who  enjoys  all 
kinds  of  sports.  I  would  like  a  girl 
friend  who  would  pick  out  a  boy  whom 
she  thought  was  nice  and  find  out 
something  about  him  before  she  goes 
with  him.  That  is  my  ideal  girl  friend. 

My  ideal  girl  friend  would  be  about 
five  feet  and  five  inches  tall,  and 
not  too  large.  She  would  have  blonde 
or  light  red  hair  and  light  blue  eyes; 
who  has  a  wonderful  character  and 
personality;  not  too  loud,  but  able  to 
carry  on  a  good  conversation;  who 
doesn't  want  to  be  going  places  all 
the  time,  and  who  could  refuse  a  date 
when  she  had  anything  else  to  do. 
She  should  have  good  manners  and 
be  friendly  and  know  how  to  make 
friends  easily.  This  is  my  ideal  girl 
friend. 

My  ideal  girl  friend  is  a  girl  who 
cares  about  her  appearance.  She  is 
neat  and  has  good  manners,  and  is 
nice  and  polite  to  teachers  and  other 
people.  She  is  a  girl  who  gets  her 
lessons  and  does  not  lay  out  of  school. 

My  ideal  girl  friend  has  a  high  mor- 
al standard  and  strives  to  obtain  a 
goal  whereby  she  will  always  be  trying 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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My  Conception  of  Easter 


"He  is  not  here:  for  he  is  risen." 
In  those  seven  words,  spoken  at 
the  mouth  of  an  empty  tomb  by  a 
heavenly  messenger,  is  the  hope  of 
our  eternal  salvation.  Had  there  not 
been  an  empty  tomb  then,  our  lives 
would  be  empty  tombs  now.  Had  Je- 
sus not  been  a  victor  then,  we  could 
not  be  victorious  now.  When  Jesus 
broke  the  bands  of  death  and  openly 
triumphed  over  sin  and  the  grave, 
He  won  everlasting  life  for  all  those 
who  believe  and  trust  in  Him,  and 
now  the  empty  tomb  sheds  a  sunrise 
of  hope  into  our  lives.  That  is  what 
Easter  means  to  me. 

I  love  the  Christmas  story  of  the 
announcement  of  our  Savior's  birth 
to  this  world,  and  the  "peace,  good 
will  to  men"  that  He  offered.  I  love 
to  read  of  Jesus'  visit  to  the  Temple, 
of  His  baptism  in  Jordan,  and  of  the 
miracles  He  wrought.  It  is  soul-inspir- 
ing to  read  of  how  He  conquered  His 
own  will  in  Gethsemane  and  how  He 
went  to  Calvary  to  make  atonement 
for  your  sins  and  mine.  But,  what 
significance  would  these  deeds  hold 
had  there  been  no  first  Easter  morn, 
no  empty  tomb?  Had  Jesus  remained 
in  the  tomb,  our  religion  would  have 
meant  nothing  more,  would  have  held 
no  more  hope,  than  Mohammedanism 
of  India,  Shintoism  of  Japan,  or  Con- 
fucianism of  China.  A  missionary  tells 
of  a  cemetery  near  a  city  in  China, 
over  the  gate  of  which  are  the  words, 
"Place  of  Eternal  Separation."  That 
inscription  expresses  the  hopelessness 
of  paganism  and  unbelief. 

The  crucifixion  of  Christ  would 
have  given  the  skeptic  and  infidel 
reason  to  criticize  the  value  and  vir- 
tue of  goodness.  And,  no  doubt,  there 
seemed  to  be  no  virtue  in  goodness, 
even  to  the  disciples,  while  Jesus' 
body  was  sealed  in  the  tomb  those 
three  days.  No  doubt,  they  walked  a 
cheerless  road,  but  Christ's  resur- 
rection from  the  grave  proved  God's 
omnipotent  power  and  made  their 
salvation  and  ours  most  complete  and 
full  of  divine  hope,  without  which 
our  lives  would  not  be  worth  living. 

As  we  look  back  upon  this  past  war, 
and  think  of  those  who  were  called 
upon  to  give  their  lives  on  some  lone- 
ly battlefield,  we  can  be  sure 
the  fears  departed  for  those  who 
knew  the  Lord  and  the  power  of  His 
resurrection,  and  their  faith  sang  its 
song  of  victory  because  of  that  empty 
tomb.  When  the  angels  sat  within  the 
sepulchre,  the  light  of  heaven  shone 
within,  and  the  light  they  diffused 
there  has  never  faded.  The  light  of 
glory  still  shines  within  the  tomb. 
Now  we  are  able  to  say  with  George 
Matheson,  "I  thank  Thee,  O  Father, 
that  there  is  a  voice  within  me  that 
contradicts  the  silence  of  death." 


In  the  Easter  story  is  the  message 
of  life's  tomorrow — that  life  is  lord 
of  death,  that  death  is  swallowed  up 
in  victory.  As  mentioned  before,  I 
have  often  wondered  just  what  would 
our  lives  have  been  had  Jesus  failed 
to  break  the  seal  on  the  tomb.  What 
would  we  have  had  to  live  for  had 
death  been  His  victor?  I  cannot  retain 
those  thoughts  long — for  the  living 
Christ  has  met  every  one  of  my  doubts. 
I  have  beheld  Him  and  now  I  can 
live!!  That  is  my  conception  of  Easter. 
— Helen  Blackioell. 
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RESURRECTION 


M.  G.   Haldeman 
I    stand   and    view   the   form   of  one 

Whom    I    have    loved    and    lost. 
Whose  eyes  are  closed  to  things  of  earth. 

Whose  Jordan  has  been  crossed. 

My  sorrow  has  a  wealth  of  joy; 

A   rainbow   now  appears. 
Because  the  one  now  lying  there 

Has    known   my  Christ  for  years. 

When  passing  from  earth's  misty  veil. 

Triumphantly   he   cried, 
"O  death,  your  sting  is  not  for  me; 

I'm   on   the   other  side!" 

And  so  you   need   not  wonder  why 

My  sorrow's  void  of  grief; 
For  when  a  soul  in  life  is  Christ's, 

His  death  is  sweet  relief. 

I  sorrow  not  as  others  do 

Who  have  no  blessed  hope 
Awaiting   them   when   Jesus   comes, 

But    in    the    darkness    grope. 

I'm  glad  my  dear  one  now  is  safe 

With   Christ,    forever   free 
From  Satan  and  his  wicked  snares — 

Oh,    what  a    place   to   be! 

All  ye  that  weep,  and  mourn,  and  grieve 
For  loved  ones  gone   before, 

Who  now  are  safe  in  Jesus'  arms — 
Oh,  do  it   never  more! 

It   may   be   soon   the   trumpet's   sound 
Will  wake  them,  and  en  masse. 

The  risen  and  the  living,  changed, 
Up  through  the  blue  will   pass. 

The  Lord   Himself  shall  then  descend. 

As  "in  the  clouds"  we  rise. 
To  meet  Him  where  no  tears  shall  fall. 

But  all  shall  be  surprise. 


JUVENILE  DELINQUENCY 

(Continued  from  page  5)  ] 
recognized,  and  parents  urged  to  pro- 
vide in  the  home  the  foundation  of 
spiritual  life,  and,  with  the  Sunday 
School,  stress  moral  and  ethical  prin- 
ciples that  are  the  common  heritage 
of  all  religious  groups.  The  prime  re- 
sponsibility rests  with  the  homes  all 
over  the  Nation.  A  child's  initial  les- 
sons in  good  living  are  learned  from 
his  father  and  mother. 

Pestolozzi  wrote:  "Our  home  joys 
are  the  most  delightful  earth  affords, 
and  the  joy  of  parents  in  their  chil- 
dren is  the  most  holy  joy  of  humani- 
ty. It  makes  their  hearts  pure  and 
good;  it  lifts  men  up  to  their  Father  in 
heaven.  It  is  safe  to  say  that  parents 
who  cherish  these  spiritual  values  in 
the  home  are  far  less  likely  to  face 
the  problem  of  delinquent  children." 
Teachers  know  that  any  effective 
juvenile  guidance  must  include  train- 
ing in  spiritual  values  and  the  de- 
velopment of  an  active  religious  faith 
as  the  best  defense  against  tempta- 
tion. Whether  unconsciously  or  not, 
Mr.  Raikes  was  obeying  the  command 
of  the  Lord:  "Gather  the  people  to- 
gether, men,  and  women,  and  chil- 
dren, and  thy  stranger  that  is  with- 
in thy  gates,  that  they  may  hear, 
and  that  they  may  learn,  and  fear 
the  Lord  your  God,  and  observe  to 
do  all  the  words  of  this  law:  and  that 
their  children,  which  have  not  known 
anything,  may  hear,  and  learn  to  fear 
the  Lord  your  God.  .  ."  (Deut.  31:12, 
13).  Another  verse  from  the  Scripture 
comes  to  my  mind  in  connection  with 
this  one.  The  wisest  man  that  has 
ever  lived,  Solomon,  wrote:  "Train 
up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go: 
and  when  he  is  old  he  will  not  depart 
from  it,"  (Prov.  22:6).  The  Sunday 
School  undertakes  to  help  parents  in 
their  efforts  to  guide  the  Christian 
nurture  of  their  children.  It  affords 
many  opportunities  to  children  and 
young  people,  designed  to  reinforce 
efforts  made  in  the  home  to  "train 
the  child  in  the  way  he  should  go." 

Again  we  say  to  the  Sunday  Schools  | 
of  our'  nation,  "Awake  thou  that 
sleepest.  .  ."  (Eph.  5:14).  Not  only 
must  we  rejuvenate  our  lessons  on 
Sunday  morning,  but  we  must  also 
enliven  our  contact  with  the  church 
through  the  week  by  auxiliary  organi- 
zations providing  for  supervised  rec- 
reational activities. 

The  material  waste  of  crime  and 
delinquency  is  appalling;  it  is  esti- 
mated that  it  amounts  to  billions  of 
dollars  every  year.  And  the  material 
waste  is,  of  course,  nothing  as  com- 
pared with  the  moral  and  social  waste. 
The  chief  of  the  F.  B.  I.,  like  many 
other  persons,  calls  to  account,  first 
of  all,  parents  and  church  leaders 
in  that  he  says: 

"You  cannot  disregard  the  home 
and  the  church  in  the  building  of  a 
nation.  It  cannot  be  done  and  never 
has  been  done  in  the  world.  And  the 
thing  that  we  need  today,  I  think, 
is  a  return  to  the  old-fashioned  meth- 
od of  life,  so  far  as  the  home  and  the 
church  are  concerned." 


[Page  8] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


COnTRIBUTiOn    PRGE 


LIVE  TODAY 

You  cannot  guess  the  misery 
That  may  be  yours  tomorrow; 

Be  thankful  for  your  joy  today- 
Fear  not  for  coming  sorrow. 

You  cannot  read  your  future  life 
And  see  the  heartaches  there, 

Nor  see  the  trail  that  leads  away 
To  gardens  bright  and  fair. 

Be  thankful  for  the  happiness 
That  you  may  have  today; 

Forget   the   things   which    lie    ahead 
And  smile  all  doubts  away! 

—Charles    N.   Hodge 


LIVING  FOR  TODAY 

By  Mildred  Austin 

"You  better  live  your  best  and  act 
your  best  and  think  your  best  today, 
for  today  is  the  sure  preparation  for 
tomorrow  and  all  the  other  tomorrows 
that  follow."— Harriet  Martineau. 

Just  one  sentence  within  itself— but 
think  how  many  things  are  derived 
from  it!  Perhaps  all  of  us  aren't  ac- 
quainted with  the  author  of  this  bit  of 
wonderful  advice.  Harriet  was  born  a 
weakly  and  unhappy  child.  At  the  age 
of  eight  she  grew  completely  deaf  and 
had  no  sense  of  taste  or  smell.  A  bad 
beginning  of  life,  wasn't  it?  Still,  she 
had  that  thought  of  tomorrow  and 
what  she  was  to  make  of  it  even  at 
this  age.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  she 
began  writing  for  a  pastime.  At  the 
age  of  twenty-one  her  first  work  was 
published,  "Devotional  Exercises  for 
the  Use  of  Young  Persons."  Just  after 
this  was  published,  Harriet's  father, 
brother  and  lover  died,  leaving  her 
quite  alone  and  unhappy.  Was  she 
to  lay  down  the  pen  and  quit?  No- 
she  still  had  that  desire  to  see  on  into 
tomorrow !  You're  wondering — was  she 
a  success?  Yes— simply  because  she 
lived,  acted,  and  thought  her  best  in 
order  to  prepare  for  tomorrow. 

I'm  quite  sure  all  of  us  have  seen 
how  much   we've   failed   God   in  the 
'  past.   On  tomorrow  we  can  always  see 
!  how  much  good    we    could    have    or 
|  would  have  done — only  we  didn't  do 
it!  We  think  of  that  friend  we've  hurt 
I  so  deeply  with  those  short,  piercing 
I  words.  We  think  of  that  poor  sick  lady 
j  next  door    we    haven't    visited.    We 
think  of  those  tithes  we  haven't  paid. 
I  Oh,  just  little  things  we  haven't  done 
j  —but  they're  finally  created  into  such 
I  a  large  mass  until  our  minds  are  com- 
pletely wrecked  and  we  can  no  longer 
see   anything   worthwhile  in   life   for 
us.  Just  think— what  is  tomorrow  go- 
ing to  hold  for  us?  What  have  we  done 
today  to  prepare  for  a  happy  tomor- 
row? 

We  all  try  to  find  a  hideaway— but 
it  can't  be  done,  and  we  lose  a  price- 
less treasure  in  the  end  if  we  try  to 
do    it.    Excuses— the    devil's    greatest 
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ass  iet  toward  getting  God's  children 
do^n.  "Well,  I  would  have  if  I'd 
thought" — you  wouldn't  have  done 
anything — just  an  excuse! — And  is 
Got  1  going  to  accept  excuses  on  that 
great  tomorrow  when  the  final  Book 
wili1  be  opened? 

tf  we  could  only  catch  the  vision  just 
for  today — then  I'm  sure  we'd  do  all 
th  Q'Se  things  we  intended  to  do  in  pay- 
m  tut  of  God's  great  mercy  to  us. 
Today — now — is  our  greatest  concern. 
If  we  do  just  today  our  very  best  in 
ev  erything,  then  we'll  surely  be  pre- 
pared for  any  tomorrow  that  comes. 
Let  us  prepare  ourselves,  and  by  so 
dcing,  prepare  all  those  other  people 
w'no  are  looking  up  to  us — and  our 
lires.  We  just  can't  go  back  and  undo 
tl  ie  past,  but  we  can  use  it  to  heal 
a  ad  help  us  in  doing  greater  and 
better  things  for  Jesus.  It's  wonderful 
t  o  be  able  to  laugh  again  and  believe 
again,  and  after  doing  so,  lift  some 
otther  troubled  soul  up  with  us. 

One  of  the  greatest  poems  I've  ever 
read  was  written  by  Edgar  Guest  and 
the  title  was—  "The  Present"  (today) . 
In  the  end  he  wrote — 
"'Live  well  each  hour.    For  happiness 

doesn't  wait, 
Tomorrow  may  be  just  one  day  too 
late!" 

God,  please  help  us  to  live  now, 
think  now,  pray  now, — and  do  every- 
thing for  Jesus  today. 


TWO  ROADS 

By  Wilma  Underwood 

"Enter  ye  in  at  the  strait  gate:  for 
wide  is  the  gate,  and  broad  is  the 
way,  that  leadeth  to  destruction,  and 
many  there  be  which  go  in  thereat: 
because  strait  is  the  gate,  and  narrow 
is  the  way,  which  leadeth  unto  life, 
and  few  there  be  that  find  it,"  Matt. 
7:13,  14. 

Today,  as  we  go  from  place  to  place, 
we  can  see  many  and  different  types 
of  roads.  There  are  the  large  four- 
drive  roads  and  other  broad  pavement 
roads,  and  from  these  pavement  roads 
we  see  narrow,  rugged,  unpaved  roads. 
Spiritually,  there  are  only  two  roads. 
The  large,  broad  road,  and  the  strait, 
narrow,  rugged  one. 

In  our  scripture,  we  find  that  the 
broad  road  leads  to  destruction.  My, 
so  many  of  our  young  people  of  today 
are  traveling  down  this  road  in  full 
speed,  paying  no  heed  to  God's  chil- 
dren as  they  are  trying  to  warn  them. 

I  heard  a  brother  tell  about  him- 
self. While  traveling  to  a  near-by  city, 
he  came  to  a  detour  sign  warning  him 
to  go  another  road.  He  looked  down 
the  road  and  it  looked  all  right  as  far 
as  he  could  see.  It  looked  as  if  other 
people  had  been  traveling  it.  So,  un- 
heeding the  warning,  he  drove  about 
three  miles.  The  road  began  to  get 
pretty  rough,  so  he  decided  he  had 
better  turn  around.  Only  a  short 
distance     from    where    he    turned    a 


bridge  was  under  construction.  De- 
struction was  just  ahead,  but  he 
turned  around. 

Oh,  if  we  could  get  our  youth  of  to- 
day to  see  that  destruction  awaits 
them  and  turn  around.  Hell  has  her 
mouth  open  ready  to  devour  anyone 
at  whom  she  can  get  a  chance.  The 
children  of  God  have  placed,  and  are 
still  placing,  detour  signs  along  the 
road  of  life.  Young  people,  heed  these 
warnings.  The  broad  road  may  look 
better  to  travel,  but  there  are  heart- 
aches, sorrow,  and  troubles  along  the 
way.  The  devil  will  make  it  look  as 
bright  as  he  can,  trying  to  keep  you 
in  it.  Don't  obey  Satan.  Detour.  Take 
the  narrow  road.  The  way  may  seem 
dark  sometimes,  or  you  may  have  hilLs 
to  climb  and  rocks  over  which  to 
stumble,  but  praise  God,  there's  One 
who  is  holding  out  hands  of  help  and 
encouragement.  Call  on  God.  He  is 
near  you  at  all  times,  willing  and 
wanting  to  help  you. 

To  the  young  people  who  are  on 
this  broad  road,  let  me  say:  Turn 
back  before  it  is  too  late.  Old  Satan 
may  tell  you  that  the  way  to  heaven 
is  too  narrow;  but  thank  God,  I'm 
glad  it  is  narrow.  There  is  no  room 
for  Satan  or  any  of  his  works.  As  the 
old  song  goes,  "On  the  Jericho  road, 
there's  room  for  just  two;  No  more 
or  no  less,  just  Jesus  and  you." 

I  have  been  on  this  narrow  road 
for  only  a  little  over  three  years,  and 
never  before  have  I  had  a  deeper  de- 
sire to  be  a  blessing  to  lost  humanity, 
especially  the  young  people.  If  Jesus 
tarries,  we  are  to  be  the  Church  of 
tomorrow. 

Think  on  this  little  motto.  Turn 
from  the  broad  road  and  let  us  go  to 
heaven. 

"Only  one  life, 

It  soon  will  be  past; 

Only  what's  done 

For  Christ  will   last." 

LETTER  FROM  JERUSALEM 

(Continued    from  page   4) 
to-date. 

Kindly  accept  our  best  regards  and 
love  for  you,  Billy  and  the  dear  people 
in  America.  Our  parents  send  you 
their  special  greetings  from  Jeru- 
salem and  hope  to  hear  from  you 
every  time  it  is  convenient  to  you. 

Please,  Sister  Harrison,  will  you  ask 
all  the  boys  and  girls  in  America  to 
write  to  me,  because  I  like  to  have 
American  friends?  My  name  is  Jean 
Suleiman,  David's  sister.  Thank  you 
very  much. — David  and  Jean  H.  Sulei- 
man, 15  Shigr's  Building,  3rd  Floor, 
Musrara  Quarter,  Jerusalem,  Pales- 
tine. 

Note  by  Editor: 

Thanks  for  this  nice  letter.  I  am 
sure  all  the  M.  O.  H.  members  will 
be  glad  to  welcome  you  into  their 
club,  and  we  hope  that  you  will  have 
many  friends  when  you  come  to 
America  to  go  to  school,  through  your 
correspondence  with  the  boys  and 
girls.  We  hope  to  use  your  picture  on 
this  page  sometime,  so  the  friends 
will  know  how  you  look.  God  bless 
you. — Alda  B.  Harrison. 
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BOOKS 

By  Audre  Pitts 

Books  are  friends —  rt-S 

How  oft  I've  smiled  and  reached  a  hand 
To  pat  a  well-beloved  book; 
Quite  as   I  would  had   I   have  chanced 
Upon  a  human  friend  to  look. 

I've    traveled    far; 

Though   from   my   armchair   I've   not  stirred. 
By  ship  o'er  high  seas;  o'er  desert  sands 
With  caravan.    By  plane  I've  flown 
Among   the  clouds  above  strange  lands. 

I  am  not  poor. 

Within   the  covers  of   my  books 
I    find   rare  gems — wisdom's   pearl. 
And  sparkling,  irridescent  thoughts 
Of  topaz,  emerald,  and  beryl. 

I'm  not  alone — 

There's  Enoch  Arden,  and  Gabriel, 
The    blacksmith's    son,    Christian — Heaven- 
bent, 
The  Psalmist  David,  Sir  Launfall — 
Among  my  friends  I  rest  content. 

LITERATURE 

The  word  used  in  its  broadest 
meaning  embraces  all  printed  mat- 
ter in  every  language.  Nearly  every 
young  person  in  America  who  knows 
how  to  read,  has  a  taste  for  literature 
of  some  kind.  Nearly  every  day  in  the 
week  thousands  upon  thousands  of 
books,  magazines,  and  newspapers 
leave  the  many  publishing  houses  of 
the  U.  S.  A.  and  are  distributed 
throughout  the  world.  Many  young 
people  read  GOOD  literature  and  are 
bettered  by  so  doing.  Good  reading 
is  an  excellent  source  of  knowledge. 
It  builds  the  intellect,  helps  to  mold 
fine  character,  quickens  the  spirit  of 
ambition,  constructs  high  idealism, 
promotes  harmonious  living,  increases 
one's  vocabulary,  pictures  the  past, 
portrays  the  present,  and  prophesies 
the  future.  It  would  be  difficult  to 
imagine  a  finer  group  of  young  people, 
consecrated  to  God,  than  can  be  found 
in  the  Christian  service  camps  over 
the  country.  Their  pursuit  in  the 
study  of  good  clean  literature  is  fit- 
ting them  better  for  the  service  of 
Christ.  The  supreme  need  of  our 
nation  today  is  to  have  more  young 
men  and  women  like  these. 

Space  limit  forbids  lengthy  discus- 
sion on  what  good  literature  is;  for 
instance,  the  Bible,  history,  science, 
poetry,  good  prose,  current  events, 
Christian  tracts,  and  magazines. 

The  young  people  of  our  nation  di- 
vide into  two  groups,  the  good  and 
the  bad.  It  would  be  foolish  to  deny 
that  we  have  an  overabundance  of  the 
bad.  This  is  an  age  of  lowered  moral 
standards  for  those  who  will  permit 
their  standards  to  be  lowered.  We  are 
passing  through  a  period  of  loose 
thinking,  due,  in  a  large  part,  to  the 
rotten    literature   that   falls  into   the 


hands  of  our  modern  young  people. 

The  flood  of  bad  literature  is  one 
of  the  foremost  perils  facing  the 
youth  of  America  today.  "Modern 
thinking,"  as  promoted  by  many 
prominent  and  leading  books  and 
magazines,  is  a  disgrace  to  civilization. 
Reading  mostly  for  entertainment, 
young  people  select  that  which  ap- 
peals to  their  emotions  and  tends  to 
destroy  the  pure,  lofty  feeling  with- 
in Christians.  What  kind  of  litera- 
ture do  you  read?  Bad  literature  will 
sap  your  spirituality. 

WE  HAVE  NO  TIME 

One  of  our  worst  habits  is  that  of 
saying,  "We  have  no  time."  We  have 
all  the  time  there  is.  Every  hu- 
man being  in  the  world  is  treated  ex- 
actly the  same.  Time  is  one  thing 
that  all  people  have,  share,  and  share 
alike!  To  say  that  you  did  not  have 
the  time  to  do  what  could  have  been 
done  is  to  acknowledge  that  you  have 
been  untruthful  to  yourself.  It  is  the 
easiest  way  of  getting  out  of  acknowl- 
edging failure. 

"An  hour  a  day,  given  to  useful 
reading,  can  work  wonders  with  any- 
one — giving  to  that  one  knowledge 
that  very  few  ever  possess.  Who 
doesn't  have  time  thus  to  improve  his 
mind?" 

"No  time?  All  you  have  to  do  is 
take  it.  It's  yours.  The  time  taken  to 
give  encouragement  or  a  ray  of  light 
and  sunshine  into  some  other  life  is 
time  that  is  golden — and  its  dividends 
go  on  forever." — Selected. 

WAYS  TO  USE  THE  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY 

H  ATT  IE  P.  JACKSON 

Read  every  word  from  cover  to  cover. 
After  reading  your  copy,  pass  it  on 
to  a  friend,  or  send  it  to  someone  who 
is  sick  or  an  invalid.  You  can  also  buy 
some  extra  copies  to  use  in  this  way. 

Clip  poems  and  short  articles  to 
mail  in  letters  to  friends,  and  save 
clippings  for  your  scrapbook. 

Save  entire  magazine  to  use  in  fu- 
ture programs,  such  as  Christmas, 
Thanksgiving,  etc. 

Carry  Lighted  Pathways  to  hospi- 
tals, jails,  etc. 

Ask  those  who  do  not  know  what 
to  do  with  the  paper  after  reading  it, 
to  bring  their  copies  to  the  Y.P.E. 
Perhaps  some  of  the  young  people 
would  like  to  pass  them  on. 

Use  the  old  Lighted  Pathways  to 
get  new  subscribers. 

Try  selling  a  few  rolls  and  thus  do 


a  good  turn  for  your  neighbors.    The 
people    you    meet    every    day    would 
probably  enjoy  the  paper  as  much  asj 
you  do.  It  really  is  too  good  for  any- ' 
one  to  miss. 

Think  it  over  and  decide  what  you 
can  do  to  make  the  paper  a  greater 
blessing. 

RECOMMENDED  BOOKS 

MARY   SUNSHINE,    By    Bertha    B.   Moore 

It  is  not  often  that  one  finds  a  story 
written  with  such  sympathy  and  com- 
pelling  force.  This  captivating  novel 
ranks  with  the  best,  and  will  be  wel- 
comed with  joy  by  those  who  have 
learned  to  love  the  writings  by  Bertha 
B.   Moore.    Price,  $1.25. 

THE  VOICE,  By  Paul  Hutchens 

With  tenderness  and  real  under- 
standing,  Mr.  Hutchens  writes  of  the  j 
universal  problems  of  Christian  youth, 
of  the  faith  that  defies  unbelieving 
teachers,  of  love  and  marriage,  of  the 
Voice  that  guides.  From  the  first  word 
to  the  satisfying  last  one,  "The  Voice" 
is  a  story  you  will  treasure.  Price, 
$1.25. 

THOUGH    HE   SLAY   ME,   By   Ella  M.    Noller 

This  is  a  thrilling  story  and  differ- 
ent from  the  average  novel.  Young 
and  old  will  enjoy  this  book  and  profit 
by  its  reading.  It  appeals  to  all  ages 
and  all  classes  of  readers.  Price,  $1.25. 

THE   HOME,   By  Evangelist  John  R.   Rice, 
D.    D.    Litt.    D. 

In  this  volume,  Dr.  Rice  speaks  as 
a  pastoral  counsellor  on  questions  that 
many  ministers  studiously  avoid.  He 
is  both  scriptural  and  practical.  A 
careful  consideration  of  many  of  its 
chapters,  coupled  with  a  sincere  desire 
to  practice  the  truth  therein  set  forth, 
might  save  many  a  family  from  ship- 
wreck.  Price,  $2. 

DOES  GOD  ANSWER  PRAYER?  By  Louise 
Harrison    McCraw 

This  is  the  type  of  book  that  makes 
the  Christian  want  to  pray  and  chal- 
lenges him  to  a  life  of  prayer,  coming 
as  it  does  out  of  the  author's  own  life 
and  being  so  thoroughly  in  line  with 
Scriptural  teaching.  It  is  a  valuable 
addition  to  our  devotional  and  prayer 
literature.    Price,  $1.50. 

Order   from:      Church   of  God    Publishing 
House,    Cleveland,    Tennessee. 

NOTE:  Inquiries  about  our  Reading 
Circle  have  been  coming  in.  Some  are  ask- 
ing the  question,  "What  must  I  do  to  be- 
long to  the  Reading  Circle?" 

First:  Read  the  Lighted  Pathway 
through. 

Second:  Read  at  least  one  good  book 
each  month,  and  as  many  others  as  you 
can.  Be  sure  of  your  choosing.  We  shall 
make  some  recommendations  each  time. 
We  would  be  glad  if  you  would  write  what 
you  think  of  the  books  you  read.  Also  we 
would  be  glad  to  receive  recommendations 
from  you  of  books  you  have  read.  How 
about  sending  in  your  name  to  add  to  this 
circle?  The  Youth  Committee  is  working 
on  a  list  of  recommended  books  for  youth. 
We  shall  be  glad  to  use  these  books  on  this 
page. 
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THE   POT  OF  GOLD 

By  George  Eplin 

"And  they  left  me  out." 

Paul  Kenny  sat  alone  staring  into 
the  open  fireplace.  The  fire  was  al- 
most out  and  the  room  was  chilly. 

"I  can  sing  a  bit  and  have  com- 
pleted one  year  in  college,  but  they 
left  me  out  without  an  explanation." 

He  rose  to  his  feet  and  paced  the 
floor. 

"Oh  well,  I  guess  they  figured  they 
wouldn't  need  me,  and  then,  too,  they 
might  think  that  because  of  Mother 
and  the  girls  depending  on  me  for 
support  I  would  not  be  able  to  get 
away.  Only  a  week  ago  we  all  pledged 
ourselves  to  do  our  best  to  each  win 
a  soul  before  assembly  and  now  I 
am  left  out  of  the  group  who  are  to 
go  up  to  Meadowmoor  to  put  on  a 
revival.  They  will  all  have  a  fine  op- 
portunity to  win  at  least  one  soul 
apiece  up  there,  but  what  can  I  do 
here?  Nearly  all  the  people  in  Mount- 
view  have  religion  or  else  have  hard- 
ened their  hearts  until  they  are  bitter 
against  the  church;  could  it  be  that 
the  young  people  have  lost  confidence 
in  me?" 

Paul  looked  at  his  watch,  eleven- 
forty,  and  tomorrow  would  be  Mon- 
day; he  must  get  some  sleep.  His 
mother  and  sisters  were  away  visiting 
for  a  week  and  the  lonesomeness  of 
the  big  house  made  him  feel  more 
like  reading  or  writing  than  going 
to  bed. 

Long  after  he  had  turned  out  the 
light,  he  pondered  over  the  words  the 
president  of  the  Young  People's 
Society  had  said  that  night  at  church. 
He  remembered  his  exact  statement, 
"Six  of  us  will  leave  next  Friday  night 
for  Meadowmoor.  We  have  shown  no 
partiality,  choosing  only  those  who 
are  experienced  in  conducting  special 
meetings  and  are  best  able  to  get 
away."  And  then  he  had  read  the 
six  names,   omitting   Paul's. 

Paul  hoped  that  no  one  had  detected 
the  expression  of  keen  disappointment 
upon  his  face  when  the  names  were 
read.  He  tried  to  hide  it  with  a  smile 
when  the  president  looked  his  way, 
but  he  feared  that  it  could  not  be  hid. 

The  week  slipped  by  and  on  Sunday 
morning  the  pastor  announced  that 
the  meeting  was  progressing  nicely 
at  Meadowmoor.  Both  Friday  and 
Saturday  night  services  were  fruit- 
ful, two  seekers  praying  through  each 
night.  As  Paul  listened  to  the  an- 
nouncement, his  heart  beat  rapidly, 
and  he  felt  a  strange  warmth  come 
into  his  soul.  He  rejoiced  in  spirit  to 
hear  of  the  four  finding  their  way  in- 
to the  kingdom,  also  that  his  com- 
rades had  been  instrumental  in  win- 


ning them.  After  all,  why  not  forget 
his  own  disappointment  and  rejoice 
in  the  success  of  his  fellow  laborers 
in  the  Lord?  He  could  still  continue 
to  pray  that  he,  too,  would  find  an 
opportunity  to  win  someone  before 
assembly. 

He  did  not  stay  to  shake  hands  and 
greet  the  people  after  service,  but  im- 
mediately slipped  out  the  door  fol- 
lowing the  benediction,  and  went 
home.  He  ate  a  cold  lunch,  drank  a 
glass  of  milk  and  left  the  house,  walk- 
ing down  through  town  and  out  across 
the  old  footbridge  to  visit  Dad  Mat- 
thews who  lived  in  a  little  cabin  across 
the  river  from  Mountview.  Paul  felt 
sure  that  he  would  find  the  old  man 
at  home,  for  he  had  met  him  down  at 
the  post  office  on  Saturday  and  sug- 
gested that  he  might  be  over  Sunday 
afternoon.  The  old  man  liked  Paul 
and  often  offered  him  fatherly  ad- 
vice when  he  was  having  trouble  or 
facing  difficulties. 

""Weil,  son,  what  is  troubling  you  to- 
day?" the  old  man  questioned,  as  they 
sat  down.  "I  could  see  yesterday  that 
you  felt,  should  I  say,  a  bit  discour- 
aged?" 

"I  thought  you  would  be  at  church 
this  morning,  Dad,  and  I  meant  to 
tell  you  then;  we  all  missed  you." 

"My  foot  is  bad  again,  Son.  I  could 
not  walk  that  far  this  morning,  but 
I  did  not  forget  to  pray  for  the  serv- 
ice.   And  now,  Lad,  let's  have  it." 

"You  mean — " 


"Your  trouble,   Son." 

"It's  all  so  foolish,  I — weir  you  see 
I  wasn't  needed  to  help  in  the  revival 
at  Meadowmoor  and  being  left  out 
kind  of  hurts.  I  thought  I  would  have 
an  opportunity  to  win  a  soul  before 
assembly." 

"Why    before   assembly?" 

"We  promised  our  president  that 
each  one  of  us  would  try  our  best 
and — " 

"You  mean  to  say,"  interrupted  the 
old  man,  "that  you  wanted  to  win  a 
soul  because  of  a  pledge  you  made?" 

"Yes." 

"Is  that  the  only  reason?" 

"Well,  not  exactly." 

"But  primarily,  it  is." 

"Yes." 

"Then  I  am  glad  you  did  not  go." 

"You  are  glad?  Brother  Matthews, 
I'm  surprised.  You  have  always  told 
me  that  in  order  to  keep  saved  I  must 
win  others." 

"For  the  Lord's  sake,  Son." 

"Certainly." 

"And  you  were  going  to  Meadow- 
moor to  win  souls  for  your  president's 
sake,  or  perhaps  because  you  wanted 
to  keep  up  with  your  fellow  workers." 

"What  is  wrong  in  that,  Brother 
Matthews?" 

"Nothing,  my  Boy,  only  this:  I  think 
that  the  Lord  is  teaching  you  a  les- 
son, for  soul  passion,'  not  friendly 
contests  to  beat  one  another,  or 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


EASTER   DAY 

C.  H.  Brunner 
"It  is   Easter!    Christ  has  risen! 

Have   you  seen  the    Lord   today? 
In  the  rosy  calm  of  morning, 

Did  He  walk  along  your  way? 
Did  He  whisper  to  you  gently 

That  it  was  for  you   He  died; 
That  for  your  immortal  spirit 

He,  today,  is  glorified? 

"It   is   Easter!     Have   you    hastened 

To  tell  others  that  He  lives? 
Souls  there  are  who   long   for  comfort, 

That  His  resurrection  gives. 
Some   are   standing,    brokenhearted 

By  the  tombs  of  those  they  love; 
Have  you   told   them  of  the   mansions 

Jesus  has  prepared  above? 

"It  is   Easter!     Ere  the  starlight 

Fades   into   another   day. 
Pass  the  message  to  another 

And  another  on  your  way, 
'Christ  is  risen!    Come  and  meet  Him; 

Cast  your  burdens  at  His  feet/ 
And  perchance  a  soul  rejoicing 

May  come  out,  your  Lord  to  greet." 

— Gospel  Herald. 


Scripture: 


Motto:   "EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 

He  That  Winneth  Souls  Is  Wise"  Prov.  11:30b, 


April,  1947 
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PERSONALITIES    IN    APRIL' S    SPOTLIGHT 


•  MANUEL  F.  CAMPBELL,  a  young  bishop  with  plenty  of  hard-driving 
pep.  He  is  a  native  of  Chattanooga,  Tennessee,  and  has  served  the 
Church  in  that  state,  Arizona,  Texas,  and  Kentucky,  where  he  is  state 
youth  director.  Backed  by  the  Church  state  overseer  of  Kentucky,  Rev. 
L.  H.  Aultman,  he  has  launched  a  program  for  one  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School  in  every  church  of  that  state.  He  has  sent  in  over  450  subscrip- 
tions to  the  WORKERS'  BULLETIN,  and  records  show  a  remarkable 
gain  in  every  department  of  the  youth  work  under  his  supervision.  He 
is  a  typical  youth  director,  and  perhaps  will  have  Kentucky  in  the  spot- 
light  soon. 


•  BEATRICE  HAMILTON,  daughter  of  a  bishop  who  has  preached  for 
more  than  thirty  years  in  the  Church  of  God,  and  a  sophomore  at  Bob 
Jones  College,  where  she  is  majoring  in  Christian  Education  and  Eng- 
lish. A  consecrated  and  talented  Christian  young  lady,  Bea  plans  to 
make  Christian  education  her  career  in  life,  unless  providentially  hin- 
dered. She  conducted  four  Vacation  Bible  Schools  in  Tennessee  last 
year,  with  marked  success.  For  many  years  she  has  directed  various 
youth  departments  in  the  large  Kannapolis,  N.  C,  church,  and  was  a 
member  of  the  famous  Hymn-Time  radio  quartet  there.  Although  her  | 
church  membership  remains  at  Kannapolis,  she  now  lesides  in  Nash- 
ville, Tennessee.  The  Church  needs  more  young  folk  like  Bea  to  meet  ] 
the  need   of  tomorrow. 


NATIONAL  YOUTH  COMMITTEE  HOST  AT  GREAT  MEETING   FOR  STATE 
OVERSEERS  AND  YOUTH   DIRECTORS  THROUGHOUT  NATION 

—     CHARLES  W.  CONN     — 


SOMETIMES  it  is  a  blessing  to  one  to  be 
an  onlooker.  Such  was  the  case  when  the 
state  overseers,  state  youth  directors,  pas- 
tors, and  evangelists  were  invited  to  at- 
tend the  meeting  of  the  National  Youth 
Council   in   Eldorado,   III.,  on   February  4,   5. 

Quite  a  few  ministers  had  arrived  by 
Tuesday  night,  so  the  local  pastor,  Rev.  V.  B. 
Rains,  decided  to  have  a  service.  After  songs 
and  an  introduction  of  all  the  ministers  pres- 
ent.  Rev.     J.     L.     Goins,     overseer     of  Ohio, 


New  Sunday  Schools 

Organized 

Since  the  Assembly 

—    100  — 


preached.  Wednesday  morning,  when  the 
meeting  officially  opened,  many  delegates 
were  present  from  most  of  the  Eastern, 
Southern,  and  Midwestern  States.  Altogether, 
about  twenty-two  state  overseers,  about  the 
same  number  of  state  youth  directors,  most 
of  the  general  officials,  and  a  large  num- 
ber of  pastors  and  evangelists  were  present. 
This  was  a  very  remarkable  attendance, 
since  it  was  a  meeting  of  option  and  not  ob- 
ligation. 

The  first  session  was  called  to  order  by 
the  adept  chairman  of  the  National  Youth 
Committee,  Rev.  Ralph  Williams.  Following 
a  song  and  prayer,  we  heard  addresses  from 
the  General  Overseer,  Rev.  John  C.  Jernigan, 
and  the  Assistant  General  Overseer,  Rev. 
H.  L.  Chesser.  These  addresses  were  stimu- 
lating in  the  field  of  youth  work.  Then  the 
Youth  Committee,  composed  of  Rev.  Ralph 
Williams,  Chairman,  Rev.  Robert  Johnson, 
Rev.  Paul  Stallings,  and  Rev.  Brady  Dennis 
— (one  member,  Rev.   E.  T.  Stacey,  was  not 


present),    presented   its   agenda.    It   must   be 
emphasized  that  the  delegates  were   merely  j 
onlookers  at  an  official  meeting  of  the  No- 
tional Youth  Committee.  However,  the  Com- 
mittee was  glad  to  hear  the  delegates'  opin- 
ions  and   expressions   on   the   measures    pre-  i 
sented,  and  everyone  present  was  permitted 
to  speak.  The   morning   and  afternoon  were; 
filled  with  matters  of  business — of  which  you 
will   hear  officially    from    the    Youth   Com- 1 
mittee. 

On  Wednesday  night  the  church  au- 1 
ditorium  was  packed.  A  crowd  of  an  esti- 
mated 450  filled  all  available  seating  space 
to  enjoy  an  imposing  service.  After  several 
soul-rousing  congregational  songs,  we  heard 
special  singing  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Walker,  Editor- 
in-Chief  of  all  Church  of  God  Publications; 
Rev.  and  Mrs.  V.  B.  Rains,  local  pastor;  Mrs. 
Houston  Morehead,  wife  of  the  overseer  of 
Michigan;  and  Rev.  Paul  H.  Walker,  over- 
seer of  West  Virginia.  There  was  also  sing- 
ing during  the  meeting  by  Rev.  Tommy  Day, 
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evangelist;    Rev.   W.    M.    Stalling*,    overseer 
of  Mississippi;  and  two  local  quartets. 

When  it  was  time  for  the  evening  mes- 
sage. Rev.  John  C.  Jernigan  spoke  on  "Pen- 
tecost." His  message  dealt  with  the  most 
vital  need  of  today.  "We  need  a  repetition 
of  the  Day  of  Pentecost!"  he  proclaimed.  "I 
believe  that  a  repetition  of  this  experience 
will  bring  about  the  same  conditions  and 
blessings  that  the  disciples  had!"  One  of  his 
salient  thoughts  was  on  the  program  that  we 
have  already  made  and  the  progress  we  have 
yet  to  make.  "I  don't  want  to  go  back  to 
what  we  USED  to  be.  I  want  to  go  on  to 
what  we  OUGHT  to  be!"  He  showed  us  very 
clearly  that  to  survive  we  must  do  just  that. 

He  mentioned  briefly  the  differences  in 
old  men  and  young  men.  He  commended  the 
clear-cut  path  that  the  Youth  Committee  is 
trying  to  trace,  and  warned  that  the  older 
ministers  might  be  prone  to  criticize  revolu- 
tionary ideas.  The  congregation  enjoyed  his 
remarkably  frank  testimony:  "I  have  started 
now  to  try  to  be  a  sweet  old  man!" 

After  the  sermon.  Rev.  C.  E.  French, 
missionary  to  India,  was  introduced.   His  re- 


marks were  of  an  earnestness  that  imbued 
the  hearers  with  like  earnestness.  (On  the 
date  of  this  writing.  Brother  French  passed 
the  writer's  home  en  route  to  the  West 
Coast,  where  he  will  embark  for  the  land 
of   his  calling   and   desire.) 

On  Thursday  morning,  the  service  was 
thrilling.  Rev.  J.  H.  Walker  and  Rev.  E.  C. 
Clark,  Business  Manager  of  the  Publishing 
House,  had  just  returned  from  Springfield, 
Mo.,  where  they  attended  a  meeting  of  a 
fellow  church,  and  spoke  to  us  on  "Visual 
Education."  There  was  a  great  deal  of  in- 
formation given  on  this  all-important  method 
of  child-training. 

To  show  the  delegates  just  what  they 
meant  by  visual  education,  the  Committee 
presented  two  young  men  who  so  ably 
demonstrated  the  subject  that,  doubtless,  ev- 
ery heart  present  was  moved.  First,  Rev. 
E.  H.  Miles,  youth  director  of  Virginia,  gave 
us  an  able  discussion  on  chalk-talks.  His 
demonstration  was  convincing  and  amiable, 
and  revealed  obscure  values  in  teaching  by 
this  method.  Second,  Rev.  Lewis  Willis,  youth 
director   of    Florida,     brought     a     lump    into 


almost  every  throat  with  his  illustrated  story, 
"Barney's  Barrel."  His  demonstration  was 
very  appealing  and  sincere. 

Many  of  the  discussions  during  the 
meeting  were  revelatory,  and  all  were  inspir- 
ing. Few  could  listen  to  the  advantages  of  a 
Home  Extension  Department  without  being 
moved  to  organize  one  in  his  local  church. 
Concrete  methods  for  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
Schools  were  given,  and  many,  many  other 
things  discussed  that  should  stir  every  Chris- 
tian  heart. 

Much  could  be  said  of  the  National 
Youth  Committee  and  its  zealous  efforts 
to  open  new  vistas  of  achievement  for  our 
young  people.  They  have  not  taken  their 
task  lightly,  but  possess  clear  visions  and 
burning  hearts  for  the  future.  The  opening 
remarks  of  the  chairman  should  linger  in  all 
hearts  for  time  to  come.  He  expressed  the 
sincere  desire  of  the  Council  to  please,  and 
made  an  honest  appeal  to  the  older  minis- 
ters for  help  and  direction.  With  that  zeal  to 
serve,  and  with  that  humility  to  heed  coun- 
sel, it  is  evident  that  an  honorable  church 
is  already  forming  in  the  kaleidoscope  of 
tomorrow. 


THE  EMPTY  CHAIR 

OH!  IF  THE  HOME  DEPARTMENT  HAD  ONLY  BEEN  ORGANIZED 

SOONER! 


It  was  at  the  state  ministers'  meeting  in 
West  Virginia  that  we  presented  the  recom- 
mendation for  each  church  to  endeavor  to 
have  a  Home  Department  extension  to  their 
Sunday  School.  The  plan  was  explained  and 
it  caught  fire  in  the  hearts  of  many  of  the 
ministers. 

Rev.  Wm.  Winters,  pastor  of  Rhodell,  on 
his  way  home,  stopped  at  the  home  of  his 
Sunday  School  secretary  and  asked  that  she 
order  literature  and  a  Sunday  School  regis- 
ter for  the  Home  Department,  which  would 
immediately  be  organized.  Brother  Winters 
organized  his  Home  Department,  having  ap- 
pointed three  committees  in  three  different 
towns.  The  Sunday  School  superintendent, 
Brother  Russell  Hamm,  and  the  Sunday 
School  accepted  the  plan  wholeheartedly. 
They  were  off  to  a  good  start.  Those  in 
charge  of  this  work  are  sincere  and  God 
is  smiling  upon  their  efforts. 


Story  of  Picture 

One  of  the  Home  Department  teachers, 
Sister  Minnie  Coleman,  contacted  the  family 
in  whose  home  Sister  Martha  Blankenship 
was  living,  and  was  graciously  received.  Sis- 
ter Blankenship  had  been  a  Christian  ever 
since  her  youth.  She  was  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God  for  about  eleven  years;  for 
the  past  seven  years  was  an  invalid. 

Uplifting 

The  three  weekly  visits  made  by  Sister 
Coleman  were  very  blessed,  indeed,  to  Sister 
Blankenship.  Her  heart  was  made  to  rejoice 
and  her  soul  blessed.  Before  the  next  week 
arrived,  the  Lord  called  Sister  Blankenship 
home  to  glory.  Oh!  if  the  Home  Department 
had  only  been  organized  sooner! 

We  have,  at  last,  learned  that  those  who 
cannot  or  will  not  attend  Sunday  School  need 
the  Gospel  carried  to  them. 

During  the  time  of  the  early  Church,  they 
had  a  Home  Department.  Acts  5:42,  "And 
daily  in  the  temple,  and  in  every  house,  they 
ceased  not  to  teach  and  preach  Jesus 
Christ." 

Paul  said  in  Acts  20:20,  "...  and  have 
taught  you  publickly,  and  from  HOUSE  to 
HOUSE." 

Losing  Home  Department  Members 

A  teacher  of  the  Home  Department  re- 
ports that  she  is  losing  some  of  her  members 
BECAUSE  they  are  becoming  members  of 
the  REGULAR  SUNDAY  SCHOOL.  Reverend 
Winters  just  reports  that  the  Home  Depart- 
ment  is  blessing   his  Sunday  School   and   his 


church  in  general.  The  last  week  of  January, 
the  Home  Department  students  outnumbered 
his  regular  Sunday  School.  The  Home  De- 
partment had  a  total  of  133  and  the  regu- 
lar Sunday  School  a  total  of  120.  Rhodell 
is  in  a  great  revival  and  the  Home  Depart- 
ment is  due  much  credit.  One  teacher  taught 
sixty-four  students  in  one  week.  Her  class 
attendance  in  the  various  homes  ranged  ap- 
proximately from  one  to  six  students.  The 
total  attendance  of  the  Home  Department 
for  January  for  this  church  was  313. 

Souls  Saved 

This  is  just  one  of  the  eighteen  Home 
Departments  in  West  Virginia  which  reported 
for  December. There  have  been  many  wonder- 
ful reports  from  the  various  Home  Depart- 
ments. In  the  Home  Department  in  Pied- 
mont, W.  Va.,  there  were  two  individuals 
saved.  Another  reported  that  one  sister  was 
saved  only  three  hours  before  her  death. 
This  was  just  in  time! 

May  God  awake  every  Sunday  School  su- 
perintendent and  pastor  to  a  realization  of 
the  need  of  the  Home  Department! 

— Rev.  Brady  Dennis, 
West  Virginia  State  Youth  Director. 
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Wessons 

THE  CROSS 

John  19:17,  18 
Thoughts  For  Leader 

A  cross  is  literally  an  upright  stake 
with  one  or  more  transverse  pieces; 
also  a  burden  or  an  infliction.  The 
use  of  the  cross  for  the  execution  of 
criminals  dates  from  very  early  times, 
probably  originating  with  the  Egyp- 
tians many  centuries  before  the  time 
of  Christ.  Crucifixion  was  regarded  as 
the  most  terrible  of  all  forms  of 
punishment,  and  the  cross  was  the 
symbol  of  extreme  pain.  In  olden  times 
it  soon  became  the  symbol  of  martyr- 
dom and  redemption.  Life  on  the  cross 
often  lasted  for  forty-eight  hours. 
CHRIST'S  DEATH  ON  THE  CROSS 

"And  when  they  were  come  to  the 
place,  which  is  called  Calvary,  there 
they  crucified  him,  and  the  male- 
factors, one  on  the  right  and  the 
other  on  the  left,"  Luke  23:33.  Surely 
no  one  ever  suffered  a  more  cruel 
death  than  did  our  Lord.  The  pain 
He  bore  in  His  body  was  great;  the 
crown  of  plaited  thorns  the  soldiers 
placed  on  His  head  was  very  painful; 
the  stripes  (by  the  which  we  are 
healed)  meant  much  suffering,  but 
I  am  fully  persuaded  to  believe  the 
pain  in  His  heart  was  the  hardest 
to  bear  yet.  Paul  said,  "He  humbled 
himself,  and  became  obedient  unto 
death,  even  the  death  of  the  cross." 
THE  CROSS  EQUALIZES  ALL  MEN 
Eph.  2:14-16. 

Everyone  that  takes  a  trip  to  Calva- 
ry becomes  a  member  of  God's  big 
family.  Jesus  prayed  that  we  might 
be  one,  and  we  see  that  prayer  being 
answered  today.  The  high  are  brought 
low,  the  low  are  lifted  up,  and  we  are 
all  placed  on  the  level.  Under  the 
law,  no  one  but  the  priest  was  al- 
lowed to  enter  into  the  holiest  place 
and  talk  with  God,  but  when  Christ 
died  on  the  cross,  the  veil  in  the 
Temple  was  rent  from  top  to  bottom, 
the  old  law  was  done  away  with,  and 
you  and  I  can  enter  into  that  sacred 
place  and  talk  with  our  Lord. 
OUR  SALVATION  CAME  BY  THE 
CROSS 

We  who  would  enter  heaven  must 
first  take  a  trip  to  Calvary.  If  we  go 
by  the  way  of  the  cross,  we  are  sure 
to  reach  home.  We  were  away  from 
God  and  under  God's  sore  displeasure 
but  there  was  One  who  was  willing 
to  lay  down  His  life  for  us.  What 
greater  love  could  any  man  have  than 
to  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends? 
yet  Christ  laid  down  His  life  for  all 
humanity.  He  laid  down  His  life  for 
the  drunkards.  He  died  for  the  fallen. 
He  died  for  the  ungodly,  for  the  ones 
who  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  in 
vain,  the  liars,  the  thieves,  the  mur- 
derers, for  all  our  forefathers,  for  us. 


for  our  children,  and  for  all  gener- 
ations to  come.  This  salvation  is  for 
whosoever  will,  whosoever  will  lay 
down  sin  and  repent  and  live  for 
Jesus. 

Moses  was  a  great  man;  David  was 
a  great  man;  Abraham  was  a  great 
men;  Isaiah,  Daniel,  and  many  others, 
but  they  could  not  save  from  sin.  God, 
in  giving  to  the  world  a  Redeemer, 
so  loved  us,  that  He  gave  His  only 
begotton  Son,  and  there  is  no  other 
name  whereby  we  must  be  saved. 
CROSS  TO  BE  TAKEN  UP 

Then  said  Jesus  unto  His  disciples, 
"If  any  man  will  come  after  me,  let 
him  deny  himself,  and  take  up  his 
cross,  and  follow  me,"  Matt.  16:24. 
Again,  "And  he  that  taketh  not  his 
cross,  and  followeth  after  me,  is  not 
worthy  of  me,"  Matt.  10:38. 

Everyone  has  a  cross  to  bear,  and 
whether  the  burden  is  heavy  or  light, 
He  will  give  us  grace  to  march  on, 
"Looking  unto  Jesus  the  author  and 
finisher  of  our  faith;  who  for  the  joy 
that  was  set  before  him  endured  the 
cross,  despising  the  shame,  and  is 
set  down  at  the  right  hand  of  the 
throne  of  God."  Let  us  carry  the 
cross,  for  soon  the  crown  will  appear. 

Sing  such  songs  as  "The  Old 
Rugged  Cross,"  "Take  up  Thy  Cross 
and  Follow  Me,"  "My  Glory  Is  in  the 
Cross,"  etc. 

"THE    RESURRECTION" 

Col.  3:1-4. 

Thoughts  For  Leader 

For  not  only  the  greatest  but  for 
the  very  beginning  of  all  "Easter  mes- 
sages in  literature"  one  must  go  to  the 
Bible.  It  is  the  Christ  of  the  Bible, 
"our  Savior  Jesus  Christ,  who  hath 
abolished  death,  and  hath  brought 
life  and  immortality  to  light  through 
the  gospel,"  2  Tim.  1:10.  Banish  Him 
from  the  scene  and  the  future  is  dark 
with  despair  instead  of  bright  with 
hope.  Turn  away  from  the  full  atone- 
ment He  has  made  for  sin,  refusing 
to  personally  accept  Him  as  Savior, 
and  death  becomes  a  great  intangible 
mystery  in  contemplation  of  which 
the  stoutest  heart  quails,  instead  of 
merely  a  passageway  leading  to  Fa- 
ther's house  and  into  which  even  timid 
women  whose  affection  is  set  on 
things  above  enter  without  fear,  yea, 
even  joyfully. 

COMFORT  IN  SORROW 
1  Thess.  4:16-18. 

As  our  lesson  text  was  such  a  joy 
to  the  women  as  they  went  to  the 
tomb  that  first  Easter  morning  and 
found  that  their  Lord  had  risen,  so 
1  Thess.  16:18  should  be  a  great  com- 
fort to  us  as  we  realize  that  the  day 
is  coming  when  we  may  see  the  tomb 
open  and  our  loved  ones  rise  with 
us  to  meet  the  Lord,  whom  we  love, 
in  the  air.  The  resurrection  is  our 
only  hope  of  meeting  our  loved  ones 
again.  Then  why  should  this  not  be 
a  happy  day  for  us?  and  why  should 
we  not  get  ready  for  that  great  resur- 
rection morning?  It's  going  to  be  a 
wonderful  time.  Are  we  looking  for 
His  coming  and  trying  to  put  on  that 
wedding  garment  so  that  we  may  be 


ready  for  the  marriage  supper  of  the 
Lamb?  Only  those  with  robes  washed 
white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb 'can 
be  in  this  first  resurrection. 
DYING  WITH  CHRIST 
Gal.  2:19,  20 
One    of   the    notes   of   Easter    time 
is  sacrifice:  things  must  die  to  come 
to  life  again.  Before  the  flowers  and 
the  vegetables  can  spring  forth,  the 
seed  must  die.  Before  the  trees  can 
blossom,   they   must   pass   through   a 
stage  in  the  winter  that  is  equivalent 
to    death.   Before   the   life   in   Christ 
could  be  vouchsafed  to  men,  He  must 
needs  endure  the  cross.  Before  some 
of  the   finest  of   the   virtues   can   be 
born   in   human  life,  sacrifices  must  j 
be  made. 
"For    that    high    cross    upraised    on  j 

Calvary; 
The     broken     seals — the     rolled-back 

stone — the  Way 
Forever   opened   through   His   life   in 

death; 
For    that    brief    glimpse    vouchsafed 

within  the  veil; 
For  all  His  gracious  life,  and  for  His 

death, 
With    low-bowed    heads,    and    hearts 

impassionate — 
We  thank  Thee,  Lord." 
RISEN  WITH  CHRIST 
Rom.  6:1-11 
It  was  fitting  that  Christ  should 
come  forth  from  the  grave  into  the 
new,  spiritual,  resurrected  life  during 
the  springtime.  In  the  spring  every- 
thing is  taking  on  new  life.  Sleeping 
trees  are  awaking  and  putting  on  their 
foliage  afresh.  Flowers  are  springing 
forth  to  new  beauty.  Birds  are  aroused 
to  new  song.  Men  take  on  fresh  ac- 
tivities by  planting  gardens  and  crops. 
The  air  becomes  fragrant  with  per- 
fume and  alive  with  the  activities  of 
insect,  bird,  beast,  and  man.  From  the 
apparent  death  of  bleak  winter,  na- 
ture comes  back.  From  the  apparent 
defeat  of  the  tomb,  Christ  came  back. 
Thanks  be  to  God!  From  our  defeats, 
and  our  sins,  and  our  failures,  we  can 
come  back.  There  is  always  another 
opportunity,  another  possibility  of  be- 
ginning afresh  and  anew. 
IDENTITY  IN  THE  RESURRECTION 
The  divinely-chosen  analogy  of  the 
seed  and  the  plant  is  to  me  the  most 
suggestive  regarding  our  spiritual 
body  as  it  shall  be  hereafter.  For, 
take  the  bulb  of  the  hyacinth,  or  of 
any  other  flower;  submit  it  to  the 
naturalist,  and  he  will  tell  you  by 
aid  of  the  microscope  what  the  per- 
fected flower  will  be;  yet,  who  that 
did  not  know  the  mysteries  of  vege- 
tation could  believe  that  from  the 
unpromising  bulb  would  spring  the 
gorgeous  flower  enveloped  in  its 
sheltering  leaves?  Yet  such  shall  be 
our  body  then  compared  with  our 
body  now. — E.  H.  Bickersteth. 
IMMORTALITY 
The  Easter  message  may  be  summed 
up  in  this:  there  is  no  death.  Life  is 
ever  lord  of  death.  Life  is  immortal. 
Christ  could  not  die:  He  had  in  Him 
the  germ  of  an  immortal  existence. 
Neither  can  those  who  have  linked 
their    life    to    God    in    Him    perish. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Death  and  the  grave  have  no  victory 
ior  tnose  wno  love  Him. 
"By  love's  indissoluble  chain, 

I  know  the  grave  does  not  detain 

Heart's  love,  the  very  faith  in  me 

Is  pledge  of  an  eternity, 

Where  I  shall  find  heart's  love  again, 

If  hearts  are  dust." 

QUALITIES  THAT  MAKE  FOR  SUC- 
CESS IN  LIFE 
Psalm  1:1-6 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Every  boy  and  girl  in  the  world  who 
is  worth  anything  has  a  desire  to 
make  a  success  in  life.  Sometimes 
they  are  not  willing  to  accept  the 
road  laid  out  for  them  which  will 
lead  to  success.  There  are  two  worlds 
which  classify  success.  The  one  world 
with  its  beggarly  elements  has  its 
standards  and  classification  and  the 
other  world  with  holy  elements  has 
its  standards  and  classifications. 
There  are  successful  men  living  in 
each  world  who  are  successful  ac- 
cording to  their  standards. 

THE  FIRST  STEP  TO  SUCCESS 
CHOOSING  A  MASTER 

"Choose  ye  this  day  whom  ye  will 
serve,"  Josh.  24:15. 

It  is  the  prerogative  of  man  to  exer- 
cise the  power  of  choice  from  the 
smallest  item  to  the  greatest.  The 
manner  in  which  this  power  is  prac- 
ticed will  definitely  determine  the  suc- 
cess of  that  man.  The  question  as  to 
which  personality  the  soul  shall  be 
subjected  demands  a  decision.  Can 
there  be  a  master  chosen  who  is 
worthy  of  personal  recognition?  There 
are  but  two  personalities  who  can 
be  master  of  the  human  heart:  Satan, 
who  causes  his  followers  to  do  evil, 
and  Jesus  Christ,  who  leads  His  fol- 
lowers in  holiness.  Satan's  offer  to 
youth  is  DEATH  by  SIN;  Jesus  offers 
youth  LIFE  by  RIGHTEOUSNESS. 
"No  man  can  serve  two  masters," 
Luke  16:13.  To  desire  lasting  success 
will  mean  that  it  is  necessary  to 
choose  the  right  master  and  to  be- 
come his  obedient  servant.  The  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  is  the  One  who  has  a 
workable  plan  for  every  life.  "One  is 
your  master,  even  Christ,"  Matt.  23:8. 
To  choose  Satan  would  be  taking  the 
way  of  the  ungodly,  who,  like  chaff, 
are  driven  away  with  the  wind.  Make 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  your  Master  for 
life. 

ESTABLISHED  CHARACTER 

Perhaps  the  greatest  task  in  life  is 
that  of  building  character.  It  may 
take  a  lifetime  to  build  character,  but 
it  may  take  only  one  hour  to  destroy 
it.  Careful  living  is  important  in  this 
great  task.  The  successful  man  de- 
scribed by  the  Psalmist  became  such 
by  selecting  his  company,  abstaining 
from  evil,  loving  the  Lord,  and  de- 
lighting his  soul  in  the  precepts  of 
the  law.  The  most  useful  and  most 
successful  person  in  the  kingdom  is 
that  one  who  is  established.  The 
established  soul  is  immovable.  He  has 
the  promise  of  abundant  life.  He  has 
unfading  hope,  and  God  blesses  his 
labor.  No  life  is  a  success  and  no 
character    is    complete    without    God. 
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The  Lord,  in  His  wise  providence,  has 
provided  grace  for  the  establishing 
of  character.  Choosing  the  right  Mas- 
ter, being  obedient,  choosing  good 
literature,  choosing  proper  compan- 
ions, are  gracious  contributors  to 
character-building.  Add  to  these  es- 
tablished character-building,  and 
they  total  five  important  "qualities 
that  make  for  success  in  life." 
BEING  OBEDIENT 

God's  Word  tells  us  to  obey  is  bet- 
ter than  sacrifice.  1  Sam.  15:22.  Al- 
though we  might  make  great  sacri- 
fices in  this  life,  it  will  profit  us  noth- 
ing unless  those  sacrifices  are  made 
in  accordance  with  the  will  of  God 
through  the  knowledge  of  His  Word. 
Then  the  young  man  and  woman  who 
wants  to  succeed  must  obey  God's 
Word.  To  obey  means  you  must  study 
to  know  what  the  will  of  God  is. 
2  Tim.  2:15. 

CHOOSING  GOOD  LITERATURE 
Psalm  1:2 

It  could  probably  be  said  that  of 
good  literature  there  is  no  end.  There 
is  a  library  in  nearly  every  city,  mak- 
ing it  possible  for  any  one  who 
chooses  to  have  access  to  good  read- 
ing material.  It  must  be  called  to 
memory  again  that  if  there  is  wheat, 
there  is  also  chaff;  where  there  is 
gold,  there  is  dirt  to  be  sifted;  when 
a  dress  is  cut  to  a  pattern,  the  trim- 
mings are  lost;  when  a  vine  is  pruned, 
the  branches  are  cast  away.  Lift  out 
of  the  libraries  and  schools  the  good 
literature,  for  some  day  the  second- 
rate  writings  will  be  destroyed.  For 
our  example,  the  "blessed  man"  of 
the  first  verse  passed  over  the  con- 
temptuous unbelievers,  sinners,  and 
scoffers,  to  delight  his  soul  in  the  law 
of  the  Lord.  Keep  the  Scriptures  first 
on  the  reading  list.  They  are  superior 
to  all  other  literature,  and  are  worthy 
of  a  twenty-four-hour-a-day  medita- 
tion. The  man  who  mediated  upon  the 
law  day  and  night  found  four  things 
which  concerned  him  personally: 

First.  To  be  planted  by  rivers  of 
water. 

Second.  To  have  fruit  in  his  season. 

Third.  To  not  wither. 

Fourth.  To  be  prospered  in  what- 
ever he  does. 

Choose  the  Scriptures  to  be  a 
"lamp  to  your  feet  and  a  light  unto 
your  path."  «, 

CHOOSING  PROPER   COMPANIONS 

As  we  read  the  newspapers  and 
learn  how  many  young  people  have 
failed  at  this  point,  it  is  alarming. 
The  writer  has  just  read  about  the 
arrest  of  a  beautiful  young  girl 
eighteen  years  of  age,  who  was  found 
guilty  of  murder  yesterday.  Her  pic- 
ture showed  her  to  be  attractive  and 
intelligent-looking.  She  was  one  time 
an  innocent  little  babe  in  her  mother's 
arms.  But  she  chose  her  companions 
from  the  wrong  crowd.  In  a  few  weeks 
she  will  be  tried  and  perhaps  sent 
to  the  electric  chair  because  she  as- 
sociated with  a  man  who  was  cor- 
rupt. In  Prov.  4:14,  we  find  these 
words,  "Enter  not  into  the  path  of 
the  wicked,  and  go  not  in  the  way  of 
evil  men." 


Topic:   LAYING  UP  TREASURES 

Matt.  6:19-21;  Luke  12:18-21. 
Sarah  Blanch  McGuire 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

When  we  have  money  to  put  in  a 
bank,  we  look  around  for  the  best 
bank  we  can  find — one  in  which  we 
will  feel  our  money  is  secure  and  will 
bring  back  the  greatest  dividends.  So 
it  is  that  the  born-again  Christian  has 
found  the  bank  of  heaven  in  which 
to  place  his  treasures — a  place  where 
we  may,  by  prayer,  fasting,  and  good 
works,  keep  our  banking  account  up- 
to-date. 

DEPOSIT 
Luke  19:21-27. 

In  depositing  our  money,  we  take 
it  to  the  teller  in  the  bank,  where  he 
has  a  book  in  which  he  keeps  all  rec- 
ords, that  he  may  know  at  a  glance 
just  how  much  we  have  to  our  credit. 

Are  our  account  books  credited  with 
good  deeds  done  for  the  Lord  Jesus? 
A  handshake  here,  a  word  of  encour- 
agement there,  always  testifying  what 
our  Lord  has  done  for  us.  Each  thing 
done  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
means  a  deposit.  Let  us,  in  our  hearts, 
resolve  to  put  many  more  deposits  in 
the  bank  of  heaven  each  day. 
WITHDRAW 
Matt.  24:43-51 

Often  we  may  fail  to  take  enough 
money  with  us  and  we  are  forced  to 
write  a  check,  and  sometimes  we  spend 
much  more  than  we  had  intended, 
drawing  on  our  surplus. 

After  having  our  prayers  and  good 
works  stored  away,  we  feel  that  we 
can  take  a  rest  and  find  ourselves 
withdrawing  on  our  account  most  of 
the  time.  We  withdraw  much  more 
rapidly  than  we  deposit. 
OVERDRAWN 
2  Peter  1:9;    3:19-22. 

When  we  spend  without  keeping  a 
record,  we  often  find  we  have  over- 
drawn and  soon  we  receive  a  letter 
from  the  bank  asking  us  to  come  in 
and  settle  our  account.  Likewise,  when 
we  become  dilatory  in  our  prayers 
and  study  of  the  Word,  we  often 
find  we  have  overdrawn  on  our  ac- 
count. Perhaps  we  have  received  many 
warnings  that  our  account  is  over- 
drawn. Then  we  find  our  prayers  do 
not  go  through  so  easily  and  we  must 
do  our  work  all  over.  We  may  be  sure 
God  has  bookkeepers  who  will  make 
no  mistakes  in  their  records,  and  not 
one  bit  of  work  done  or  undone  will 
be  left  out  in  their  final  balance  sheet. 
BALANCE 
2  Tim.  4:6-8;  1  Cor.  9:26,  27. 

On  our  balance  sheet  in  heaven,  let 
us  keep  a  good  report.  By  studying 
in  God's  will  and  doing  His  work,  and 
so  feast  on  the  good  things  of  God 
while  helping  others,  we  can  have  a 
good  balance  in  the  treasure  of  heaven. 
Let  us  be  like  Paul  and  lay  up  for 
ourselves  treasures  in  heaven.  We 
should  keep  a  balance  with  which  we 
know  God  is  pleased.  Keeping  peace 
with  God  in  our  hearts  and  victory 
in  our  souls  will  help  do  the  work  that 
God  has  planned.  Let  us  be  wise, 
enough  each  day  to  add  to  our  store- 
house of  treasures.  • 
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No  better  recommendation  can  be  made  for  a 
book  which  will  throw  light  on  the  Bible  for  be- 
ginner, student,  and  scholar,  than  Hurlbut's  Story 
of  the  Bible.  It  is  simple  enough  to  be  understood 
by  any  child  of  school  age,  and  profound  enough 
to  present  new  revelations  to  the  scholar.  It 
should  be  in  every  home.  Price  _. $2.50 


OUT  OF  THE 
MIST 

By 
Robt.   L.   Allison 


A  heart-warming  story  that  will  thrill  any  Chris- 
tian young  person.  It  tells  of  a  broken  faith  that 
was  rewon  by  exemplified  Christian  living,  and  a 
broken  young  doctor  who  regained  his  skill  and 
courage  in  a  miraculous  manner.  Everything  ends 
well  for  young  Doctor  John  Raine  and  winsome 
Shirley  Howard.  Price $1.25 


—  O  — 


Some  of  the  chapters  of  this  book  of  frank  ad- 
vice to  young  folk  by  Dr.  Chappell  are:  I'd  Form 
Good  Habits;  I'd  Mind  My  Own  Business;  I'd 
Learn  to  Remember;  I'd  Learn  to  Forgive;  I'd  Be 
Sensible;  I'd  Claim  My  Own;  I'd  Use  My  Handi- 
caps; I'd  Play  To  Win.  Dominating  the  practical 
advice  for  a  clean  everyday  life  is  a  wholesome 
Christian  snjrit.  Price  _ .._  $1.50 


POT  OF  GOLD 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
pledges  to  your  leader,  wins  the  lost." 

Paul  stared  at  the  floor  for  several 
moments  before  he  spoke. 

"Pledges,  contests,"  he  repeated. 
"And  the  Bible  says,  'And  I,  if  I  be 
lifted  up  from  the  earth,  will  draw 
all  men  unto  me.' " 

"Exactly,  Son.  And  in  what  man- 
ner are  we  to  lift  Him  up?" 

"By  example." 

"Yes,  and — " 
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"Character." 

"And—" 

"You   tell   me,   Brother   Matthews." 

"The  truth." 

"And  just  what  do  you  mean  by  the 
truth?" 

"Preach  it,  Lad;  preach  it." 

"Where  at,  Dad?" 

"Where   did   Jesus   preach  it?" 

Paul  scratched  his  head  as  he  looked 
toward  the  worn  Bible  on  the  table. 
"He  preached  on  the  mountainside, 
by    the    seashore;    in   fact,    wherever 


the  crowds  gathered." 

"But,"  interrupted  the  old  man 
"His  best  sermons  were  to  lone  in- 
dividuals. If  you  don't  believe  it,  gc 
home  and  read  the  four  Gospels." 

"I  have  read  them  many  times 
Brother  Matthews." 

"Then  read  again  and  pray  for  light 
as  you  read." 

"But  you  have  not  helped  me  tc 
know  how  I  can  be  a  soul-winnei 
when  I  never  get  a  chance  to  meet 
new  people;  there  is  no  opportunity 
here  at  home." 

"Jim  Lawson  is  not  a  Christian 
neither  is  Harvey  Gotz,  nor  Slirr 
Weeks." 

"But  those  fellows  never  darken  a 
church  door,  Brother  Matthews;  thej 
hate  religion." 

"Has  anyone  ever  talked  to  therr 
about  the  Man  of  Galilee?" 

"Who   would  have  nerve   enough?' 

"  'And  when  they  had  prayed,  the 
place  was  shaken  where  they  were 
assembled  together;  and  they  were  al 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  theji 
spake  the  word  of  God  with  bold-! 
ness,'  "  quoted  the  old  man. 

"Prayer  and  boldness  to  do  persona! 
work  go  hand  in  hand,  don't  they 
Brother  Matthews?" 

"Useless  each  without  the  other,  :J 
would  say,  Son." 

"I  have  it,  Dad.  Let's  you  and  ] 
start  a  prayer  meeting  all  our  own.' 

"And  pray  for  Jim,  Harvey,  anc 
Slim,"  suggested  Dad  Matthews. 

"And  me,"  added  Paul.  "I  need 
vision  of  the  lost,  and  not  a  vision  o! 
winning  souls  just  for  the  sake  o 
numbers  and  trying  to  keep  up  witl| 
my  friends." 

"Should  we  meet  here  at  my  cabir 
each  Tuesday  evening,  Paul?  Woulc 
that  be  convenient  for  you?" 

"Yes,  I  am  sure  that  I  can  come,  sai 
about  eight  o'clock.  This  is  so  kind  o":j 
you,  Brother  Matthews.  I  have  felt  a 
lack  in  my  spiritual  life  for  severa 
months;  perhaps  these  prayer  meet 
ings  will  help  me.  I  must  be  goinf 
now,  as  it  will  soon  be  time  for  th< 
evening  service.  Good  night,  Brothe:' 
Matthews,  until  Tuesday  night." 

"Good  night,  my  Boy,  and  God  blesi 
you." 

The  weeks  passed  by  after  Paul  anej 
Dad  Matthews  organized  their  Tues 
day  night  prayer  meeting,  and  eacl 
succeeding  meeting  brought  to  Pau! 
a  keener  desire  to  win  others  t<, 
Christ,  a  broader  vision,  and  a  lovij 
for  others  unknown  to  him  before! 
No  longer  could  he  pass  his  unsavei 
friends  upon  the  street  withou 
thought  of  their  lost  condition,  bu 
he  now  felt  a  great  love  in  his  hear 
for  them,  and  always  felt  a  compel 
ling  desire  to  speak  to  them  aloni 
spiritual  lines. 

"I  think  I  could  preach,  Brothe 
Matthews,  if  I  had  an  audience  to  lis 
ten  to  me,"  he  told  his  old  frieni 
one  Tuesday  night  after  the  praye 
meeting. 

"Why,  Paul?" 

"Well,  the  thought  is  with  me  con 
stantly  that  the  Lord  wants  me  ii 
the  ministry,  and  whenever  I  an 
alone,    I     find    myself    unconsciousl; 

The  Lighted  Pathwa^ 


trying  to  preach  to  an  imaginary  au- 
dience. And,  Brother  Matthews,  when 
I  see  a  crowd  of  people,  though  they 
be  on  the  street,  it  seems  my  soul 
burns  with  a  strange  passion  to 
preach  to  them.  I  seem  to  feel  re- 
sponsible for  their  souls,  and  feel 
like  I  must  point  them  to  my  Lord." 

"That  desire  is  not  a  mere  fancy 
or  delusion,  Paul,  for  as  you  have 
cultivated  your  spiritual  life  through 
the  medium  of  prayer,  it  has  given 
God  an  opportunity  to  open  your  eyes 
to  your  individual  responsibility.  I 
am  not  surprised  that  you  feel  the 
call  to  preach.  You  are  a  serious- 
minded  young  man,  you  have  vision 
and  God  can  use  you.  Perhaps  you 
have  in  mind  a  large  church  and  a 
good  crowd  of  people  to  preach  to, 
but,  Son,  like  all  others,  you  will  have 
to  begin  at  the  bottom.  I,  too,  have 
felt  that  some  day  you  would  have 
to  preach,  and  have  given  it  serious 
thought.  You  know,  Lad,  I  spent 
thirty  years  in — well  they  called  me 
Brother  Fill-in  because  I  used  to 
preach  wherever  a  place  was  open; 
schoolhouses,  camps  and  such  like. 
That  was  before  this  foot  got  bad 
and  I  had  to  quit  running  about  from 
place  to  place.  I  never  had  large 
crowds  to  preach  to,  but  there  were 
always  some  who  came  to  my  meet- 
ings, and  during  those  thirty  years 
hundreds  found  their  way  into  the 
kingdom." 

"How  did  you  get  your  first  start, 
Brother  Matthews?" 

"In  a  prayer  meeting,  Paul.  A  pas- 
tor friend  and  I  used  to  hold  cottage 
prayer  meetings  wherever  folks  were 
willing  to  gather  in  the  homes.  We 
took  turns  about  leading  the  meeting 
and  giving  a  short  talk  from  the 
Word.  It  was  in  such  a  meeting  that 
I  won  my  first  soul  to  Christ." 

"Do  you  suppose  that  you  and  I 
could  do  as  you  and  that  pastor 
friend,  Brother  Matthews?" 

"I  am  sure  of  it,  Paul.  Can  we  have 
our  first  meeting  at  your  home?" 

"Well — I  guess  so.  But  you  know 
my  sisters  are  unsaved;  they  might 
object." 

"But  you  will  ask?" 

"Yes,  I  will.  Shall  we  have  it  Friday 
night?  I  will  invite  some  of  the  church 
folks  over." 

"That  will  be  fine,  Son;  I  will  be 
there." 

Paul's  sisters  laughed  at  his  sug- 
gestion of  having  a  cottage  prayer 
meeting  at  the  home,  but  made  no 
(Objections.  When  Friday  night  came, 
it  nearly  a  score  gathered  at  the  home. 
j  It  was  something  new  for  Mountview 
tand  no  small  amount  of  interest  was 
[.shown  by  those  present.  Even  Paul's 
j  sisters  did  not  laugh  when  the  crowd 
had  departed,  and  noticing  their  un- 
i.  usual  interest,  Paul  prayed  for  them 
j!  late  into  the  night  after  they  had 
ii  [retired. 

ei  The  next  Friday,  the  prayer  group 
net  at  the  Weaver  home,  the  week 
following  that,  at  the  Stanleys',  and  it 

0  was  at  this  meeting  that  Paul's  older 

1  sister  prayed  through  to  victory.  From 
„  week  to  week  the  meetings  grew  in 
j  ittendance  until  the  little  commun- 
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ity  was  shaken  with  heavenly  power 
and  conviction.  People  prayed  through 
to  victory  in  their  homes  and  even 
in  their  places  of  business.  Paul 
seemed  to  have  lost  all  fear  of  speak- 
ing to  his  friends  about  their  souls, 
and  almost  daily  someone  came  to 
his  home  to  pray. 

When  the  time  for  assembly  arrived, 
Paul  had  quite  forgotten  about  his 
pledge  to  win  a  soul  that  winter,  but 
if  he  could  have  read  the  records  of 
heaven  he  would  have  found  that 
nearly  threescore  souls  had  found 
peace  because  of  the  revival  that  was 
born  out  of  his  and  Dad  Matthews' 
Tuesday  night  prayer  meetings. 

"Do  you  think  that  I  was  not  sup- 
posed to  go  to  Meadowmoor  to  help  in 
that  revival  several  months  ago, 
Brother  Matthews?"  Paul  asked  his 
old  friend  one  evening,  as  they  sat 
together  on  the  porch  of  the  old  man's 
cabin. 

"If  you  had  gone,  you  most  likely 
never  would  have  received  the  vision 
of  your  own  community's  need.  I 
think  it  was  the  will  of  the  Lord  that 
you  should  not  go." 

"And  if  I  had  gone,  I  never  would 
have  known  the  mighty  power  and  in- 
fluence of  prayer.  I  am  really  glad 
that  I  was  left  out,  for  by  staying  at 
home  I've  not  only  been  shown  God's 
spiritual  rainbow,  but  I've  found  the 
hidden  pot  of  gold  at  the  foot  of  the 
bow;  prayer  is  even  greater  than  many 
pots  of  gold." — Young  People's  Journal. 

MY  BEAUTIFUL  HOME 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

whether  it  be  a  tent  or  a  cottage? 
This  world  is  not  our  home;  we  have 
something  better — a  city  which  hath 
foundations,  whose  Builder  and  Maker 
is  God.  Heb.  11:10.  "And  there  shall 
in  no  wise  enter  into  it  any  thing 
that  defileth,  neither  whatsoever 
worketh  abomination,  or  maketh  a  lie: 
but  they  which  are  written  in  the 
Lamb's  book  of  life,"  Rev.  21:27.  Is 
your  name  written  there,  dear  reader? 
Have  your  sins  been  washed  away  in 
the  precious  blood  of  the  Lamb?  There 
is  a  possibility  of  being  sure  and  know- 
ing that  we  are  going  to  heaven,  if 
we  have  been  born  again,  if  we  have 
taken  Jesus  as  our  own  personal  Sav- 
ior and  Friend,  for  He  not  only  saves 
us  from  our  sins,  but  has  promised  to 
come  again  and  receive  us  unto  Him- 
self. Blessed  hope,  blest  reality — we 
shall  some  glad  day  look  upon  our 
dear  Redeemer's  face,  and  we  shall 
know  Him  by  the  print  of  the  nails  in 
His  hands!  We  shall  be  like  Him,  too, 
for  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is.  "For 
now  we  see  through  a  glass,  darkly; 
but  then  face  to  face:  now  I  know 
in  part;  but  then  shall  I  know  even 
as  also  I  am  known,"  1  Cor.  13 :  12. 

The  door  of  opportunity  is  opened 

by  pushing.  Lead  on,  O  King  Eternal! 

The  new  year  lies  before  you  like 

a  spotless  track  of  snow, 
Be  careful  how  you    tread    it,    for 

every  mark  will  show. 
Lift  where  you  stand. 


MY    IDEAL   BOY    FRIEND  AND 
GIRL  FRIEND 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

to  improve  herself;  physically,  men- 
tally, and  spiritually.  She  is  always 
considerate  of  others  and  strives  to 
adjust  herself  and  be  agreeable  in 
whatever  group  of  people  with  whom 
she  happens  to  be.  She  conducts  her- 
self at  all  times  as  if  she  knew  she 
were  being  judged  for  her  conduct. 
She  is  smart  and  alert  in  all  her 
undertakings. 

She  keeps  herself  physically  fit  to 
the  best  of  her  ability.  She  dresses 
becomingly  for  each  occasion,  but 
not  too  far  in  advance  or  too  far 
behind  the  times  as  to  be  noticeable  or 
gaudy.  She  is  a  good  manager,  learning 
the  value  of  money,  the  care  of  her  ap- 
pearance, clothes  and  all  other  things 
that  help  a  girl  to  make  a  good  wife 
and  mother.  My  ideal  girl  friend 
reads  the  best  books,  and  tries  to  keep 
up  with  our  government,  state  and 
county  affairs,  and  helps  in  all  ways 
possible  to  make  this  a  better  world 
in  which  to  live. 

My  ideal  boy  friend  is  a  boy  with 
black  wavy  hair,  dark  blue  eyes,  fair 
complexion,  about  5  feet  8  inches  tall, 
and  weighs  approximately  130  pounds. 

I  want  him  to  know  all  the  rules 
and  regulations  of  etiauette.  He 
should  always  walk  on  the  outside, 
use  the  right  kind  of  language,  and 
have  respect  for  me  at  any  place  and 
any  time.  He  should  be  courteous  to 
others  and  respect  his  elders. 

When  going  out  with  me,  I  expect 
him  to  come  to  my  home.  If  he  is  in 
a  car,  he  should  come  to  the  door  and 
knock  and  not  blow  the  horn  for  me. 
He  should  get  me  back  home  at  the 
right  hour,  and  never  insist  on  com- 
ing in  unless  the  family  is  up. 

There  are  certain  qualities  I  ex- 
pect my  ideal  boy  friend  to  have.  The 
first  quality  is  a  pleasing  personali- 
ty. Any  girl  likes  to  be  around  a  boy 
who  has  a  pleasing  personality, 
whether  he  is  handsome  or  not.  A 
boy  who  has  a  kind  word  and  a  smile 
for  you  at  all  times,  possesses  the 
first  quality  I  expect  of  my  ideal  boy 
friend. 

The  second  quality  is  honesty.  A 
boy  who  isn't  honest  to  other  people 
may  not  be  honest  to  you  or  to  him- 
self. I  expect  him  to  keep  his  word 
and  be  truthful  at  all  times. 

The  third  quality  is  bravery;  a  boy 
who  is  able  to  take  the  ups  and  downs 
without  giving  up,  which,  in  my 
opinion,  is  the  quality  of  being  brave. 

The  last  quality  and  most  im- 
portant of  all  is  the  quality  of  work- 
ing. No  girl  likes  a  boy  who  never 
works  or  does  anything,  or  starts 
something  and  doesn't  finish  it.  Any 
girl  admires  a  boy  who  isn't  afraid  of 
work. 

I  never  expect  to  find  a  boy  who  is 
perfect  or  possesses  all  these  qualities, 
but  I  do  hope  to  find  a  boy  who  has 
most  of  them.  He  should  have  a  clean 
mind  and  know  how  to  conduct  him- 
self around  other  people. 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
from  the  walk  to  Emmaus,  we  will  be- 
come beacon  lights  which  will  light  the 
pathway  of  others.  Only  those  who 
know  the  risen  Christ  can  witness  for 
Him. 

It  is  not  the  Christ  of  the  tomb  we 
should  know;  it  is  not  the  Christ  of 
Palestinian  days,  but  it's  the  risen 
Christ,  the  reigning  Christ  we  should 
know.  Do  you  know  Him?  If  you  do, 
let  us  walk  down  the  Emmaus  road 
together  today  and  tomorrow  and  all 
the  tomorrows.  Let  us  walk  and  talk 
with  Him.  He  will  carry  us  through 
while  our  boys  are  in  a  distant  land. 
He  will  carry  us  through  when  trouble 
and  death  enter  our  home.  He  is  our 
only  hope. 

NEW  MACEDONIAN  CALL 

By    J.    STEWART    BRINSFIELD 

In  our  earnest  efforts  to  promote 
the  Foreign  Missions  interests  of  the 
Church,  we  find  it  necessary  to  pro- 
vide a  medium  of  information  which 
will  keep  our  people  in  constant  touch 
with  the  Church  activities  throughout 
the  world. 

At  this  time  we  are  preparing  to 
publish  the  new  "Macedonian  Call," 
which  will  be  a  36-page  Foreign  Mis- 
sion picture  magazine.  This  is  the 
periodical  that  provides  a  world-wide 
coverage  of  the  work  which  is  being 
prosecuted  by  the  Church  of  God.  It 
is  news! — It  is  arresting  in  its  ap- 
proach!— It  is  revealing  in  its  facts 
concerning  the  forward  march  of  our 
Church.  It  is  educational  and  spiritual 
in  its  application  of  truth.  It  is  chal- 
lenging because  of  its  objectives. 

This    magazine    will    be    published 
quarterly   and   the  subscription  price 
is  only  sixty  cents  per  year  in  advance. 
Clip    out    and    mail   the    subscription 
blank  and    enclose    sixty    cents;     or 
better  still,  send  one  dollar  and  twen- 
ty cents  for  a  two  years'  subscription 
to  "Macedonian  Call,"  your  new  For- 
eign Missions  picture  magazine.   Your 
April  issue   will   reach  you   in  a   few 
days.    Don't  miss  this  first  issue. 
MACEDONIAN  CALL 
J.  Stewart  Brinsfield,  Editor 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 

Cleveland,  Tenn. 
Dear  Sir:  Please  enter  my  name  as  a 
subscriber  to  the 

"MACEDONIAN   CALL" 
I  have  checked  below  the  classification 
I  want,  for  which  you  will  find  en- 
closed $_..  (Please  do  not  send 
stamps.) 

□  1  year,  60c  □  2  years,  $1.20 

□  3  years,  $1.80 

My  name  is 

Address    

LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to 
the  Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund 
for  sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men 
in  Service  for  December,  January,  and 
February. 

Florida  $5.00 

Missouri    ._.  4.20 
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Texas     4.00 

Illinois  . 3.50 

Michigan    3.02 

Delaware    2.00 

Alabama   2.00 

Georgia  2.00 

Mississippi    ...-. 1.00 

New  York  1.00 

Virginia    1.00 

West  Virginia  .32 


$29.04 


LIGHTED   PATHWAY   RATING 

Sold  for 

January  Total 

Alabama  ..                        2,276  10,863 

Alaska  ..                                 2  10 

Arizona   _.                              225  1,311 

Arkansas                              652  3,102 

California                            814  3,875 

Canada                               248  1,444 

Colorado                                 23  113 

Connecticut  10  62 

Delaware    95  539 

Florida    .                          2,820  13,317 

Foreign   .                              485  2,638 

Georgia                              5,739  27,473 

Idaho                                    100  438 

Illinois                                1,891  8,201 

Indiana                               671  3,487 

Iowa                           .....        183  1,003 

Kansas    .                              335  1,545 

Kentucky                          2,752  11,598 

Louisiana                            392  2,374 

Maine                                  429  1,915 

Massachusetts                      39  257 

Maryland                           1,169  5,956 

Michigan                           1,043  4,146 

Minnesota                              66  328 

Mississippi   970  4,730 

Missouri                                763  5,011 

Montana                             245  913 

Nebraska                              76  420 

Nevada    .                                2  10 

New  Hampshire  5  42 

New  Jersey   .                      233  873 

New  Mexico  _                     195  1,052 

New  York                             132  402 

North   Carolina              5,493  26,003 

North  Dakota  _                 227  1,209 

Ohio    .                                2,425  15,101 

Oklahoma                           543  2,401 

Oregon    ._..                         193  925 

Pennsylvania                     761  3,763 

South  Carolina  ..            7,639  38,642 

South  Dakota  ..                211  1,557 

Tennessee  4,234  18,463 

Texas                                  1,881  9,448 

Virginia    1,987  8,357 

Washington                        307  1,391 

Washington,  D.  C.               75  359 

West  Virginia                 2,808  12,974 

Wisconsin  45  312 

Wyoming    4  21 

53,913  260,374 

JANUARY  PRIZE  WINNER 

J.  L.  Barfield,  S.  Greenwood,  S.  C, 
is  the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

JANUARY  HONOR  ROLL 

Charles  Boling,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Silas  M.  Crase,  Louisville,  Ky. 
Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 


Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C.    ! 
Gladys  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

NOTE :  In  order  to  qualify  for  win- ' 
ning  the  prize  of  $5  in  any  one  month, 
you  must  sell  the  most  papers  and 
have  your  money  in  on  time.  The 
date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is  the 
20th  of  each  month.  For  instance,  the 
money  for  April  papers  must  be  in<; 
the  office  by  April  20.  •  | 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 


Sold  for  Feb. 

Alabama  2,414 

Alaska    .....       2 

Arizona  .    355 

Arkansas  744 

California        839 

Canada  242 

Colorado  23 

Connecticut    10 

Delaware    .  ....    133 

Florida    .  2,734 

Foreign    375 

Georgia    .....      4,588 

Idaho    .....     98 

Illinois    1,818 

Indiana    677 

Iowa    350 

Kansas  ... 460 

Kentucky  ....2,881 

Louisiana     375 

Maine    ......  480 

Massachusetts    42 

Maryland  1,138 

Michigan  ...1,106 

Minnesota  65 

Mississippi  ....1,001 

Missouri  749 

Montana  314 

Nebraska    .  20 

Nevada     2 

New  Hampshire   .  5 

New  Jersey  .     233 

New  Mexico  .....      180 

New  York  .     152 

North  Carolina  5,209 

North   Dakota   223 

Ohio    2,755 

Oklahoma    552 

Oregon   ...' 189 

Pennsylvania    713 

Rhode  Island  ..... 

South  Carolina  7,917 

South   Dakota  276 

Tennessee    4,629 

Texas    1,886 

Virginia    2,021 

Washington    293 

Washington,  D.  C 67 

West   Virginia   2,781 

Wisconsin    .  44 

Wyoming    2 


Total 

13,277 

12 

1,666 

3,8461 

4,714 

1,686 

136} 

72! 

672 

16,051 

3,013 

32,061 

536 

10,019':. 

4,1641 
1,3531 
2,005- 

14,479; 

2,7491 

2,395 

299 

7,094| 

5,252 

3931 

5,7311 

5,760| 

1,227 

440! 

12 

47 

1,106 

1,232; 

554; 

31,212 

1,432 

17,856 

2,953 

1,114 

4,476 

46,559 

1,833; 

23,092 

11,334 

10,378 

1,684 

426 

15,7551 

356| 

23 


54,162 


314,536 


FEBRUARY  PRIZE  WINNER 

Charles  Boling,  Greenville,  S.  C,  i£ 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

FEBRUARY  HONOR  ROLL 

J   L.  Barfield,  S.  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C 
Mrs.  G.  C.  Allen,  Rome,  Ga. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Bible  Training  School  and  College 


BOB  HUMBERTSON  AND  BIBLE 
SCHOOL 

Some  time  ago,  I  received  a  letter 
from  the  pastor  of  the  Church  of  God 
at  the  Nation's  capital.  This  com- 
munication had  a  very  attractive 
letterhead.  Since  I  am  always  in- 
terested in  the  success  of  Bible  Train- 
ing School  and  College  students,  it 
was  only  natural  that  I  should  be 
attracted  by  the  name  of  the  assist- 
ant pastor  of  the  church  at  Wash- 
ington as  being  one  of  them.  It  was 
none  other  than  our  own  Robert 
Humbertson.  I  learned,  on  inquiry, 
that  Bob  had  been  selected  as  as- 
sistant pastor  to  resume  his  duties 
immediately  after  the  graduation 
exercises  here  this  spring,  and  that 
since  he  was  to  resume  his  activities 
at  that  time  and  had  already  been 
selected,  he  should  be  honored  by 
having  his  name  placed  on  the  of- 
ficial roster  of  the  church. 

But  who  is  Bob  Humbertson?  This 
tall,  lanky,  overgrown  boy  came  to 
us  six  years  ago,  at  the  age  of  thir- 
teen. His  parents  furnished  him  with 
money  to  help  him  through  the  first 
term  of  school,  but  it  was  too  much 
for  them  to  continue,  and  it  looked 
as  if  he  could  go  no  farther.  But  Bob 
was  not  easily  discouraged.  He  worked 
between  school  terms  and  paid  back 
all  that  he  had  gotten  behind  during 
the  preceding  term,  or  borrowed  the 
money  and  paid  everything  up  when 
leaving,  and  worked  during  the  sum- 
mer season  to  take  care  of  the  money 
borrowed. 

Bob  was  very  energetic  at  school, 
as  well  as  on  the  job  between  terms. 
He  worked  hard  in  the  kitchen  or 
elsewhere  to  take  care  of  his  room 
and  board.  On  one  occasion,  when 
it  was  announced  by  the  President 
that  he  had  some  extra  work  to  be 
done,  Bob  Humbertson  volunteered. 
The  President  said,  "Young  man,  you 
don't  want  to  do  that  kind  of  work. 
I  want  some  men  to  dig  ditches."  But 
Bob  Humbertson  answered,  "Brother 
Simmons,  I  can  dig  ditches."  He  was 
hired  and  he  did  his  job  well. 

Despite  the  fact  that  Bob  had  to 
work  hard  at  manual  labor  during 
the  terms  of  school,  he  found  time 
to  study,  and  through  the  six  years 
that  he  has  been  with  us,  he  has 
stood  at  the  top  of  his  class.  Twice 
during  this  time  he  has  been  elected 
the  most  intelligent  boy  in  school. 
Once  he  was  elected  one  of  the  ten 
most  outstanding  students.  This  year 
he  is  elected  the  most  likely  to  suc- 
ceed, and  also  for  the  first  semester 
he  served  as  president  of  the  student 
body.  At  the  age  of  fourteen,  he  was 
elected  secretary  of  the  annual  staff. 
One  year  he  served  as  editor  of  the 
school  annual,  The  Vindagua,  and 
last  year  he  served  as  business  man- 
ager. After  six  years  of  hard  study, 
Bob    graduates    from     junior    college 


ROBERT   HUMBERTSON 


and  starts  on  the  long  ladder  of  suc- 
cess in  a  ministerial  career.  The 
graduation  of  ^this  brilliant  boy  from 
junior  college  will  not,  by  any  means, 
terminate  his  schooling.  It  is  agreed 
that  while  serving  as  assistant  pastor 
of  the  Church  of  God  in  Washington, 
he  will  continue  his  studies  at  the 
George  Washington  University.  His 
gaze  has  been  fastened  upon  a  goal 
of  achievement  as  a  minister  and  as 
an  educator.  The  marks  of  both  of 
these  are  distinctly  stamped  upon 
him.  His  character  is  unimpeachable; 
his  sincerity,  without  question;  and 
his  pulpit  manners  and  delivery  re- 
mind one  of  that  great  expositor  G. 
Campbell  Morgan. 

Students  of  this  type  will  be  greatly 
missed  in  Bible  School,  but  they  will 
be  examples  wherever  they  go,  of  the 
training  they  received  here.  The  story 
of  Bob  Humbertson  is  not  one  that 
is  exclusive  or  unattainable  by  other 
young  folk,  but  these  and  even  greater 
accomplishments  may  be  made  by 
those  who  are  members  of  your 
church,  who  live  in  your  community, 
and  who  will  take  the  reigns  of 
government,  spiritual  administration, 
and  youth  training  in  your  churches 
and  schools  of  tomorrow.  Every  en- 
couragement should  be  given  every- 
where to  young  people  to  attend  Bi- 
ble Training  School  and  College,  and 
by  hard  work  and  study  prepare 
themselves  for  a  life  of  usefulness  in 
the  Church  and  in  their  particular 
communities,  and  to  be  a  living  ex- 
ample and  a  help  to  those  young 
people  who  come  after  them. 

"Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men, 
that  they  may  see  your  good  works, 
and  glorify  your  Father  which  is  in 
heaven." — E.  L.  Simmons,  President. 


B.  T.  S.  CORRESPONDENCE 
COURSE 

Don't  forget  to  write  to  B.  T.  S.  and 
College,  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  for  infor- 
mation about  the  correspondence 
course.  You  can  organize  a  class  in 
your  home,  church,  and  go  to  Bible 
School  while  you  work  and  support 
your  loved  ones.  Tuition  $15  on  terms 
— $3  down  and  $1.50  per  month  until 
paid,  or  $12  cash. 

If  you  have  the  chance  to  study  and 
do  not  do  it,  God  will  hold  you  re- 
sponsible, for  the  Word  of  God  just 
as  surely  tells  us  to  study  as  it  does  to 
pray.  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth,"  2  Tim. 
2:15. 

Some  of  our  churches  are  turning 
their  Y.  P.  E.  services  into  Bible  Study 
classes  in  Personal  Evangelism,  some 
in  special  Bible  studies,  mission  class- 
es, etc.  A  course  with  the  Bible  Train- 
ing School  will  help  you  to  keep  up 
with  the  boys  and  girls  who  have  been 
fortunate  enough  to  go.  Let  us  work 
hard  while  it  is  day,  for  the  night 
cometh  when  no  man  can  work 
(John  9:4).  The  time  is  here  when  you 
must  know  your  Bible  to  be  able  to 
meet  your  opposers.  Here  is  a  little 
verse  that  came  to  me  yes\erday: 

Now  I  get  me  up  to  work; 

I  pray  the  Lord  I  may  not  shirk, 

If  I  should  die  before  the  night, 

I  pray  the  Lord  my  ivork's  all  right. 


HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE  ORGAN- 
IZED AT  B.T.S. 

One  of  the  newest  and  fastest  grow- 
ing clubs  at  B.  T.  S.  is  the  Happy 
Home  Circle.  This  club  was  organized 
for  the  purpose  of  making  the  place 
in  which  we  live  a  real  home  instead 
of  a  mere  house.  No  family  is  happy 
unless  the  members  lead  a  happy  life 
at  home.  There  must  be  love,  under- 
standing, cooperation,  respect,  and 
loyalty.  The  Happy  Home  Circle  en- 
deavors to  promote — as  its  name  im- 
plies— a  happy  home. 

An  ordinary  circle  has  unity.  Eieh 
curved  line  must  play  its  part  in  or- 
der to  complete  the  circle.  We  strive 
to  have  such  a  circle  to  make  happy 
homes. 

The  club  had  its  first  meeting  Feb. 
27,  1947.  Committees  were  elected  to 
carry  out  the  various  functions  of 
the  club. 

Different  subjects  are  discussed  at 
every  meeting.  The  next  subject  is 
"Nutrition."  An  authority  in  this 
field  will  be  the  guest  speaker.  Every 
mother  and  father  at  B.  T.  S.  should 
be  present  to  hear  this  very  important 
lecture  at  the  next  regular  meeting, 
March  13. 


SENIOR  CLASS  SPONSORS 
LEFEVRE  TRIO 

The  Senior  Class  sponsored  a  con- 
cert given  by  the  LeFevre  Trio  on 
the  evening  of  February  21.  The  Trio 
is  known  to  thousands  as  Alphus, 
Eva  Mae,  and  Urias. 

A  talking  violin,  played  by  Alphus, 
was  a  high  light  of  the  program.  The 
entire  program  was  thoroughly  en- 
joyed by  everyone  present. 
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M  Saster  Miracle 

jf^T  was  in  the  year  1799,  ivhen  the  armies  of  Napoleon  were 
passing  over  the  continent  of  Europe  and  conquering  all 
that  came  in  their  way. 

It  was  an  Easter  morning,  and  the  sun  shone  brightly  on 
Feldkirch,  a  little  town  situated  on  the  III  River,  just  within  the 
borders  of  Austria.  The  III  flotvs  into  the  Rhine. 

Quite  early  on  this  morning  there  suddenly  appeared  on  the 
heights  above  the  town  to  the  west  the  glittering  weapons  of 
eighteen  thousand  French  soldiers,  the  division  under  the  com- 
mand of  General  Massena. 

There  was  a  hasty  assembling  of  the  town  council,  and  it  was 
decided  that  a  deputation  be  sent  to  Massena  with  the  keys  of  the 
town  and  a  petition  for  mercy. 

In  the  midst  of  all  the  confusion  of  the  hurrying  to  and  fro 
and  the  anxious  consultation,  the  old  dean  of  the  church  stood 
up  serene  as  was  the  morning,  tvith  no  thought  of  fear  in  his 
brave  heart. 

rrIt  is  Easter  day,"  he  said.  rrWe  have  been  reckoning  on  our 
own  strength,  and  it  is  but  -weakness.  Let  us  ring  the  bells  and 
have  service  as  usual.  We  will  leave  our  troubles  in  the  hands  of 
the  Higher  Power." 

Soon  from  all  the  church  spires  of  Feldkirch  the  bells  rang  out 
joyously.  The  streets  became  thronged  tvith  worshipers  on  their 
way  to  church.  Louder  and  more  triumphant  pealed  the  bells  as 
they  rang  out  the  glad  message,  and  the  hills,  putting  on  their 
new  green,  echoed  back: 

(f Christ  has  risen;  He  is  risen  from  the  dead." 

The  French  army  heard  the  sounds  of  rejoicing,  and  Massena 
concluded  there  could  be  but  one 
reason  for  it.  He  was  sure  that  the 
Austrian  army  had  arrived  in  the 
night. 

He  ordered  his  men  to  break  tip 
camp,  and  almost  before  the  bells 
had  ceased  ringing  —  long  before 
Easter  services  were  over  —  the 
French  army  was  in  orderly  re- 
treat. 

By  noon  not  a  tent,  not  a  soldier, 
not  a  glittering  bayonet,  tvas  to  be 
seen  on  the  heights  above  Feld- 
kirch.— Boston  Globe. 
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ARE  ALL  THE  CHILDREN  IN? 

i  think  ofttimes  as  the  night  draws  nigh 

Of  an  old  house  on  the  hill, 
Of  a  yard  all  wide  and  blossom-starred 

Where  the  children  played  at  will. 
And  when  the  night  at  last  came  down. 

Hushing   the   merry  din. 
Mother  would   look   around  and  ask, 

"Are  all  the  children   in?" 

Tis  many  and  many  a  year  since  then. 

And  the  old  house  on  the  hill 
No    longer   echoes   to   childish   feet. 

And   the  yard   is  still,  so  still. 
But  I  see  it  all,  as  the  shadows  creep. 

And  though  many  the  years  have  been 
Since  then,  I   can   hear  mother  ask, 

"Are  all  the  children   in?" 

I   wonder   if  when   the  shadows  fall 

On    the    last   short,   earthly   day. 
When  we  say  good-bye  to  the  world  outside, 

All  tired  with  our  childish  play. 
When  we  step  out  into  that  Other  Land 

Where   mother  so  long   has   been. 
Will  we  hear  her  ask,  just  as  of  old, 

"Are  all  the  children   in?" 

"One  of  the  Children." 


Jkw&Ji^  $o/l  TYbthsih.  and  (baddy. 


Psalm  jl9:105\ 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


PRAYER 

Dear  heavenly  Father,  we  thank  Thee  for  motherhood, 
which  is  the  greatest  calling  this  side  of  heaven.  We  thank 
Thee  for  the  fathers  who  are  so  closely  associated  with 
mother  in  her  great  calling.  We  thank  Thee  for  the  beau- 
tiful young  men  and  women  who  are 
going  forth  to  bless  the  icorld.  Along 
with  our  thanksgiving  for  the  Chris- 
tian homes  of  our  land,  we  want  to  in- 
tercede for  the  homes  steeped  in  dark- 
ness; those  whose  petitions  no  longer 
rise  to  Thee,  but  ivho  are  discouraged 
by  hard  and  bitter  experiences,  who  sit 
in  the  shadow  of  doubt  and  cynicism. 
God.  pity  the  boys  and  girls  who  are 
going  out  from  such  homes.  May  we 
give  ourselves  to  them  in  interceding 
love.  Reveal  Thyself  to  them,  break 
down  barriers  that  shut  out  the  light, 
and  may  our  many  prayers  not  fail  of 
their  purpose.  Help  us  to  translate 
them  into  timely  service  on  behalf  of 
the  homes  within  our  reach. 
Dear  Parents:  God  bless  you.  I  am  addressing  one  of  the 
most  important  companies  of  people  in  the  world.  It  would 
be  wonderful  to  have  the  brains  and  the  talent  to  stand 
before  great  bodies  of  learned  men  and  women  and  bring 
to  them  great  messages  that  would  thrill  and  entertain. 
But  I  had  rather  be  the  little  personage  that  I  am,  and  be 
able  to  open  the  eyes  of  the  parents  with  this  little  mes- 
sage that  I  am  striving  to  bring  to  you  at  this  time.  I  can- 
not help  you  unless  God  helps  me  and  pours  out  through 
me  the  things  that  you  need.  I  am  asking  Him  to  help. 

On  our  cover  page,  we  have  a  little  poem,  "Are  All  the 
Children  In?"  which  is  very  real  to  me.  I  so  well  remember 
the  sweetest  time  of  my  life  was  when  my  children  were 
small;  when  I  could  have  them  around  my  knee;  feel  their 
arms  of  love  around  my  neck,  and  at  evening  time  have 
them  safely  tucked  into  bed,  with  their  little  prayer,  "Now 
I  Lay  Me  Down  to  Sleep,"  and,  "Dear  God,  bless  Mamma 
and  Daddy  and  help  them  to  be  good."  Is  there  anything 
in  all  the  world  so  sweet  as  the  memory  of  such  a  time? 
Some  of  my  readers  are  experiencing  a  time  like  this  just 
now,  and  will  understand  just  what  I  mean. 

Then  there  comes  a  time  when  Johnnie  and  Mary  are  a 
little  older  and  they  take  their  ' 
books  and  off  they  go  to  school. 
The  day  seems  long  'til  they  re- 
turn at  night,  but  when  they  do, 
how  safe  Mother  and  Daddy  feel 
when  they  are  all  settled  around 
the  family  fireside — not  one  miss- 
ing. 

I  am  thinking  now  of  two  kinds 
of  homes — one  a  Christian  home 
and  one  a  home  where  Christ  is 
not  known.  What  does  it  mean  to 
have  the  little  fellows  in?  Does 
it  mean  Christian  training  or  does 
it  mean  harsh  words  and  training 
in  the  things  of  the  world?  Does 
it  mean  the  return  of  a  drunken 
father  at  night,  beating  and  curs- 
ing them  until  they  steal  away  to 
bed  without  a  prayer  or  a  word  of 
love?  Perhaps  Mother  drinks  and 
smokes  too.  Oh!  the  sad  pictures 
we  get  as  we  read  the  many  let- 
ters from  mothers  that  come  to 
our  desk.  The  question  comes  to 
us,  what  does  it  mean  to  your  chil- 
dren when  they  are  all  in  that 
home  of  yours? 

I  am  visualizing  that  home  of 
yours,  as  you  train  that  little  dar- 
ling. Some  of  you  have  married 
without  much  thought  of  children. 
That  was  away  back  somewhere  in 


HOME 

A.  Cameron 


I  hod  wandered  long  through  the  busy  street, 

Bucking  the  throng  with  weary  feet. 

I    was  struggling   like  them  for  my  daily  food; 

At  sunset  I   stood  in  solitude. 

I  had  gone  to  my  home  in  the  suburb  afar, 

Remote  from  the  hustle  and  bustle  of  war. 

My  body  was  weary,  my  rest  would  be  sweet, 

In  my  cozy  cottage  so  snug  and  neat. 

I   drove  from  my  soul  all  wrangling  and  tho't 

Of  the  furious  battles  I'd  fought. 

'Neath  a  tree  at  the  door  I   greeted  my  friends, 

Rejoicing   and   gay   at  the   day's   glad   end. 

The    robin    was   chanting    his   evening    hymn, 

Singing  and  swinging  upon  the  limb; 

In  the  house  were  my  children  chatting  at  play. 

Telling   the  deeds  at  school   that  day. 

And  I  thought  what  mattered  the  tumult  in  the  world; 

What   mattered   how  freely   the   onslaught   be   hurled? 

If  at  sunset   I   can  come  to  a   home  like   this, 

And  give  joy  so  akin  to  heavenly  bliss, 

What  matter  the  tumults  and  rebuffs  we've  received? 

What  matter  the  fakes  and  crooks  who've  deceived? 

Let  them  have  their  ill-gotten  treasure  and  store. 

They've   no   place    like   mine   within   their   door. 

When  we've  ended  our  combat  and  struggles  on  earth. 

When  the  fires  have  gone  out  and  cold  in  the  hearth, 

May  we  find  at  sunset  in  heaven  above, 

A  spot  so  quiet  and  full  of  love. 


your  mind,  but  it  was  not  considered  important.  But  th 
come  along  one  by  one;  they  are  yours.  As  you  look  dov 
into  their  little  faces,  you  are  happy.  As  they  grow  a  litl 
older,  you  wait  for  just  one  faint  sound  of  "Mother"  ai 
"Daddy."  You  wonder  which  he  will  say  first.  Usually 
says,  "Da  da,"  first.  Maybe  he  knows  what  he  is  sayir. 
but  maybe  he  doesn't.  Just  so  Daddy  thinks  he  does,  wh 
else  matters?  But  just  now,  while  he  or  she  lies  in  th 
little  bed,  go  and  look  down  into  the  little  face  and,  r 
member,  you  are  training  this  little  one  for  heaven  or  he 
That  is  just  as  true  as  it  is  true  there  is  a  heaven  or  he 
He  will  come  out  what  you  make  of  him.  That  is  the  j< 
God  gave  you,  mothers  and  fathers. 

But  I  hear  you  say,  "Oh!  there  is  plenty  of  time,  Johnr 
and  Mary  are  small  yet;  wait  until  they  are  a  little  old* 
then  I  will  be  a  Christian.  We'll  start  to  church  then.  We 
begin  living  for  God  then."  But  so  often  it  is  too  late.  Th> 
have  a  taste  of  the  world  and  it  will  be  hard  for  you 
undo  what  you  have  done.  You  will  try  to  gather  the  chil 
dren  in,  but  it  is  too  late.  They  have  gone  the  way  of  tl 
world  and  you  are  helpless.  Some  may  be  brought 
through  the  influence  of  others,  but  how  sad  to  have  the 
wake  up  to  find  that  Mother  and  Daddy  are  not  what  thi 
should  be. 

A  godless  mother,  arrayed  for  the  ball,  went  to  bid  h 

baby  girl  good-night.  The  child  clung  to  her  mother  ai 

said: 

"Mamma,  tell  me  a  prayer,  please." 

"A  prayer,  child!  Who  put  that  notion  into  your  head 

"Why,  Sunday,  Miss  Tanley  said  we  ought  to  pray  evei] 

day;  but,  Mamma,  I  don't  know  how  to  pray.  Mary  sa 

her  mamma  taught  her  how  to  pray  about  'laying'  dow 

to  sleep  at  night,  and  I  thought  you  might  know  it,  Man 

ma.  and  you  would  teach  it  to  me.  I  want  to  pray,  too." 

Tears  came  into  the  mother's  eyes.  She  saw  herself  as 

child  kneeling  by  her  mother's  knee  and  learning  to  pra 

Ah,  did  that  mother  know  now  she  had  grown  away  fro 

her  early  teaching  into  worldliness  and  sin?  Had  she  d< 

prived  her  own  child  of  that  for  which  she  had  longec 

"Was  this  the  prayer,  darling,"  she  said,  "  'Now  I  lay  rr 

down  to  sleep'?" 

How  sweet  it  sounded  as  those  childish  lips  repeated  i 
The  ball  that  night  was  stupid.  Dancing  only  made  hi 
dizzy  and  soon  she  whispered:  "John,  let's  go  home;  I'i 
tired."  "So  soon?"  As  they  silent 
went  to  their  room,  a  baby  voic 
was  heard  talking  in  her  slee; 
Softly  came  the  words, 
"If  I  should  die  before  I  wake 
"O  God,  teach  me  to  pray  gooi 
and  teach  Mamma  to  pray,  an 
don't  let  them  keep  me  from  Sur 
day  School." 

In  their  room,  the  young  mothe 
sank  into  a  chair  and,  coverin 
her  face,  sobbed  aloud.  Not  sine 
he  was  a  boy,  had  the  father  hear 
anyone  pray  for  him,  and  nov 
to  have  his  own  child  pleadin 
for  him!  Suddenly  his  wife  arosi 
placing  her  hand  on  his  arm,  he 
eyes  streaming  with  tears,  an 
said:  "O  John,  how  have  we  bee 
living!  We  need  her  to  teach  u 
how  to  pray.  Let  us  go  to  the  Sav 
ior  and  learn  how  to  pray  togeth 
er." 

If  you  have  been  failing  God  i 
your  home,  will  you  not  tur: 
roundabout  and  confess  to  you 
children  like  the  little  boy  in  thi 
poem. 

Last  night  my  little  boy  confesse 

to  me 
Some  childish  ivrong; 
And  kneeling  at  my  knee 

(Continued  on  page  17) 


Coal§  of 


All  the  way  home  from  Sunday 
School  Helen  was  trying  to  think  of 
someone  upon  whose  head  she  could 
"heap  coals  of  fire"  about  which  her 
teacher  had  spoken.  But  she  had  no 
enemies  that  she  could  call  to  mind. 
She  resolved  to  ask  Roy  what  he 
thought  about  it.  Roy  was  Helen's 
brother,  and,  being  a  couple  years  old- 
er than  herself,  she  always  went  to 
him  when  she  wanted  advice. 

Roy,  however,  could  not  help  her 
at  all  on  the  enemy  question;  but  he 
sensibly  observed,  after  thinking  a 
while,  that  he  didn't  see  why  you 
couldn't  help  people  who  weren't 
enemies  just  as  well. 

"But  the  coals  of  fire,  Roy?"  Helen 
reminded  him,  with  a  doubtful  look. 

"Oh,  that's  only  a  figure  of  speech," 
said  Roy,  with  the  grown-up  air  that 
Helen  always  admired.  "It's  the  prin- 
ciple of  the  thing  that  you've  got  to 
look  at,  you  know,  and  that's  doing 
good  wherever  you  can." 

Helen  supposed  Roy  must  be  right, 
but  somehow  that  didn't  seem  to  be 
quite  the  meaning  the  Sunday  School 
teacher  had  wished  to  convey.  She 
was  still  puzzling  over  it  the  next 
afternoon,  when  her  mother  sent  her 
after  school,  to  the  dressmaker's,  to 
have  her  new  frock  fitted.  Miss  Sim- 
mons was  a  pleasant  little  body,  and 
had  a  way  with  her  that  seemed  to 
invite  the  confidence  of  perplexed 
people;  and  almost  before  Helen  real- 
ized it  she  was  telling  the  busy  little 
dressmaker    all    about   her    difficulty. 

"Well,"  said  Miss  Simmons  with  her 
mouth  full  of  pins,  "I  guess  Master 
Roy  was  about  right.  Helpfulness  is 
what  the  Lord  wants  of  us,  I  expect, 
and  as  to  enemies,  why,  if  you 
haven't  got  any  of  your  own — and  I 
don't  really  see  how  you  could  have, 
Miss  Helen — there's  always  plenty  of 
other  people  to  whom  you  can  show 
kindness." 

Helen  didn't  quite  understand. 

"Well,  it's  this  way,"  Miss  Simmons 
went  on.  "There's  a  heap  of  people 
in  this  world  that  have  done  harm  to 
somebody  and  are  pretty  miserable 
because  of  it;  I  expect  if  you  should 
show  them  a  kindness  they  didn't 
look  for  nor  deserve,  that  would  be 
heaping  coals  of  fire.  Now  there's  an 
old  lady  upstairs  in  my  second  floor 
front — Mrs.  Clarkson,  her  name  is — 
and  I  guess  she's  in  need  of  coals  of 
fire,  if  anybody  is.  She's  all  alone  in 
the  world,  and  nearly  blind,  and  as 
cranky  and  disagreeable  as  they  make 
'em.  She  must  have  made  things 
pretty  uncomfortable  for  a  good  many 
folks,     in     her     time,     I'm    thinking. 
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S'pose   you  try  your   hand   on   her?" 

"But  I'd  be  afraid,"  protested  Helen. 

"Oh,  she'll  be  nice  enough  to  you," 
Miss  Simmons  said  encouragingly. 
"She  couldn't  well  be  anything  else." 

So  Helen  went  upstairs  with  Miss 
Simmons,  and  found  Mrs.  Clarkson 
a  very  lonely  and  unhappy  old  woman. 
She  was  all  alone  in  the  world,  she 
told  Helen,  except  for  her  tortoise- 
shell  cat,  Dick  Whittington,  and  now 
she  had  come  back  to  die  in  the  town 
where  she  had  spent  her  happy  girl- 
hood. 

"But  you're  not  going  to  die,"  Helen 
said,  cheerily,  though  she  felt  very 
sad  and  sorry.  "Miss  Simmons  will 
take  good  care  of  you,  and  I'll  come 
and  see  you,  if  you'll  let  me,  and 
before  you  know  it  you'll  feel  like  a 
different  person.  It's  being  lonely 
that  makes  you  so  unhappy." 

At  the  supper  table  that  evening- 
Helen  told  of  her  visit  to  Miss  Sim- 
mons' boarder. 

"And,  Mother,"  she  said  when  she 
had  finished,  "Mrs.  Clarkson  says  she 
hasn't  been  able  to  read  her  Bible 
for  nearly  a  year;  her  eyes  are  so 
weak  and  the  print  seems  to  strain 
them  so." 

"Why  doesn't  she  get  a  Bible  like 
the  big  one  in  our  bookcase?"  asked 
Bobby.  "I  warrant  she  could  read  that 
all   right." 

"Perhaps  she  hasn't  the  money  to 
spare  for  one,"  observed  Mrs.  Weston. 
"Those  large,  clear  print  Bibles  are 
quite  expensive,  you  know.  But  per- 
haps we  might  lend  her  that  one  for 
a  while,  if  you  would  care  to  carry 
it  to  her." 

"Why,  Mother!"  exclaimed  both  the 
children  at  once,  and  Helen  added 
in  a  shocked  voice,  "That  was  Grand- 
ma's Bible." 

"I  know,  dear,"  Mrs.  Weston  said 
softly,  "but  what  do  you  think  Grand- 
ma would  wish  us  to  do?  leave  the 
Bible  in  the  bookcase,  when  it  might 
give  peace  and  comfort  to  a  poor, 
lonely  old  woman?" 

Helen's  eyes  grew  moist.  She  knew 
well  enough  what  Grandma  would 
have  wished — dear,  kind  Grandma 
who  no  longer  had  any  need  of  Bibles. 

So  the  next  afternoon  Roy  and 
Helen  went  together  to  carry  the 
treasure  to  Mrs.  Clarkson.  Dick  Whit- 
tington ran  under  the  sofa  as  the  two 
entered  the  room,  perhaps  fearing 
that  Roy  might  be  like  some  other 
boys  he  had  known  in  his  short  cat 


life;  but  Dick  Whittington's  mistress 
looked   up  with  a  smile  of  welcome. 

"This  is  my  brother  Roy,  Mrs. 
Clarkson,"  Helen  said,  glancing  at 
Roy  as  she  took  the  book  from  him, 
"and  we've  brought  you  Grandma's 
Bible,  'cause  Mother  thinks  it  will 
make  you  feel  better." 

The  old  lady  took  the  Book  in  her 
trembling  hands  and  opened  it  rever- 
ently, and  the  first  thing  that  greeted 
her  dim  eyes  was  a  quaint  little  book- 
mark of  perforated  cardboard  that 
had  been  one  of  Grandma's  dearest 
treasures.  It  bore  the  familiar  verse, 
"Love  one  another,"  worked  in  faded 
blue  silk,  with  a  tiny  bunch  of  forget- 
me-nots  in  one  corner. 

"Where  did  you  get  this?"  the  old 
lady  asked,  looking  up  at  the  children 
with  startled  eyes.  "Why,  I  made 
that  bookmark  myself  when  I  was  a 
little  girl!  I  remember  it  as  well  as 
if  I  did  it  only  yesterday — and  I  gave 
it  to  Elmira  Whitney  for  her  birthday. 
Do  you  mean  to  say  that  Elmira  was 
your  grandmother?"  she  asked  Helen 
excitedly.  "Why,  child,  she  was  the 
dearest  friend  I  ever  had  when  we 
were   girls   together!" 

By  this  time  the  children  were  as 
excited  as  Mrs.  Clarkson  herself.  It 
seemed  strange  and  wonderful  to 
them  that  this  old  lady  and  their 
grandma  should  have  been  children 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Children's  Page 


MAKE     OTHERS     HAPPY     CLUB 


Dear  Children: 

This  is  Home  Circle  issue.  What  are 
you  doing  for  Mother  and  Daddy? 
"Oh,"  you  say,  "I  don't  have  money 
to  buy  flowers  or  presents." 

But  those  are  small  things  com- 
pared to  your  love  for  them.  Try  put- 
ting your  arms  around  their  necks 
on  their  days  and  tell  them  how  much 
you  love  them.  Tell  them  you  are 
going  to  live  so  as  to  bring  honor  to 
their  name.  Watch  them  smile.  This 
means  more  than  all  the  presents 
you  could  give. — Ed. 


What  the   Hymn   Book  Said 

(An    Allegory.) 

The  last  hymn  had  been  sung,  the 
benediction  given,  and  the  congrega- 
tion had  made  its  way  out  of  the 
church.  The  janitor,  Mr.  Johnson, 
busily  picked  up  papers,  flowers,  and 
books,  that  the  auditorium  might  be 
in  readiness  for  the  evening  service. 
With  a  hasty,  satisfied  glance  about 
the  room,  he  lifted  his  hat  from  the 
accustomed  hook  and  was  about  to 
insert  the  key  in  the  lock  when  he 
seemed  to  hear  subdued  voices.  He 
paused.  Another  glance  assured  him 
of  the  emptiness  of  the  room,  yet  he 
still  seemed  to  hear  talking.  It  seemed 
to  him  that  the  hymn  books  were 
speaking!  He  dropped  quietly  into  the 
back  seat  to  listen. 

"Well,  I'm  glad  it's  over!  How  my 
poor  back  aches!  It  feels  as  if  it  were 
breaking!  To-day  must  have  been 
warm,  for  the  lady  who  held  me  used 
my  back  for  a  fan  during  the  serv- 
ice." 

"How  dreadful!"  said  another.  "I 
can  sympathize  with  you.  I  should  like 
to  hide  in  some  corner  next  Sunday. 
A  young  woman  opened  me  wide  and 
then  folded  my  backs  right  together 
while  she  sang." 

"Oh,  I,  too,  have  trials  and  afflic- 
tions. Look  at  me!"  said  a  third.  "I 
have  almost  lost  my  identity.  Why, 
I  am  so  ragged  that  folks  avoid  me 
and  select  a  better  book.  I'm  scarcely 
ever  used.  It's  my  corners.  See!  I  guess 
that  poor  baby  was  getting  teeth, 
anyway,  it  chewed  my  corners." 

"Take  comfort,  my  friend,  I,  too, 
am  sadly  worn,"  said  another.  "Some- 
one has  written  with  pencil  upon  my 
blank  pages  once  so  clean  and  white. 
And  worse  than  that  even — oh,  it's 
dreadful! — one  page  has  been  torn 
out!  A  man  wanted  to  write  a  note  for 
the  usher  to  give  to  the  minister.  He 
couldn't  seem  to  find  any  other  pa- 
per!" 

"But  truly,  Mends,  even  your  ills, 
serious  as  they  may  be,  are  not  so 
bad    as    being    lost.    Why,    it    seemed 
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ages!  A  girl  carried  me  to  her  home 
one  Sunday  after  the  service  and 
there  I  got  lost  among  some  other 
books  and  papers.  I  almost  despaired 
of  getting  back  where  I  belong.  To- 
day she  returned  me,  and  it  does 
seem  good  to  be  back  again!" 

"I'm  sure  we  all  have  just  cause 
for  complaint,"  came  a  kindly  voice. 
"I,  too,  have  had  sad,  heartbreaking 
experiences,  but  there  have  been  joy- 
ous, happy  ones  that  far  outnumber 
them.  Why,  only  this  morning,  a  sil- 
ver-haired old  gentleman  held  me 
gently  in  his  trembling  hands,  and 
how  he  lifted  his  heart  in  song!  His 
voice  was  faltering  and  the  notes  were 
not  always  accurate,  but  the  song 
was  something  about  heaven,  and  I 
think  his  thoughts  were  there  as  he 
sang." 

"Do  you  know  where  I  like  most 
of  all  to  be?"  asked  a  voice  from  the 
front  seat.  "In  the  front  row,  for  the 
little  children  sit  there!  I  am  never 
so  happy  as  when  a  child  clasps  me 
and  sings." 

There  was  a  stir  in  the  vestibule 
and  the  conversation  ceased.  The 
janitor  seemed  to  rouse  himself  and 
got  up  at  last.  He  closed  the  door 
thoughtfully  after  him. 


PICKING  UP  FATHER'S  GLOVE 
A  Letter  to  Robert 

Dear  Robert: 

Looking  out  of  my  study  window 
at  noon  on  Sunday,  I  saw  you  do  a 
kindly  deed  that  touched  my  heart 
and  made  me  long  to  tell  you  how 
much  good  your  thoughtfulness  did 
me.  When  the  car  stopped  as  you  all 
returned    from   church,    your    mother 


and  the  girls  got  out  and  started  tor 
the  house,  but  you  stood  and  waited 
until  your  father  looked  under  thej 
hood,  and  brushed  some  snow  off  the} 
car,  and  while  doing  this  he  dropped 
one  of  his  gloves  in  the  snow.  In  just! 
a  moment  you  took  a  few  steps,  picked) 
up  the  glove  and  handed  it  to  yourj 
father. 

Just  that  little  act  revealed  that 
your  father  loves  you  and  that  you 
love  him.  And  it  made  me  happy  to 
think  how  much  it  means  to  a  father! 
and  son  whose  hearts  are  full  of  love 
for  each  other. 

So  many  fathers  are  so  engrossed! 
in  business  affairs  that  even  after 
the  day's  work  is  done,  and  they  are! 
under  their  own  roof -tree,  and  sur-| 
rounded  by  their  family,  they  are 
still  carrying  the  burdens  of  the  farm, 
or  the  office,  to  such  an  extent  that 
their  thoughts  are  far  outside  of  the 
family  circle. 

Orators  have  waxed  eloquent,  and 
poets  have  produced  faultless  metri- 
cal lines  telling  of  immortal  mother 
love,  but  how  few  have  given  us  a 
tender,  heart-touching  story  of  the 
inspiring  love  between  father  and  son. 
There  is  too  often  a  wall  of  aloofness 
which  neither  can  penetrate.  Their 
interests  seem  so  far  apart.  Should 
there  not  be  some  common  meeting 
ground?  Books,  or  music,  or  the  news 
of  the  day,  or  some  hobby,  could  draw 
them  together. 

Robert,  my  interest  was  awakened 
when  you  waited  for  your  father.  I 
knew  that  it  was  because  you  loved 
him  that  you  wanted  to  walk  home 
with  him.  And  that  proved  your  fa- 
ther's kindness  and  gentleness  and 
the  bond  of  sympathy  between  you. 
When  you  picked  up  father's  glove, 
Robert,  you  had  no  idea  that  you  were 
performing  a  great  deed.  You  would 
have  said,  "Why,  that's  nothing,"  and 
yet  when  we  come  to  look  carefully 
and  see  how  much  that  one  little  act 
has  revealed,  it  was  indeed  a  very 
great  action,  one  that  is  richly 
freighted  with  kindness,  loyalty,  and 
true  nobility,  and  it  is  impossible  to 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


In  April  issue,  you  perhaps  read  a  letter 
Palestine.  Write  them  a  letter.  Here  is  their 
Quarter,  Jerusalem,  Palestine. 


from  Jean   and    David  Suleiman,  of  Jerusalem, 
address:   15  Shigr's  Building,  3d  Floor,  Musraro 


The  Lighted  Pathway 
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i PRAYER  FOR  DADDY,  COMING 
HOME 

It's  time  for  Daddy  now. 

I  watch  for  him  and  wait, 
And  while  I  watch  I  say  a  prayer 

And  hope  he  won't  be  late. 
He's  been  away  all  day; 

It  seems  so  long  till  night! 
I  want  to  see  him  coming  home 

To  catch  and  hug  me  tight. 
He  thinks  of  me,  I  know, 

Wherever  he  may  be: 
So  bless  my  Daddy,  keep  him  safe, 

And  bring  him  home  to  me. 
— Mayflower,  from  Gospel  Herald. 

GOOD  MANNERS  MEAN  A  LOT 

By  Emma  Gary  Wallace 

Teaching  a  child  good  manners 
lould  begin  early  so  that  the  small 
oy  or  girl  will  know  the  proper  thing 
)  do  naturally. 

Of  course,  there  can  scarcely  be  two 
;ts  of  manners — one  for  use  at  home 
nd  a  sort  of  dress-up  set  to  be  used 
way  from  home.  Parents  and  children 
ill  be  wise  to  treat  each  other  with 
curtesy  and  to  do  the  right  and  prop- 
:  thing  at  all  times,  so  the  children 
ill  learn  to  conduct  themselves  nicely. 
When  children  are  quite  small,  the 
lother  can  use  time  and  opportunity 
)  teach  them  what  to  do  and  what 
ot  to  do.  Fortunately,  children  look 
)rward  with  eagerness  to  grown-up 
isks  and  they  want  to  do  the  same 
lings  that  older  people  are  doing, 
hat  helps  a  lot. 

It  will  be  a  blessing  to  the  child, 
len,  for  the  mother  to  say  something 
ke  this: 
"You  and  I  will  make  the  house  neat 
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and  clean  so  it  will  look  good  to  Daddy 
when  he  comes  from  his  work,  and  so 
sister  Mary  and  brother  Tom  will  see 
that  you  and  I  have  been  busy  getting 
everything  cleared  up  and  put  away 
before  they  come  from  school. 

"Here  is  a  nice,  clean  little  duster 
for  you  to  dust  the  rungs  of  the  chairs 
with,  and  if  you  will  be  very  careful, 
you  may  wipe  off  the  window  ledges 
inside  and  rub  the  panes  of  glass  as 
high  as  you  can  reach,  so  they  will 
sparkle  and  shine.  Then  you  will  want 
to  wash  your  hands  with  soap  and 
water,  and  dry  them,  and  dust  some 
of  the  pretty  things  on  Mother's  table 
in  the  living  room.  I  know  I  can  trust 
you  to  be  very  careful  and  not  hurt 
anything." 

This  attitude  on  the  part  of  the 
mother  will  make  the  child  feel  very 
important  and  there  will  be  little  dan- 
ger of  an  accident.  This  is  especially 
true  if  Mother  says,  "Take  time  enough 
not  to  drop  anything.  I  know  you  will." 

As  children  become  accustomed  to 
handling  the  prized  things  in  their 
own  homes,  they  will  realize  that  such 
things  are  only  to  be  touched  at  home 
and  when  there  is  a  good  reason  for 
doing  it.  Certainly  not  when  they  are 
away  from  home  in  somebody  else's 
house! 

A  young  lad  gave  an  unpleasant  pic- 
ture of  his  home  training  when  he  was 
dragging  muddy  shoes  over  a  hand- 
somely upholstered  davenport.  He  was 
in  the  home  of  a  neighbor  and  that 
neighbor  said  to  him,  "Fred,  please 
don't  put  your  shoes  on  my  nice,  new- 
ly upholstered  furniture.  It  has  just 
been  fixed  and  I  want  to  keep  it  fresh 
and  beautiful." 

Fred  shrugged.  "Ours  is  all  fixed  up, 
too,"  he  said,  not  moving  his  feet  at 
all.  "You  see,  the  Ladies'  Aid  did  it, 
and  if  it  gets  spoiled,  they'll  have  some 
more  supper  parties  and  do  it  again." 

Somebody  in  that  home  was  missing 
an  opportunity  to  teach  the  children 
of  that  family  good  manners  and  con- 
sideration for  the  rights  of  others  and 
for  the  attractiveness  of  the  home  into 
which  others  might  come  later. 

It  would  have  been  so  easy  to  say  to 
Fred  and  the  other  children  in  the 
family,  "The  ladies  have  been  so  kind 
as  to  make  everything  clean  and  tidy 
for  us,  so  we  must  take  care  of  what 
they  have  done  so  it  will  be  nice  when 
they  or  other  people  come  to  visit  us  or 
to  live  in  this  house." 

Children  should  be  taught  early  to 
say  "Please"  and  "Thank  you,"  to  ask 
to  be  excused  when  they  leave  the 
table,  never  to  open  a  letter  or  a  pack- 
age which  does  not  belong  to  them,  or 
to  open  a  drawer  where  someone  else 
keeps  his  things. 

These  little  refinements  will  all  help 
to  build  up  the  sort  of  an  older  person 
who  will  be  pleasant  to  get  along  with 
and  who  will  be  enjoyable  to  have 
around. 

We  can  not  expect  small  boys  and 
girls  to  stay  still  very  long  and  not  be 


busy  about  something.  Children  are 
naturally  active.  They  are  investiga- 
tors. Many  times  they  do  things  for  no 
particular  reason  except  to  see  what 
will  happen. 

However,  by  a  little  casual  guidance 
at  home  each  day,  the  child  will  be  en- 
couraged to  think  whether  what  he 
plans  to  do  is  going  to  spoil  anything 
or  make  trouble  for  somebody. 

Before  Mother  and  the  children  go 
for  a  call  or  for  a  short  visit,  it  will  be 
quite  natural  to  say,  "We're  putting  on 
our  nice  clean  clothes  and  we'll  want 
to  show  Auntie  Brown  that  we  have 
good  manners  and  will  not  disarrange 
things  or  spoil  anything.  Mother  is 
going  to  take  this  little  book  and  some 
colored  pencils  so  you  can  sit  on  the 
porch  and  color  the  pictures.  You  can 
put  bright  dresses  on  the  little  girls 
and  gay  ties  on  the  boys,  and  make 
the  water  green  and  the  sky  blue."  Of 
course,  that  book  has  been  waiting  for 
just  such  a  use  and  has  not  been 
shown  to  the  child  before. 

The  average  homemaker  will  find 
it  a  great  help  also  to  have  a  little  box 
of  simple  toys  which  a  young  guest  can 
enjoy.  In  that  case,  the  mother  of  the 
child  should  see  to  it  that  all  those 
toys  are  picked  up  and  put  into  the 
box  where  they  belong  before  going- 
home. 

One  mother  known  to  the  writer  was 
a  very  fine  Scotch  lady  of  education 
and  culture.  She  made  it  a  point  when- 
ever she  could,  to  take  her  young 
daughter,  Anna,  and  her  young  son, 
Alec,  with  her  when  she  went  to  make 
a  call  and  it  was  convenient  to  do  so. 
Afterwards,  she  took  pains  to  talk  over 
with  Anna  and  Alec  anything  they  had 
done  which  was  especially  commend- 
able, as  well  as  anything  which  could 
be  improved  upon. 

Begin  early  to  train  the  children  in 
the  right  sort  of  social  rules,  and  then 
there  will  be  no  reason  for  embarrass- 
ment when  they  are  taken  away  from 
home. 


BOOKS  AND  MAGAZINES  FOR 
YOUR  STUDY  GROUP 

"Mothers  Golden  Now,"  Cook  Pub- 
lishing House,  Elgin,  111.  Price  35c  per 
year. 

"From  Two  to  Six  Magazine,"  a 
splendid  help  to  mothers,  221  W.  57th 
St.,  New  York  19,  N.  Y.  Price  $2  per 
year. 

"Opening  the  Door  for  God,"  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House.  Price  $1. 
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"I  WILL  LIFT  UP  MINE 

EYES  UNTO  THE  HILLS" 

Julius  W.  Stone 

How  often  we  do  find  our- 
selves utterly  surrounded  by 
the  enemy!  In  times  like  this, 
if  we  are  not  possessed  of  a 
keen  spiritual  vision,  we  are 
apt  to  become  excited,  and  ex- 
claim as  did  the  servant  of 
Elisha,  "Alas,  my  master,  how 
shall  we  do?"  The  most  diffi- 
cult person  in  the  world  for 
the  enemy  to  handle  is  the 
one  who,  even  though  utterly 
surrounded  by  the  powers  of 
darkness,  and  with  the  fogs  ^cjjfl 
and    clouds   hanging    heavily,  %\ 

can,  with  the  keen  eye  of 
faith,  look  out  upon  it  all  and 
see  the  angels  of  the  Lord  encamped 
around  him.  Child  of  God,  are  you  in- 
clined to  become  discouraged  in  these 
trying  times?  Look  unto  the  hills,  and 
you  will  find  that  truly  they  who  are 
for  you  are  far  more  than  those 
against  you. 

When  the  enemy  comes  upon  us, 
instead  of  allowing  ourselves  to  be- 
come discouraged,  we  should  accept 
his  attack  as  a  challenge  to  our  faith. 
We  should  surmount  the  difficulties 
and  make  them  steppingstones  to 
greater  heights  in  God. 

The  greatest  and  mightiest  powers 
of  the  universe  lie  in  the  realm  of  the 
unseen.  If  we  would  be  victorious,  we 
must,  like  Moses,  endure  as  seeing  Him 
who  is  invisible.  It  is  only  when  we 
step  out  and  believe  God  that  this 
mighty  force  is  manifested  in  our 
lives.  The  prayer  of  faith  is  the  mighti- 
est force  that  has  ever  been  entrusted 
to  man;  its  possibilities  are  boundless. 

Has  Satan  surrounded  you?  Has  he 
cut  off  every  visible  avenue  of  your 
usefulness?  Are  you  laid  aside  from 
active  service?  Has  your  time  been  cut 
so  that  you  have  but  little  money  to 
give  to  God's  work?  O  child  of  God, 
herein  is  a  challenge  for  you  to  meet. 
Did  it  ever  occur  to  you  that  possibly 
God  wants  you  to  put  in  more  time 
in  the  secret  place  of  prayer?  What 
would  be  the  results,  if  you  spent  even 
half  of  the  time  that  you  are  out  of 
work,  waiting  on  God  and  pleading 
for  the  needs  of  the  earth? 

Beloved,  I  am  constrained  to  believe 
that  the  greatest  need  in  our  ranks 
today  is,  not  more  givers,  but  more  in- 
tercessors, for  herein  is  the  great 
breach  in  our  ranks.  When  we  have 
found  those  who  will  dare  to  dedicate 
their  lives  to  this  one  great  cause,  we 
shall  find  that  many  others  of  our 
problems  will  have  been  solved.  — 
God's  Revivalist. 
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TRAINING  TO  SERVE 

When  you  have  been  wit'1 
Christ,  He  will  send  you  fort 
to  teach  others  what  you  hav 
learned  from  Him.  If  He  ha 
taught  you  deep  truths  an 
wondrous  glories  from  Hi 
Word,  you  may  be  a  grea 
teacher  of  men.  But  there  ar 
many  beloved  of  the  Lord  wh 
have  learned  but  the  simpl 
lesson,  to  trust  in  the  day  c 
affliction:  and  you  have  n 
less  great  a  task — yours  is  t 
teach  sorrowing  souls  th 
comfort  of  the  Lord — to  pas 
on  the  joy  He  has  taught  yo 
♦  -  f        *  »Y*     'r       in  ^ne  nours  0I   darkness.  I 

ift  up  sour  eyes  to  the  lulls      ff  SVffiESflZMSB 

sweet  sympathy  that  wi 
make  you  a  blessing  to  other  sufferer 
when  He  sends  you  forth  among  you 
little  circle  of  friends.  One  great  rea 
son  for  our  sorrows  is  that  we  ma 
be  with  Christ  in  them,  and  then  g 


"Not  now,  but  in  the  coming  years. 
It  may  be  in  the  better  land, 
We'll  read  the  meaning  of  our  tears, 
And    there,    some    time,    ive'll    under- 
stand!" 

[Page  6] 


A  VOICE  SPEAKS 


/  had  traveled  for  days  in  the  dark- 
ness; 
No  light  had  appeared  on  my  way, 
The  poioers  of  sin  all  around  me, 
And  I  was  too  weary  to  pray. 

I   ivaited   in   silent   devotion, 
Then  for  comfort  I  fled  to  God's  Word. 
And  there  in  that  hour  of  darkness, 
The  voice  of  my  Savior  I  heard. 

His  voice  ivas  so  precious  and  tender. 
In  that  hour  of  darkness  alone; 
He  drew  me  in  love  closer  to  Him, 
Yes,  told  me  that  I  ivas  His  own. 

The  darkness  all  vanished  behind  us; 
The  sun  shone  in  glory  above. 
Then  I  saw  the  sweet  face  of  my  Sav- 
ior, 
That  face  filled  with  glory  and  love. 

And  onward  He  travels  beside  me. 
And  helps  me  walk  in  the  light; 
I  know  He  ivill  never  forsake  me. 
If  faithful  I  keep  in  His  sight. 

— Margaret  Lewis  Smith, 

Baltimore,  Md. 


forth  to  the  ministry  of  comfort,  t 
comfort  those  who  suffer  with  th 
comfort  wherewith  we  ourselves  ar 
comforted  of  God  (2  Cor.  1:3-5). 
H.  H.  D. 
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REAL   FAITH 
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"God  .  .  .  calleth  those  things  whicl 
be  not  as  though  they  were"  (Rorr 
4:17).  What  does  that  mean?  Wh; 
Abraham  did  this  thing:  he  dared  t 
believe  God.  It  seemed  an  impossibilit; 
at  his  age  that  Abraham  should  be 
come  the  father  of  a  child;  it  lookei 
incredible;  and  yet  God  called  him 
"father  of  many  nations"  befor 
there  was  a  sign  of  a  child;  and  a 
Abraham  called  himself  "father"  be 
cause  God  called  him  so.  That  i 
faith;  it  is  to  believe  and  assert  wha 
God  says.  "Faith  steps  on  the  seeminj 
void,  and  finds  the  rock  beneath." 

Only  say  you  have  what  God  say| 
you  have,  and  He  will  make  good  t 
you  all  you  believe.  Only  it  must  b 
real  faith;  all  there  is  in  you  must  g] 
over  in  that  act  of  faith  to  God.  - 
Publisher  Unknown. 
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A  religion  without  the  Cross  is  not  Christ's  religion.  He  did  not  come  merel; 
to  blaze  the  way  for  us  through  the  tangled  forest,  to  mark  out  the  path  fo: 
our  feet,  or  to  give  us  an  example  of  true  living.  Neither  did  He  come  merely  U 
be  a  teacher,  to  reveal  to  the  world  the  character  and  the  will  of  God.  He  camt 
to  be  a  Savior.  Woven  into  the  very  fiber  of  the  gospel,  dyed  into  the  texturi 
of  its  threads,  is  the  thoughts  of  sacrifice,  of  expiation.  Leave  out  the  Cross 
and  what  becomes  of  the  gospel9  A  gospel  without  the  print  of  the  nails  is  no 
the  gospel  of  Christ,  and  the  voice  that  proclaims  such  a  gospel  is  the  voice  o 
a  stranger.  The  glory  of  the  Book  is  indeed  the  Cross  of  Christ. — J.  R.  Miller 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  Mothers  Challenge  to  Her  o< 
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iut  of  a  Page  of  Abraham  Lincoln's 
Life  Comes  a  Hope  for  the  Man- 
hood  of  Our   Nation 

Kate  Thomson  Curial 

There  is  a  beautiful  story  told  of 
le  death  of  Abraham  Lincoln's 
lother.  There  had  been  a  plague 
1  the  community,  and  many  of  the 
jttlers  had  been  stricken,  and  died  of 
le  disease,  and  Nancy  Lincoln,  Abe's 
lother  had  been  one  of  the  last  to 
accumb. 

Abe  and  his  father,  Thomas  Lincoln, 
ad  been  out  helping  take  care  of  some 
f  their  neighbors,  and  returning  had 
jund  Nancy  seemingly  much  better, 
he  was  brighter,  and  calling  Abe  to 
er  side  she  began  talking  to  him 
bout  God,  and  His  promises.  She 
elieved  the  best  way  to  serve  Him 
ras  to  be  kind  and  thoughtful  to 
hose   on   earth. 

She  asked  Abe  to  read  her  the 
wenty-third  Psalm.  But  the  kind 
nderstanding  words  of  the  Psalmist 
roke  him  all  up,  for  his  mother  was 

0  sick,  yet  so  unafraid.  She  seemed 
3  know  that  the  Lord  was  her  tender 
ihepherd,  while  Abraham,  her  son, 
nly  knew  that  she  was  his  mother, 
hat  he  needed  her  more  than  any- 
hing  else. 

But  he  managed  to  go  on  reading, 
nd  when  he  came  to  the  line,  "Yea, 
hough  I  walk  through  the  valley  of 
he  shadow  of  death  I  will  fear  no 
ml,"  he  broke  down  completely,  and 
jtting  the  book  fall  to  the  floor,  he 
uried  his  face  in  his  mother's 
houlder,  crying,  "But,  Mother,  ye 
ien't  going  to  die.  Ye  mustn't.  We 
.eed  ye." 

1  "God  knows  best,  Abe,"  she  an- 
wered.  But  young  Abraham  Lincoln 
arned  to  his  father,  "Look,  Papa, 
father's  better.  She's  going  to  get 
§11.  See  how  she's  smilin'."  But  his 
ather  shook  his  head,  and  his  eyes 
'ere  misty  with  tears.  "No,  child, 
e're  wrong.  Yer  mother's  looking 
hrough  the  white  gates  of  Heaven." 

But  as  he  spoke  Nancy  Lincoln 
urned  again  to  her  son  and  whis- 
ered,  "Be  good  to  your  father,  Abe," 
nd  when  he  had  promised,  she  said, 
and  be  good  to  your  sister,  Sarah, 
nd  be  a  man,  Abe;  be  a  man  among 
len,  Abe,  for  your  mother's  sake." 

The  challenge  of  the  dying  mothar 
f  Abraham  Lincoln  must  not  die. 
'here  never  was  a  time  in  our  history 
rhen  a  man  needed  to  show  his  man- 
ood  and  his  courage,  and  his  respect 
ar  womanhood  more  than  now. 

"Be  a  man  among  men  for  your 
lother's  sake."  What  better  challenge 
an  we  bring  than  this  to  the  boys 
nd  young  men  on  Mother's  Day.  I 

;ad  somewhere,  that  the  clean-cut 
loral  character  of  a  young  man,  in- 
?nding  to  be  right  and  to  live  right 
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is  strength  in  itself,  and  when  you 
couple  character  and  decision  with 
faith  of  God,  and  the  faith  of  their 
loved  ones  around  them,  you  have 
a  combination  that  is  almost  unbeat- 
able. 

The  decency  and  the  discipline  of 
character  that  we  find  among  men 
makes  our  mother  hearts  glad.  We 
would  like  to  boast  of  their  fineness, 
these  boys  of  ours.  Yet,  the  quiet 
challenge  of  a  hand  clasp,  a  quiet 
word  are  more  determining  and  bind- 
ing than  all  the  flowery  speeches  we 
could  make. 

We  must  hear  the  beating  of  their 
hearts  above  the  clamor  of  the  drums 
in  order  to  understand  the  fineness  of 
their  patriotism,  and  we  must  realize 
that  some  of  the  sternness  we  find  in 
them,  that  seems  to  cut  and  bruise 
against  our  tenderness,  is  but  the 
spartan  quality  of  silent  devotion  to  a 
cause  that  we  bred  in  them. 

History  is  full  of  the  stories  of  great 
men,  and  simplicity  is  a  notable  quali- 
ty of  the  great.  Faith  in  God  and  His 
Commandments  go  hand  in  hand 
with  greatness.  David's  simple  words, 
written  from  his  heart,  written  when 
he  was  out  on  the  lonely  pasture  hills 
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Olivia  C.  Campbell 


I'm  sure  my  mother 
Has  a  mansion  fair 
Among  the  heavenly  homes 
With  loved  ones  there. 
But,  oh,  I  think 
She  misses  me! 
And  I  must  not  be  late 
Or  miss  the  road  that  leads 
To  her,  at  heaven's  gate! 

She  always  was  so  happy 
When  I  came, 

And  for  me  would  have  borne 
Life's  grief  and  pain. 
Yes,  she  would  miss  me! 
I  must  strive  to  make 
My  pathway  straight 
And  keep  the  upward  way 
That  leads  to  heaven's  gate! 

I  think  she's  always 

Asking  angels  there 

When  I  am  coming  home 

And  how  I  fare. 

And  so  I  think 

No  mansion  will  suffice, 

If  I  be  late, 

Or  fail  to  make  it  home 

To  her,  at  heaven's  gate! 


at  night,  proclaimed  his  need  of  a 
heavenly  Shepherd,  and  brought 
Abraham  Lincoln  to  his  knees  before 
a  dying  mother. 

In  the  fourth  Psalm  David  cries 
aloud,  acknowledging  that  his  strength 
of  manhood  comes  from  above,  when 
he  says,  "Hear  me  when  I  call,  O 
God  of  my  righteousness."  "There  be 
many  that  say,  Who  will  show  us  any 
good,"  he  says  a  little  farther  on,  and 
I  say  to  you,  boys  of  today,  that  this 
is  true.  But,  never  mind.  Let  the 
laughter  and  the  sneers,  the  scorn  of 
those  who  tarry  in  the  market  places 
of  the  world  go  by,  and  keep  your- 
selves clean  and  fit  to  be  the  men 
of  tomorrow. 

War  brings  a  fearful  challenge. 
Men,  separated  from  mothers,  wives 
and  sisters,  live  rigorously.  Brute 
strives  against  manhood.  Fear  against 
courage,  while  the  angel  of  death 
sweeps  over  the  ranks,  striking  where 
he  will.  The  picture  is  terrible.  But 
what  of  the  boys  in  whose  heart  a 
mother's  prayer  has  been  sealed? 
Nancy  Lincoln  spoke  the  truth  when 
she  said  the  Psalms  were  full  of  hope 
and  promises,  and  no  matter  how 
brave  a  boy  is,  how  stalwart,  how 
true,  he  still  is  poorly  equipped  for 
the  battle  of  life  if  he  has  not  faith 
in  God.  He  needs  to  know  of  His 
eternal  promises  when  he  stands  on 
the  battlefield,  facing  the  enemy. 
Nothing  but  a  sincere  faith  in  God 
can  bridge  the  doubt  and  the  hesi- 
tancy. Nothing  but  God  can  give  him 
the  courage  to  say,  as  David  said, 
alone  on  the  darkened  hills,  with  no 
weapon  but  his  staff,  and  wild  beasts 
all  around  him  and  his  flocks,  "I  will 
both  lay  me  down  in  peace,  and  sleep, 
for  Thou  Lord,  only  makest  me  dwell 
in  safety."  Who  else  was  there  for 
him  to  trust,  and  who  else  is  there 
for  us,  the  mothers  of  the  boys  and 
men  of  America,  to  go  to  in  this  time 
of  trouble,  but  a  heavenly  Father?  To 
go  to  bed  at  night,  trusting,  hoping, 
while  fear  stalks  at  our  doors  takes 
courage,  but  it  takes  more  than  that. 
It  takes  the  love  of  a  mother  for  her 
son. 

The  faith  of  a  mother  as  she  lay 
dying  was  the  challenge  of  Abraham 
Lincoln's  life.  It  took  faith  in  the 
right  to  stand  and  face  those  who 
sought  to  make  our  land  of  the  free 
and  the  brave  the  slave  market  of  the 
world.  It  took  courage  to  proclaim  his 
emancipation  of  the  slaves.  Yet  Nancy 
Lincoln's  challenge  must  go  farther. 
It  must  be  heard  abroad.  She  must 
speak  for  us,  the  mothers  and  sisters 
of  the  boys  and  men,  for  as  yet  we 
have  not  come  quite  close  enough  to 
the  white  gates  of  Heaven  to  have 
caught  the  vision,  as  she  did. 

Still  we  call  to  our  boys,  over  the 
miles  stretched  between  us,  the 
blue  and  the  white,  the  khaki  clad, 
the  sailor,  the  soldier  and  the  marine, 
praying  that  God  will  be  with  them, 
and  give  them  the  strength  to  sternly 
pledge  themselves  to  live  morally, 
cleanly,  and  to  be  men  among  men, 
for  their  mothers'  sakes. 
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Doses  for  mother's  Day 


To  Sister  Harrison 
By  MARGARET  LEWIS  SMITH 

The  Master  looked  out  on  His  pasture  one  day, 

As  the  sheep  safely  lay  near  the  fold. 

The  shepherds  were  near  to  protect  every  one, 

Lest  they  should  stray  off  in  the  cold. 

Yes,  the  sheep  were  all  carefully  protected,  it  seemed, 

By  true  shepherds  who  watched  them  near  by; 

But  wee  lambs  were  neglected,  and  many  were  lost 

As  the  fond  Master  ivatched  with  a  sigh. 

"Oh,  who  can  I  find  that  will  care  for  the  lambs? 

They're  the  sheep  of  tomorroiv,  you  know; 

They  need  special  leading  and  care  in  the  way, 

If  they  strong  and  healthy  will  grow. 

The  shepherds  are  busy,  and  doing  their  best 

But  lambs  are  so  tender  and  weak, 

And  there  is  more  work  than  the  shepherds  can  do; 

A  helper  for  them  I  will  seek." 

He  searched  north  and  south  and  He  searched  east  and 

west, 
Till  He  found  Sister  Harrison  one  day. 
"Here's  one  I  can  trust  to  help  care  for  the  lambs; 
She  will  help  them,  not  lead  them  astray." 
Then  He  laid  His  great  hand  on  her  shoulder  and  spoke, 
And  He  told  her  just  what  she  must  do. 
The  plan  was  laid  out  and  the  way  was  made  plain; 
No,  the  way  was  not  easy,  'tis  true. 

Then  she  put  her  frail  hand  in  the  hand  of  her  Lord 

To  sustain  her  in  time  of  great  need, 

And  she  lifted  her  eyes  to  the  pasture  and  saw 

The  vast  company  of  lambs  she  must  feed. 

Then  she  fell  at  the  feet  of  her  Master  and  cried, 

"Lord,  show  me  the  way  I  must  take. 

You  know  I  am  weak,  Lord,  but  yes,  I'll  obey, 

Though  the  way,  Lord,  for  me  you  must  make. 

"The  lambs  are  all  scattered,  east,  west,  north  and  south; 

Lord,  how  can  I  reach  every  one? 

And  there's  so  much  danger,  no  time  to  be  lost 

If  I  am  to  reach  them  before  set  of  sun." 

Then  He  showed  her  the  way  that  they  all  could  be  reached. 

"Why  not  send  out  the  message  by  mail? 

You  can  feed  many  thousands  of  lambs  every  month, 

If  you'll  trust  in  the  One  who  won't  fail." 

Dear  God,  when  the  shepherds  are  all  gathered  in, 

To  receive  for  their  labor  "Well  done"; 

When  they  lay  down  their  staff  and  shall  take  up  the 

crown, 
Sister  Harrison  will  be  near  Thy  great  throne. 
She's  a  shepherdess  true  who  has  given  her  all, 
Just  because  of  her  love  for  the  lost, 
And  many  a  lamb  has  been  kept  in  Thy  fold 
As  she  helped  them,  regardless  of  cost. 

Her  body  is  iceak  but  she  still  labors  on 

As  she  will,  till  the  setting  of  sun. 

'Til  the  books  shall  be  opened  on  that  judgment  day, 

She'll  not  know  all  the  good  she  has  done. 

When  she  sees  all  the  youth  that  she  helped  lead  to  God, 

She'll  forget  all  the  heartaches  of  years, 

And  then  she'll  be  glad  that  she  sacrificed  much, 

Although  it  meant  suffering  and  tears. 

She'll  be  happy  I  know,  when  she  sees  them  come  in, 

From  each  nation  and  isle  of  the  sea, 

For  her  work  has  gone  far,  Lighted  Pathioays  been  read, 

A?id  souls  have  found  sweet  victory. 

She's  a  friend  to  the  youth  and  a  friend  to  the  aged 

And  a  friend  of  the  God  of  the  sky, 

And  when  all  our  labor  is  finished  beloio 

We  will  meet  in  the  sweet  by-and-by. 

Thanks,  Sister  Margaret;  you  have  been  a  great  inspira- 
tion to  us  down  through  the  years  and  this  bunch  of  roses 
has  meant  much  to  me.  We  ask  all  who  have  power  in 
prayer  to  pray  Sister  Margaret  back  to  health. 
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Linnie   Howley    Drake 


John  should  have  taken  her;  they've  plenty  of  room 

But  Emily  is  giving  a  party  soon, 

And  there  wasn't  a  place  for  Mother  to  sleep, 

(And  you  know  what  outrageous  hours  they  keep.) 

She  was  so  sweet  about  it,  Emily  'said, 

Protesting  she'd  much  rather  have  her  own  bed; 

But  Emily  couldn't  get  her  to  stay — 

Ma  was  always  queer  about  things  that  tvay. 

Kate  thought  perhaps  she  could  have  her  awhile — 
But  then  you  know,  girls,  Mother's  all  out  of  style- 
She  hasn't  a  thing  in  the  tvay  of  clothes 
But  we'd  be  ashamed  of,  where  everyone  knows 
That  she  is  our  mother.  But  then,  tell  me,  pray, 
How  Mother  would  look  in  the  modes  of  today — 
Imagine!   And  then  you  know  Kate  hasn't  time 
For  a  thing  but  her  Clubs — /  believe  she  has  nine. 

Jen  didn't  mince  matters — she  was  willing  to  pay 
To  put  Ma  in  a  Home;  that  would  be  her  way; 
She  was  told  they  were  given  most  excellent  care; 
She  was  sure  Ma  would  like  it  when  once  she  ivas  there 
"And,  anyway''  Jen  said,  "the  way  things  stand 
If  I  take  Mother  now,  she'll  be  left  on  my  hands." 
I  told  Mother  so,  and  again  and  again 
She  said,  "I'll  not  burden  you,  dear  little  Jen!" 

Then,  we  -wrote  on  to  Bess — the  new  baby  had  come 
And  quite  providential  it  seemed,  for  a  home 
With  Bessie,  for  Mother  would  be  such  a  joy, 
Dear  me!  how  she'd  cuddle  that  darling  boy — 
And  be  such  a  help,  for  Bess  hasn't  a  maid; 
Not  hard  work,  of  course,  for  the  doctor's  afraid 
Mother's  heart  is  not  right — /  suppose  with  the  yean 
Hearts  do  get  unruly;  but  nothing  for  fears! 

It  was  lonely  and  chill  in  the  room  where  she  sat; 

The  letter  from  Bessie  had  slipped  from  her  lap; 

"She  hasn't  the  money  to  send  for  me — 

There  isn't  a  place — not  one,"  moaned  she; 

"I  never  thought — that  growing  old — 

Would  be  so — hard — Dear  God,  I'm  cold." 

The  hours  crept  on,  as  they  will,  apace — 

But  Mother  had  gone — God,  had  found  her  a  "place.' 

— The  P.  H.  Advocate 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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ON  FINDING  AN  OLD  BOOK 

By  Gladys  Lawler 

How  curious!  through  all  these  years 

Upon  this  dusty  shelf 
You've  waited  for  me,  laden 

With  this  treasure  of  yourself. 

How  strange  that  I  should  come 
Upon  you  wholly  unaware, 

With  no  diviner's  instinct 
To  tell  me  you  were  there. 

I  only  know  I  needed  you 

And  then  you  came  along 
To  swell  my  heart's  thin  melody 

Into  a  joyous  song. 

I  wonder  why.  I  think  perhaps 

Because  God  knew 
That  on  this  day,  this  hour, 

I  would  have  need  of  you. 

OUR  READING  CIRCLE 

To  our  Reading  Circle  Members: 

In  looking  through  some  of  our 
old  Lighted  Pathways,  we  found  the 
members  at  that  time  ran  up  into 
the  hundreds.  We  were  very  happy 
to  see  the  names  of  some  of  our  young 
people  who  have  read  .and  studied 
themselves  into  youth  leaders  in  our 
Church.  In  glancing  over  the  names, 
we  noticed  two  of  our  Youth  Com- 
mittee among  them.  They  are  Brother 
Brady  Dennis  and  Brother  Manuel 
Campbell.  There  may  have  been 
others  among  the  list.  I  would  like 
to  tell  you  that  I  have  an  idea  read- 
ing and  studying  helped  them  to  rise 
to  their  present  position  in  the 
Church. 

We  want  to  say  to  the  boys  and 
girls  who  are  eager  to  be  useful  in 
the  world,  that  you  must  begin  now 
to  read  good  books.  How  about  send- 
ing in  your  name?  We  do  not  want 
all  the  good  things  the  Lighted  Path- 
way contains  to  go  to  waste,  so  be 
sure  to  read  it  all.  The  qualification 
for  entering  the  circle  is  to  read  all 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  one  good 
book  each  month.  If  you  know  about 
a  good  book  we  have  not  seen,  write 
us  about  it,  and  we  will  investigate 
its  value. 

The  Youth  Committee  is  working  on 
an  approved  list  of  books,  which  we 
will  advertize  on  this  page  from  time 
to  time.  Below  is  a  letter  from  James 
Beaty  who  recently  graduated  from 
the  Vanderbilt  University.  He  is  now 
a  missionary  to  Haiti. 

NOTE:  Brother  Beaty  says  a  library 
should  contain  poetry,  biography, 
history,  fiction,  hymn  stories,  mis- 
sions, sermons,  commentaries,  etc. 
These  four  classes  of  people  should 
be  in  mind  as  the  list  is  chosen: 
Leadership  in  Sunday  School  and 
Y.P.E.,  inspirational  books  for  young 
people,  children,  and  parents.  It 
would  be  good  to  have  a  workers' 
division. 


You  might  secure  the  services  of 
a  school  librarian  to  help  arrange  your 
library.  Have  a  certain  day  when  some- 
one appointed  will  be  in  the  library  to 
loan  the  books. 


Smithfield,  N.  C. 
Sept.  18,  1946 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  promised  to  write  you  the  story 
of  our  library.  I  had  seen  the  need  of 
a  library  in  our  church  for  several 
years,  but  the  story  begins  in  January, 
1945.  It  was  then  that  I  sold  the 
Y.P.E.  on  the  idea.  First,  we  asked  for 
book  donations.  We  did  this  by  ask- 
ing each  one  who  was  willing  to  give 
a  book  to  give  one  dollar  and  a  half 
so  that  all  of  our  books  would  be 
new.  However,  we  did  collect  a  few 
good  secondhand  books.  We  put  the 
names  of  each  of  those  who  gave 
one  dollar  and  a  half  on  the  inside 
of  the  front  cover  of  one  of  the  new 
books.  The  bookcase  was  paid  for  by 
Y.P.E.  offerings. 

Our  library  consists  of  the  book- 
case and  the  books,  the  journal,  the 
accession  list,  and  a  box  of  supplies. 
The  books  were  fixed  as  follows: 

(1)  Inside  front  cover — At  the  top 
was  stamped  "The  Church  of  God 
Young  People's  Library,  Smithfield, 
N.  C."  Below  this  was  stamped  the 
name  of  the  person  who  gave  the 
book.  Under  this  was  the  label  with 
the  words  written,  "Wash  your  hands 
before  you  read  me,  and  keep  me 
clean."  At  the  lower  left  corner  was 
the  accession  number.  (See  enclosed 
facsimile  of  inside  front  cover  and 
flyleaf.) 

(2)  On  front  of  flyleaf— The  "date 
due"  slip  for  the  book  was  pasted 
on  the  lower  right  corner.  The  "date 
due"  slip  for  the  file  is  inserted  un- 
der this. 

(3)  On  page  twenty-one,  the  ac- 
cession number  is  inserted  at  the 
lower  left  corner  parallel  to  the  bind- 
ing seam  in  pencil.  (This  could  be 
on  any  certain  page  for  all  books.) 

(4)  On  inside  of  back  cover  was 
stamped  again  "The  Church  of  God 
Young  People's  Library,  Smithfield, 
N.  C." 

The  "date  due"  slips  for  the  books 
were  mimeographed.  There  were  four 
to  the  stencil.  (See  enclosed  example.) 

A  journal  was  kept  of  all  income 
and  disbursements.  Our  library  is  now 
financed  by  the  Sunday  School  and 
the  Y.P.E.  Each  gives  fifty  cents  per 
week  for  its  support. 

The  accession  list  was  as  follows: 


Number 

Condition 

29 

of  book 

Title 

New 

In  His  Steps" 

Publisher 

Author 

John  C.  Winston 

Charles  M. 

Co. 

Sheldon 

Place  of  publi- 

Date 

cation 

1937 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 

All  the  books  are  accessioned.  The 
accession  number  is  placed  on  the  up- 
per right  corner  of  the  "date  due"  slip, 
on  the  lower  left  corner  of  the  inside 
front  cover,  and  on  page  twenty-one. 

In  the  box  of  the  supplies  are  kept 
all  of  the  materials  necessary  for 
equipping  and  mending  the  books. 

I  have  tried  to  tell  you  of  things 
as  they  are.  The  young  people  have 
enjoyed  building  and  using  the  library. 
I  trust  this  will  be  of  some  help  to 
you. 

Yours  in  the  Master's  service, 
James  Beaty 


RECOMMENDED   BOOKS 
Prayer 

THE  KNEELING  CHRISTIAN 
By  an   Unknown  Christian 
This  book  shows  in  a  concise,  clear 
manner  the  way  to  effectiveness  in  the 
Christian's  prayer  life.  It  points  out 
the  way  to  victory  over  temptation; 
to   confidence,   peace,    and   the   more 
abundant  life.  Price  $1.25. 
Fiction 
TOGETHER   FOR   GOOD 
By  Ann  Harvey 
When  Susan  Lambert's  family  and 
friends  show  hostility  because  of  her 
conversion  to  the  Christian  faith,  she 
feels  she  is  quite  alone  in  her  world 
— except    for    the    possession    of    one 
friend  who  lives  in  a  neighboring  city. 
When   his    letters   to    her   are    inter- 
cepted,  a   misunderstanding    between 
them    inevitably    results.    Susan,    be- 
wildered   by    the   silence,   is    crushed. 
Price  $1.25. 

WINDBLOWN 
By  Paul  Hutchens 
Windblown  is  the  story  of  Lillian 
Bagley,  sensitive,  proud  and  courage- 
ous, who,  feeling  that  her  life  is  being 
crushed  by  cruel  difficulties  within 
her  home,  finds  strength  and  com- 
posure in  a  renewal  of  her  girlhood 
faith.  Price  $1.25. 

THE  ROCK  OF  LIFE 
By  Etienne  Goddard  Bolly 
The  central  theme  of  this  book  is 
a  woman  of  the  peasant  class  who 
walks  with  God  amid  the  changing 
vicissitudes  of  life,  "like  a  tree  planted 
by  the  rivers  of  water,  that  bringeth 
forth  his  fruit  in  his  season."  Great- 
ness knows  no  limitations  in  place 
nor  circumstance.  With  a  very  meager 
equipment  for  life,  Marie  and  Jona- 
than began  their  humble  home  in 
the  "most  peaceful  valley  of  Switzer- 
land." Price  $1.50. 

Biography 
CLIMBING 
By  Rosalind  Goforth 
Climbing    is    the    appropriate    title 
for  the  latest  book  to  come  from  the 
pen  of  Mrs.  Goforth  who  is  so  well 
known.     Mrs.     Goforth     has    written 
much,  but  this  volume  contains  some 
of  her  best  writing  and  most  interest- 
ing experiences  in  her  rich  and  varied 
work  for  the  Lord. 

NOTICE:  "The  Home,"  by  John  R.  Rice, 
has  been  discontinued  from  our  stock  in  the 
Publishing  House.  This  book  was  advertised 
last  month,  but  please  do  not  order  it  from 
here. — Editor. 


May,  1947 
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Into  the  spotlight  this  month  appears  a  young  man,  Doyle  McCoy,  who 
is  doing  outstanding  work  among  the  young  people  of  the  great  State 
of  New  Mexico.  His  state  has  shown  a  consistent  increase  each  month 
in  almost  every  department  of  the  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  work. 
No  small  amount  of  credit  is  due  him  for  his  untiring  efforts.  His  state 
has  taken  the  lead  in  percentage  of  gain  in  total  Sunday  School  at- 
tendance and  in  number  of  Sunday  Schools  over  all  other  states  in 
Group  E.  New  Mexico  also  stands  near  the  top  in  percentage  of  gain 
in  teachers  attending  Sunday  School,  Sunday  School  offerings,  teach- 
ers taking  Teacher-Training  Course,  number  of  young  people  added  to 
the  Church,  and  in  the  distribution  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
Y.P.E.  and  S.  S.   Workers'  Bulletin. 

We  salute  you  in  New  Mexico,  and  commend  your  fine  director  for 
his  well  balanced  program! 


The  young  lady  chosen  for  the  May  spotlight  is  Mary  Elizabeth  Green, 
perhaps  better  known  among  B.T.S.  students  as  "Mary  E.",  the  daugh- 
ter of  Dr.  Wm.  E.  and  Alda  Burt  Harrison.  Mary  has  been  saved  since 
early  childhood,  and  became  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  at  the 
age  of  fourteen,  finishing  high  school  one  year  later.  She  received  her 
A.B.  degree  at  Maryville  College  at  nineteen.  Her  M.A.  degree  was  be- 
stowed at  Duke  University.  She  has  studied  speech  two  summer  ses- 
sions at  the  University  of  Iowa,  and  one  at  Northwestern.  Advanced 
speech  studies  were  made  for  two  seasons  at  Michigan  University,  Ann 
Arbor,  and  she  now  has  the  equivalent  of  a  Master's  degree  in  speech 
also.  Mary's  school  marm  activities  began  early  in  life,  and  she  now 
may  retrospect  over  twelve  years  of  experience,  five  of  which  were 
spent  in  B.T.S. ,  where  she  is  now  head  of  the  Speech  Department,  and 
principal  of  the  High  School  Department.  We  predict  a  great  future 
for  Mary  E.,  and  compliment  her  for  present  accomplishments. 


•     PICTURES    BELOW:      Top    row,     left,    the    Bible    Backgrounds    Class;     right,   the  Music   Class.      In   both   pictures  are   the   pastor.   Rev 


SUMTD^Y  SCHOOL  IEW§ 

C.   M.   TRUESDELL,   Associate  Editors  .  .  "  * : 

NORTH     CLEVELAND     SETS     A     PRECEDENT 


Pictures  of  four  classes  shown 
:>elow  prove  that  in  most  churches 
a  little  thoughtful  planning  and  or- 
ganization in  the  Y.P.E.  can  go  a 
ong,  long  way  toward  making  it  a 
success.  A  few  months  ago  our  En- 
deavor at  the  North  Cleveland 
:hurch  was  just  an  average  one,  as 
i"hey  perhaps  go  throughout  the  na- 
tion. It  possessed  a  few  who  did  the 
/vork,  and  many  who  criticized,  but 
otherwise  did  nothing  to  help  bet- 
ter conditions.  Then  there  were 
rhose  who  faithfully  attended,  but 
ook  no  active  part  in  the  services. 
Fhe  church  board  felt  that  some- 
:hing  should  be  done  to  make  these 
/oung  people,  on  whose  shoulders 
the  destiny  of  tomorrow's  church 
vill  rest,  enthusiastic  and  on  fire  for 
"he  Lord.  Consequently,  a  council 
vas  held,  plans  formulated  and  an- 
nounced at  a  regular  service,  and 
:he  newly  proposed  scheme  met  with 
:he  approval  of  the  entire  congre- 
gation. Here  was  the  plan.  In  the 
senior  department,  four  classes  were 
organized;  one  on  personal  evan- 
gelism, one  for  music,  one  on  Bible 
backgrounds,  and  one  on   missions. 


The  Personal  Evangelism  Class,  true 
to  its  name,  was  devoted  to  the  pur- 
pose of  making  every  class  member 
a  personal  soul-winner.  The  Music 
Class  dealt  firmly  with  the  problem 
of  whipping  raw  talent  into  a  first- 
class  radio  and  church  choir,  and 
very  notable  progress  has  been 
made.  The  Bible  Backgrounds  Class 
introduced  the  Bible  from  a  histori- 
cal and  geographical  standpoint, 
starting  with  the  first  chapter  of 
Genesis.  The  Missions  Class  deals 
with  the  study  and  nature  of  mis- 
sion work  in  various  fields  over  the 
world,  and  the  problems  of  the  new 
and  also  the  experienced  mission- 
ary: problems  of  sanitation,  health, 
language,  customs,  and  numerous 
other  things  peculiar  to  different 
countries  upon  which  the  mission- 
ary's attitude  will  determine  his  suc- 
cess or  failure.  In  the  junior  depart- 
ment, only  one  class  was  launched 
at  the  beginning,  but  the  growth 
and  wide  range  in  ages  necessitated 
a  change,  and  it  was  found  advis- 
able to  make  two  classes.  The  young 
juniors  are  taught  almost  altogether 
visually,   while   choruses,   simplified 


Bible  lessons,  etc.,  are  the  methods 
used  to  an  advantage  with  the  older 
ones. 

The  teachers  of  these  classes  are: 
Missions,  Lucy  Bennett;  Personal 
Evangelism,  Rev.  R.  R.  Walker;  Bi- 
ble Backgrounds,  C.  M.  Truesdell; 
and  Music,  F.  J.  McLain.  The  at- 
tendance has  approximately  dou- 
bled itself  since  the  classes  began. 
Each  member  of  the  Y.P.E.  is  al- 
lowed to  choose  the  class  of  his  pref- 
erence, and  there  has  been  a  mini- 
mum of  changes.  Everyone  seems 
well  satisfied,  and  interest  is  wit- 
nessed in  every  class.  The  average 
attendance  of  one  of  these  senior 
study  groups  for  one  month  was  89, 
and  the  highest  was  100.  The  junior 
class  averages  about  90.  Perhaps 
this  plan  will  not  always  work  in 
small  churches.  If  launched  proper- 
ly, we  feel  that  it's  a  sure-fire  Y.P.E. 
builder  in  all  churches  with  a  mem- 
bership of  100  or  over.  Many  col- 
lege students  have  arranged  to  at- 
tend these  classes,  and  the  studies 
have  been  profitable  to  all.  Why 
don't  you  try  it? 


nd  the  Tennessee  State  Overseer,     Rev.    U.    D.   Tidwell.      Bottom    row,    left,    the    Personal    Evangelism    Class;     right,    the    Junior    Class. 


BY  THE  EDITOR 


For  a  number  of  years,  one  of  my 
desires  has  been  to  see  one  church 
built  and  its  services  carried  out  ac- 
cording to  my  own  idea  of  a  model 
church.  Now  that  may  seem  selfish  to 
you,  and  it  may  be,  but  I'd  just  like  to 
know  the  best  way  to  get  this  won- 
derful gospel  to  the  most  people.  After 
I  have  expressed  my  opinion  on  what 
I  would  do,  then  I  am  going  to  ask 
some  of  our  ministers  to  write  for  our 
Church  Page  and  discuss  this  article, 
if  they  desire.  Now  don't  you  really  be- 
lieve this  will  be  helpful? 

In  the  first  place,  if  I  had  the  money 
I  would  build  a  beautiful  church  and 
make  it  just  as  attractive  as  I  could. 
We  recently  read  an  article  in  which 
the  writer  condemned  nice  church 
buildings.  We  believe  Jesus  appreciated 
the  beautiful  things  of  the  world. 
When  God  made  the  world,  He  made 
it  beautiful.  It  is  so  beautiful  that 
men  and  women  today  spend  millions 
of  dollars  traveling  over  it  to  see  its 
beauties.  Don't  tell  me  He  is  opposed 
to  beautiful  churches.  Oh,  now  I  do 
not  mean  that  we  should  go  to  the 
extreme,  but  I  would  build  what  I 
could  and  make  it  just  as  attractive 
as  possible. 

So  I  would  make  this  church  just 
as  beautiful  as  I  could  and  then  I 
would  try  to  use  all  the  beauty,  not 
for  myself  but  for  Him.  You  can  soon 
determine  the  kind  of  people  who 
make  up  the  membership  of  a  church 
by  the  neatness  of  their  place  of  wor- 
ship. I  do  not  mean  that  these  things 
would  prove  whether  or  not  they  are 
good  people,  but  a  lack  of  orderliness 
and  beauty  reveals  the  fact  that  they 
have  not  caught  the  vision  of  how  to 
win  the  world  to  Christ.  The  most 
humble  church  building  can  be  kept 
neat  and  clean. 

If  I  had  the  money,  I  would  build 
the  church  in  one  of  the  best  locations 
in  town,  or  in  the  country,  whichever 
it  might  be.  This  wonderful  gospel  we 
are  holding  up  to  the  world  needs  the 
best  places  and  the  best  equipment 
that  can  be  found. 

We  do  not  want  to  be  misunderstood, 
so  will  tell  you  what  we'd  do  if  we 
did  not  have  the  money  to  build  a 
beautiful  church  or  have  the  best  lo- 
cation in  town.  We'd  just  do  the  best 
we  could.  We  are  thinking  of  Joseph 
and  Mary  when  they  went  to  Bethle- 
hem to  be  taxed.  We  have  proof  that 
they  wanted  the  best,  for  they  went  to 


the  inn  where  all  the  rich  people 
stayed,  but  when  they  couldn't  get  in 
they  did  the  best  they  could,  they  went 
to  the  stable.  One  thing  I'd  do, 
whether  I  had  everything  according 
to  my  desire  or  not,  I'd  try  to  get  this 
gospel  to  the  people. 

I  remember  the  time  in  California 
when  I  attended  and  worked  in  a 
mission  in  the  slums  of  the  city  with 
only  dirt  for  a  floor,  and  it  was  sweet 
to  be  there  because  God  was  there.  So 
you  see  I  am  not  too  proud  to  worship 
and  work  for  God  anywhere. 

THE  MODEL  CHURCH 

In  1940,  we  wrote  an  article  on  the 
"Model  Church."  We  are  bringing  to  your 
minds  on  this  Evangelistic  page  again  some 
of  these  same  thoughts  in  order  to  impress 
upon  your  minds  some  things  that  need  at- 
tention in  our  church,  or  any  church  that 
expects  to  have  success  to  its  fullest  extent. 
This  article  brought  to  my  desk  many  good 
letters  from  both  ministers  and  laymen,  who 
expressed  their  approval  on  the  message.  I 
am  sending  this  out  as  one  who  sits  con- 
stantly under  the  ministry  of  others  with  a 
burning  desire  to  see  God's  church  move 
forward,  and  how  it  makes  my  heart  sad 
when  I  see  things  done  that  will  drive  peo- 
ple from  our  midst.  God  is  doing  wonderful 
things  for  us,  but  I  wonder  if  He  could  not 
do  even  greater  if  we  were  willing  to  listen 
to  His  still  small  voice. 

We  are  going  to  run  a  series  of  articles 
on  this  page.  Any  constructive  articles  or 
letters  will  be  welcomed  and  we  will  use 
them  as  we  can. — Ed. 
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Some  time  ago,  a  young  man  cam 
to  me  and  said,  "Sister  Harrison, 
want  to  ask  you  a  question.  Is  it  trui 
that  you  advocate  using  a  prayer  roon 
instead  of  an  altar?"  I  was  very  gla( 
to  tell  him  I  did  and  to  be  able  to  givi 
scriptural  reasons.  So  in  building  thi 
model  church,  I  would  build  a  nici 
large  prayer  room  in  connection  witl 
the  auditorium,  and  invite  those  wh< 
wanted  to  seek  the  Lord  into  thi 
prayer  room  away  from  the  curiou 
eyes  and  the  unbelief  that  exists  h 
the  average  congregation.  And  now  di 
you  ask  me  what  scripture  I  have  ti 
prove  that  this  is  right?  In  Acts  1:13 
we  find  they  went  into  an  upper  roon 
to  tarry  for  the  Holy  Ghost.  Peter  tell 
us  in  verse  15,  that  the  number  o 
seekers  were  about  one  hundred  an< 
twenty.  Then  my  own  personal  experi 
ence  has  helped  me  to  form  an  opin 
ion  along  this  line.  I  was  converted  ii 
a  prayer  room,  after  seeking  the  Lore 
at  an  altar  for  three  or  four  years 
Just  a  few  words  of  instruction  fron 
a  former  schoolteacher  was  all 
needed  to  inspire  faith  for  salvation 
No  brighter  experience  ever  came  t< 
an  individual  than  came  to  me  tha 
night,  and  never  have  I  doubted  tha 
experience  for  a  moment.  Of  course 
you  can  make  an  altar  anywhere,  an( 
in  this  prayer  room  there  was  an  altar 
but  it  was  away  from  the  unbelie 
which  always  hinders.  When  Jesu 
went  to  pray  for  the  healing  of  Tabi 
tha,  Mark  5:40,  43,  He  asked  everyom 
(Continued  on  page  17) 


FAREWELL  TO  A  LITTLE  CHURCH 

By  Alice  Hansche  Mortenson 

Today    a    thousand    memories 

Tug  gently  at  my  breast. 
As  to  this  quiet  church   I've  come 

For  comfort  and  for  rest. 
Though  many  times  I've  listened  here 

With    glowing    heart   a-thrill, 
I  do  not  need  a  sermon  now; 

The    choir    loft    is    still. 

Just  let  me  sit  here  quietly 

Within    the    family    pew. 
While  by-gone  scenes  of  other  years 

Come  gently  into  view. 
Right  here  my  sainted  father  sat, 

He  often  led  in  prayer, 
With    mother   on    my    other   side. 

So  ever  faithful  there. 

And,  oh,  that  blessed  altar  rail! 

What  scenes  my  heart  has  known. 
What  happiness,  what  tears  of  joy 

As  someone  touched  the  Throne! 
And,  oh,  'twas  there  I,  too,  found  Hiir 

In  young  and  tender  years; 
His  hand  in  mine  still  guides  today, 

And  stills  my  anxious  fears. 

And  let  me  touch,  just  one  more  time 

Those  keys  I   used  to  play. 
And  softly  sing  one  favorite  hymn 

Before  I  go  away; 
And  if  a  silent  tear  should  fall 

Upon   the  ivory  keys; 
Forgive  me,  Lord,  this  house  of  Thine 

Is  filled  with  memories! 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Hand  that  Rocks  the  Cradle 
Is  the  Hand  that  Rules  the  World 


(Dedicated  to  my  mother) 


Yesterday  we  stopped  to  pause  and 
think  that  Sunday  is  the  day  which 
has  been  set  aside  to  reverence  and 
honor  our  mothers. 

No  doubt,  the  mothers  of  our  land 
will  be  honored  in  many  different 
ways.  Perhaps  some  will  be  presented 
the  best  of  gifts;  others  with  small 
gifts.  And  then,  no  doubt,  there  will 
be  only  letters  expressing  love.  Al- 
though some  children  could  give  the 
most  expensive  gifts  and  could  even 
award  them  with  a  fortune,  I  don't 
think  the  mothers  would  be  any  hap- 
pier than  the  mothers  who  received 
the  letter  of  compassionate  love. 

Yesterday  when  we  stopped  to  pause 
and  think  a  bit,  our  mind  ran  back  to 
the  time  when  we  first  entered  the 
world.  Such  helpless  infants  we  were. 
With  only  a  careless  touch  of  the 
hand,  we  would  have  gone  back  to 
dust  from  whence  we  came.  But  God 
provided  an  angel  to  care  for  such 
babies,  called  mothers.  It  was  she  who 
nourished  and  made  it  possible  for 
life  to  begin.  As  we  grew,  'twas  her 
hands  that  prepared  the  food  for  the 
development  of  our  bodies.  Still  it  was 
she  who  washed,  ironed,  and  mended 
our  clothes,  and  taught  us  that 
"cleanliness  is  next  to  godliness."  At 
the  ages  of  six  and  seven,  Mother  and 
Dad  decided  that  we  needed  more 
training  than  they  were  capable  of 
giving  us,  so  they  entered  us  in  school, 
where  it  was  possible  for  us  to  acquire 
the  proper  training  and  education  that 
enabled  us  to  become  the  civilized  and 
intelligent  boys  and  girls  that  make 
tomorrow. 

It  grieves  us  when  we  think  of  the 
times  we  have  made  your  heart  ache, 
Mother.  Many  times  we  said  hard 
things  and  grumbled  and  complained 
about  things  we  didn't  have  when  you 
and  dad  were  doing  your  best  for  us. 
And,  no  doubt,  it  brought  a  prick  in 
your  heart  and  a  tear  to  your  eye 
when  you  could  not  afford  us  every- 
thing. 

Now  as  we  look  into  your  face  and 
see  the  wrinkles  behind  those  shining- 
eyes,  we  declare  that  if  we  had  our 
days  to  go  over  we  would  do  more  to 
make  your  work  less  tiresome.  Many 
times  when  we  were  carefree  at  play, 
or  during  our  leisure  time,  we  could 
have  lightened  your  load.  Now  we  ask 
you  and  God  to  forgive  us. 

Since  we  are  no  longer  children, 
running  to  and  fro  in  the  back  yard, 
but  have  grown  to  young  man  and 
womanhood,  we  feel  it  our  duty  to  help 
provide  our  own  needs.  Already  we 
have  met  with  rough  places  that  made 
us  wish  we  were  once  again  children 
around  mother's  knee.  Many  times  do 
we  long  for  mother's  advice  about  our 
daily  problems,  but  nature  didn't  map 
out  life  that  way,  so  we  must  follow 
her  course.  But  wherever  we  go  in  life, 
it  is  a  consolation  to  know  that  as  long 
as  there  is  mother  and  dad,  there  is  a 


home  and  a  prayer  rising  for  her  chil- 
dren's safety. 

During  our  pause,  our  hearts  were 
made  to  rejoice  when  we  thought  of 
where  we  learned  about  a  Savior.  We 
were  taught  at  home  that  God  was  a 
reality,  when,  will  mother  and  dad, 
we  knelt  in  prayer  and  learned  to 
pray,  and  since  we  have  grown  up 
we  have  made  mother's  God  our  God. 
We  are  persuaded  that  the  hand  that 
rocks  the  cradle  is  the  hand  that  rules 
the  world. — Mrs.  Jimbo  York. 

MOTHER  AND  DAD 

Author  Unknoion 

Of  oil  the  sad  places  in  this  word, 
I  can  think  of  no  other  as  sad  as  a 
Home  that's  been  robbed  of  those  jewels — 
Their    dear    loving    mother    and    dad. 

What  would  a  home  be  without  children? 
Wouldn't  it  be  lonesome  and  sad? 
What  would  home  be  to  children, 
If  it  wasn't  for  mother  and  dad? 

The  floor  may  be  bare  of  a  carpet, 
And  a  box  takes  the  place  of  a  chair; 
It's   a    mighty   good    place   for   the   children. 
If  mother  and  dad  are  both  there. 

They  prayed     all  their  lives     for  their  chil- 
dren, 
They  would  comfort  us  when   we  were   sod; 
So  let  us  give  a  fair  bouquet  of  roses 
To  our  dear  loving  mother  and  dad. 

They  taught  all  their  lives  to  their  children; 
They    taught    them    the    prayers    that    they 

said; 
So   let   us  give   them    a    bouquet   while   they 

are  living; 
Don't  wait  until  after  they  are  dead. 

— Sent  in  by  Mrs.  Ursy. 


Quiche,  Guatemala 
Central  America 
January  29,  1947 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  from  the  Land  of  Eternal 
Spring!  We  are  indeed  happy  to  have 
the  privilege  of  serving  as  ambassa- 
dors of  Christ  in  this  small  country 
of  Guatemala. 

It  seems  that  ever  since  we  crossed 
the  Guatemalan  border  on  December 
17,  we  have  been  exceedingly  busy 
bouncing  from  place  to  place  in  the 
little  red  Jeep.  In  fact,  that  little 
Jeep  has  been  the  Number  1  sensa- 
tion- and  attraction  for  the  past 
month.  All  we  have  to  do  to  attract 
a  good  congregation  and  a  group  of 
children  is  to  drive  into  a  town  with 
it.  Our  workers  look  it  over  with  an 
amusing  sort  of  reverence,  even  while 
they  rub  the  bruises  they  have  ob- 
tained from  riding  in  it.  Often  they 
exclaim,  "Que  animal!"  One  ambitious 
mountain  preacher  took  a  good  look 
at  it  and  proceeded  immediately  to 
figure  out  a  way  by  which  it  could 


go  into  the  mountain  where  he  works. 
Of  course,  there  is  no  road,  but  he 
has  the  route  planned  through  corn 
fields  and  river  beds. 

Here  is  some  news  which  we  know 
you  will  be  glad  to  hear.  A  revival 
has  broken  out  in  Chichicastenango, 
the  tourist  center  of  this  country, 
right  in  the  heart  of  the  Mayan  In- 
dian tribe.  Christmas  night  five  per- 
sons accepted  Christ.  A  young  man 
wandered  into  the  New  Year's  watch- 
night  service.  About  9  o'clock  he 
prayed  through  to  real  old-time  sal- 
vation. About  1  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing the  Lord  gloriously  filled  him 
with  the  Holy  Ghost.  He  was  one  of 
the  worst  drunkards  and  vilest  sin- 
ners in  the  whole  -town.  Some  of  the 
older  Christians  who  had  been  seek- 
ing the  baptism  for  years  just  could 
not  understand  why  the  Lord  would 
pick  up  this  vile  boy,  save  and  bap- 
tize him  in  one  night,  when  they  had 
waited  for  years.  The  situation  was 
almost  amusing.  The  service  con- 
cluded around  3  o'clock  when  they 
all  went  shouting  home.  Five  other 
new  ones  accepted  that  night.  The 
pastor  was  telling  us  last  night  that 
the  church  will  no  longer  hold  the 
people.  They  are  going  to  try  to 
squeeze  in  two  more  benches.  Isn't 
that  grand?  Help  us  pray  that  noth- 
ing will  hinder  this  revival  but  that 
it  will  spread  through  the  entire  dis- 
trict. 

From  the  Sierra  there  is  more  good 
news.  Four  new  places  have  been 
opened  within  the  last  three  months. 
Please  put  them  on  your  prayer  list. 
One  of  our  young  workers  said  in  a 
recent  workers'  meeting,  "Brethren, 
the  Lord  has  given  me  such  a  burden 
for  souls  that  I  have  had  to  cry  and 
cry.  In  my  last  trip  seven  were  con- 
verted— the  fruit  of  my  tears." 

We  were  in  the  Sierra  last  week. 
Two  of  our  members  walked  sixty-six 
miles  to  be  in  the  service.  Incredible 
for  one  day's  journey,  isn't  it?  Both 
of  them  preached  that  same  night. 
We  can't  resist  telling  you  how  one  of 
them  began  his  talk.  He  said,  "I  want 
you  to  take  a  good  look  at  me.  I  am 
a  humble  Chiquimula  Indian,  my 
clothes  are  ragged,  I  wear  no  shoes. 
I  can't  speak  Spanish  well,  but  when 
I  heard  the  Word  of  God,  it  did  not 
go  in  my  one  ear,  like  a  fly,  and  out 
the  other,  as  it  does  with  most  peo- 
ple. It  went  in  one  ear  and  dropped 
to  my  heart.  Now  it  has  to  come  out 
my  mouth."  We  wish  we  could  tell  you 
his  entire  sermon.  We  are  sure  you 
would  have  enjoyed  it  as  much  as 
we  did. 

Our  annual  conference  is  almost 
upon  us.  We  are  planning  to  get  the 
Jeep  to  Chuicaca  this  year.  The  path 
will,  of  course,  have  to  be  improved 
a  little,  but  we  .think  that  the  power- 
ful Jeep  can  take  it  in  its  stride.  God 
is  blessing  down  here,  but  there  are 
also  a  great  many  big  and  little  prob- 
lems to  solve.  Please  keep  praying  and 
writing.  We  appreciate  your  prayers 
and  your  letters. 

Sincerely, 
Luther  and  Dorothy  Carroll. 


May,  1947 
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Wessons 

RENDER  UNTO  GOD 

Matt.  22:19-21;   Luke   17:9,  10 
Sarah    Blanch   McGuire 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader- 
Jesus  said,  "Render  therefore  unto 
Caesar  the  things  which  are  Caesar's; 
and  unto  God  the  things  that  are 
God's."  Do  we  as  children  of  God 
render  unto  God  the  things  which 
are  His?  We  are  very  careful  to  ren- 
der unto  the  Government  the  things 
of  the  law;  otherwise  we  would  soon 
find  ourselves  placed  in  prison.  When 
the  tax  becomes  due  we  are  there 
to  pay,  and  other  things  that  are 
demanded  of  us  we  do  very  promptly, 
because  we  know  it  is  our  duty  to 
do  so.  Let  us  examine  ourselves  to 
see  if  we  do  render  unto  God  the 
things  that  are  His. 

THE  FRUIT  OF  THY  LIPS 
Psa.  95:2;  Eph.  5:19,  20;  Psa.  26:7. 
We  find  it  is  so  easy  to  give  thanks 
when  things  are  going  our  way — 
when  everything  is  rosy — but  it  is  an 
entirely  different  matter  when  things 
are  reversed  and  every  man's  hand 
seems  against  us.  That  is  the  time 
God  is  listening  for  the  fruit  of  our 
lips.  That  is  the  time  He  wants  us 
to  have  faith  enough  to  praise  Him 
in  all  things.  The  praise  we  give  Him 
when  it  is  hardest  to  trust  and  be- 
lieve the  promises  He  has  given,  the 
fruit  of  the  lips  in  our  darkest  hour 
of  need,  will  convince  the  sinner  as 
nothing  else  will.  The  Bible  says,  "In 
everything  give  thanks."  You  may  be 
sure  someone  is  watching  to  see  how 
you  take  it  when  things  are  against 
you.  If  we  can  still  praise  and  glorify 
God  as  well  then  as  when  everything 
is  bright,  we  can  have  a  great  in- 
fluence on  the  sinner. 

THE  FRUIT  OF  SILENCE 
1  Thess.  4:11;  Prov.  10:19-23. 

Speech  is  silver;  silence  is  golden. 
There  are  times  when  silence  can 
mean  a  stinging  rebuke.  It  can  ex- 
press anger,  sorrow,  or  indifference. 
It  can  express  love,  humility,  trust, 
sympathy,  joy,  or  intelligence.  There 
is  nothing  so  pathetic  as  a  person 
incapable  of  silence. 

It  would  be  well  to  have  a  fast  of 
silence.  It  might  not  be  very  practi- 
cal, but  if  we  could  hold  our  tongues 
for  a  day,  we  would  find  we  would 
emerge  from  it  refreshed  and  in- 
vigorated with  the  consciousness  of 
power.  There  is  something  wrong  with 
the  love  that  finds  itself  embarrassed 
by  the  hush  of  silence.  The  apostle 
Paul  recommends  that  we  study  to 
be  quiet.  Those  who  do  not  care  for 
the  holy  hush  of  silence  when  in  the 
house  of  God,  are  strangers  to  the 
still  small  voice  of  our  God. 


THE  FRUIT  OF  THY  LABOR 
John  6:28 

Do  we  realize  we  are  called  unto 
Christian  service?  It  has  been  as- 
sumed that  the  minister  is  the  full- 
time  worker  of  God.  It  is  his  respon- 
sibility to  preach  the  gospel,  but  if 
we  study  God's  Word  and  rightly  di- 
vide the  Word  of  truth,  we  will  find 
that  the  layman  is  equally  responsible 
for  the  spreading  of  this  wonderful 
news. 

In  the  records  of  the  Word  of  God 
we  find  in  the  early  church  there  was 
no  distinction  between  ministry  and 
laity.  Jesus  said  to  all  the  believers, 
"Go  into  all  the  world  and  preach 
the  gospel."  It  was  also  upon  all 
classes  of  believers  that  the  Holy 
Spirit  fell  and  to  all  be^evers  was 
the  promise  given.  "These  ;ns  shall 
follow."  It  was  also  the  laymen  who 
went  everywhere  preaching.  Every 
Christian  has  been  given  a  place  to 
fill  and  in  this  place  whatever  work 
has  been  given  him  is  the  opportunity 
to  glorify  God.  Render  unto  God  the 
things  that  be  God's  and  so  shed 
light  on  some  sinner's  pathway. 

THE  FRUIT  OF  THY  HEART 
Mark  12:30,  31;  Eph.  6:6,  7. 
In  Matt.  15:8,  we  read,  "This  people 
draweth  nigh  unto  me  with  their 
mouth,  and  honoureth  me  with  their 
lips;  but  their  hearts  are  far  from 
me."  We  as  Christians  know  that  kind 
of  worship  profits  us  nothing.  But 
we  know  a  heart  of  love  pleases  and 
draws  us  nearer  to  God.  As  the  fruit 
of  the  Spirit  is  love,  peace,  and  joy, 
so  we  have  all  these  things  in  our  lives 
if  we  render  unto  God  the  fruits  of 
our  hearts.  Let  us  not  deceive  our- 
selves, but  if  these  things  do  not  rule 
our  hearts  we  are  far  from  the  God 
we  profess  to  love. 


APPRECIATING  OUR   PARENTS 

Eph.  6:1-3. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
In  her  school  essay  on  "Parents," 
a  little  girl  wrote,  "We  get  our  parents 
at  so  late  an  age  that  it  is  impossible 
to  change  their  habits."  We  smile  at 
this,  but  is  it  not  true  that  we  spend 
more  time  trying  to  reform  our  fa- 
thers and  mothers  than  is  necessary? 
Since  we  are  unable  to  change  the 
habits  of  our  parents,  may  we  not 
find  something  to  appreciate? 

THE  FIRST  CONSIDERATION 
Those  who  like  to  practice  the  art 
of  thinking  in  an  orderly  manner  will 
name  a  healthy  body  first  of  all.  That 
the  trust  of  life  has  been  handed  down 
to  us  without  taint  of  disease,  and 
that  in  infancy  and  later  childhood 
we  have  been  so  carefully  watched 
that  today  we  enjoy  physical  well- 
being,  is.  due  to  our  parents,  and  we 
owe  a  debt  of  appreciation  to  them. 
The  period  of  dependency  of  offspring 
on  parents  is  longer  in  the  human 
than  in  the  lower  forms  of  life.  Dur- 
ing the  years  when  we  were  unable 
to  supply  our  own  elemental  needs, 
father  and  mother,  at  considerable 
cost,  provided  for  us. 


WHAT  PAYNE  APPRECIATED 
By  beginning  far  back  and  deep 
down  in  the  scale  of  appreciation  of 
parents,  we  come  to  another  point 
that  has  become  so  commonplace 
that  we  tend  to  overlook  its  meaning 
and  value.  Only  when  we  are  deprived 
of  it,  do  we  realize  its  worth.  A  wan- 
derer, John  Howard  Payne,  wrote 
"Home,  Sweet  Home."  We  may  be  too 
close  to  home  to  see  it  in  its  true 
light.  What  has  your  home  cost  your 
parents  in  dollars  and  cents?  Why 
is  it  impossible  to  express  the  real 
value  of  home? 

SYMPATHETIC  GUIDANCE 
A  father  was  talking  to  a  friend 
about  the  relative  merits  of  the  news- 
papers in  the  city  where  he  lived.  Of 
one  daily  he  said,  "I  do  not  bring  it 
into  the  house,  for  I  do  not  want 
my  daughter  to  see  it."  He  was  try- 
ing to  create  a  wholesome  home  at- 
mosphere. What  other  safeguards  do 
parents  erect  for  the  good  of  tne 
growing  characters  of  their  children? 
In  an  address  to  a  luncheon  club  in 
a  large  city  a  speaker  said:  "In  my 
youth  we  lived  in  a  negative  atmos- 
phere. It  was  always  'Johnny,  don't,' 
until  I  thought  my  middle  initial  'D' 
stood  for  'Don't.'  "  Perhaps  you,  too, 
have  resented  some  of  these  parental 
"don'ts."  How  are  we  to  interpret 
them?  Parents  have  been  face  to  face 
with  many  of  the  temptations  which 
come  to  youth,  and  they  want  to  guide 
their  sons  and  daughters  into  the 
right  way.  The  discipline  may  have 
seemed  stern  and  we  may  have 
yielded  reluctant  obedience,  but  are 
we  not  secretly  glad  that  they  did  not 
let  us  have  some  experiences  for  which 
we  clamored  ?  Can  we  not  look  back 
on  the  commandments  which  father 
and  mother  laid  down  and  see  that 
it  was  their  love  for  us  that  prompted 
them  to  guide  us  with  a  firm  hand? 

FAITH  MADE  EASY 
Whittier  has  sung  about  the  truths 
of  the  Bible  which  were  taught  him 
at  his  mother's  knee.  In  "The  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night"  Burns  has  given  us 
a  picture  of  the  head  of  the  house 
reading  from  the  family  Bible.  Happy 
are  the  sons  and  daughters  that  have 
fathers  and  mothers  who,  by  their 
acts  of  devotion  and  their  daily  lives, 
give  a  normal,  reasonable  demonstra- 
tion of  practical  religion.  Such  par- 
ents make  it  easy  for  their  children 
to  believe  in  God,  the  heavenly  Fa- 
ther. 

A  boy  who  was  born  on  a  Maine 
farm  and  who  is  now  a  famous  teach- 
er, preacher,  and  writer,  says  in  one 
of  his  books:  "I  had  come  to  a  home 
where  religion  kept  its  fires  always 
burning.  ...  I  was  sprinkled  from 
morning  till  night  with  the  dew  of 
religion."  Thus  he  pays  tribute  to  god- 
ly parents  and  to  the  effect  which 
they  had  on  his  whole  life.  Where  did 
you  get  your  first  religious  impres- 
sions? 

EXPRESSING    OUR    LOVE 

A    reader    of     a    paper     who    liked 

something  that    he    had    read,  wrote 

to  the  writer    and    told    him.    "It  is 

just  a  love  pat,"  he  said  by  way  of 
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appreciation.  How  can  we  show  our 
parents  that  we  value  what  they  have 
done  for  us? 

DAILY    BIBLE    READINGS 
Mon.,  Mother  Love....        Gen.  21:14-21 
Tues.,  A  Mother's  Teachings 

...II  Tim.  3:14-17 
Wed.,  An  Appreciative  Daughter 

Ruth  1:6,  14-18 
Thu.,  Obedience  in  the  Home 

Luke  2 '51  52 
Fri.,  A  Self-Willed I  Boy  Luke  15:11-32 
Sat.,  If  We  Are  Wise  ._  Prov.  15:20 
PRAYER 
Our  Father  in  heaven,  we  thank 
thee  for  our  parents.  As  we  estimate 
the  price  which  we,  their  children, 
have  cost  them,  make  us  worthy.  In 
Christ's  name.  Amen. 

NOTE:  Use  this  on  meeting  night 
nearest  "Mother's  Day."  After  you 
have  discussed  the  lesson,  give  your 
Y.P.E.  a  chance  to  testify. 


Note:  How  about  having  a  study 
of  facts  about  the  Bible  this  month. 
Perhaps  you  might  put  on  a  contest 
and  give  a  prize  for  the  one  who  can 
give  the  largest  number  of  these  facts. 
If  you  do  not  finish  in  one  night, 
let  this  contest  run  for  a  number  of 
weeks  until  all  have  had  a  chance 
to  memorize  them.  This  will  be  a  very 
valuable  lesson. 

CURIOUS    BIBLE   FACTS 

Rev.  Herbert  Lockyer 
As  all  Bible  lovers  are  eager  to 
gain  knowledge  regarding  the  most 
unique  Book  in  all  the  world,  we 
have  sought  to  tabulate  several  facts 
and  statistics,  curious  and  otherwise, 
regarding  it.  We  would  suggest  that 
the  following  be  cut  out,  and  kept 
inside  your  Bible. 

Old  Neiv 


Test. 

Test. 

Total 

Books 
Chapters 
Verses 
Words 

39 

929 

23,214 

592,439 

27 

260 

7,959 

181,253 

66 

1,189 

31,173 

773,692 

Letters         2,728,800     838,380     3,567,180 
Middle  Book 

Proverbs  II  Thessalonians 

Middle  Chapter 

Job  29  Romans  13,  14 

Middle  Verse 

II  Chronicles    Acts   17:17 

20:17,  18 
Shortest  Chapter 

Psalm  117 
Shortest  Verse 

I  Chronicles      John  11:35 

1:25 
Longest  Chapter 

Psalm  119  Luke  1 

The  middle  verse  of  the  whole  Bi- 
ble is  Psalm  118:8.  The  longest  verse 
of  the  whole  Bible  is  Esther  8:9,  con- 
taining 90  words. 

Ezra  7:21  contains  all  the  letters 
of  the  alphabet,  except  J. 

II  Kings  19  and  Isaiah  37  are  ex- 
actly alike.  Ezra  2  and  Nehemiah  7 
are  similar. 

The  last  two  verses  of  II  Chronicles 
and  the  opening  verses  of  Ezra  are 
alike. 

The  word  "and"  occurs  35,543  times 
in  the  Old  Testament,  and  10,684  times 


in  the  New  Testament. 

The  word  "Jehovah"  occurs  6,855 
times  in  the  Bible. 

The  name  of  "God"  does  not  occur 
in  Esther  or  the  Song  of  Solomon. 

The  letter  Mem  in  the  Hebrew  text 
occurs  77,778  times;  the  letter  Vau, 
76,922  times;  Teth,  11,052  times; 
Samech  13,580  times. 

In  Psalm  107  four  verses  are  alike, 
8,  15,  21,  and  31. 

Each  verse  in  Psalm  136  ends  alike. 

The  Bible  was  divided  into  chap- 
ters by  Cardinal  Hugo  de  Sancto-Caro, 
about  1236. 

The  Old  Testament  was  divided  into 
verses  by  Rabbi  Mordecai  Nathan  in 
1661. 

The  New  Testament  was  divided  in- 
to verses  by  R.  Stephens,  a  French 
printer,  it  is  said,  while  on  horse- 
back. 

The  Septuagint,  a  translation  into 
Greek,  was  made  in  Egypt  285  B.  C. 

The  Scriptures  have  been  translated 
into  936  languages  or  dialects. 

The  first  complete  English  trans- 
lation was  by  Wycliffe  in  A.  D.  1380; 
the  first  French  translation  in  1160; 
the  German  translation  in  1460;  the 
American  translation  in  1752. 

The  oldest  manuscript  of  the  Bible 
in  the  British  Museum  is  the  "Codex 
Alexandrinus";  the  "Codex  Vatican- 
us"  is  the  oldest  in  the  Vatican  Li- 
brary at  Rome. 

The  Apocrypha  has  4  books,  183 
chapters,  6,081  verses,  252,185  words, 
and  1,063,876  letters. 

There  is  a  Bible  in  the  library  of 
the  University  of  Gottingen  written 
on  2,470  palm  leaves. 

Our  English  Bible  is  the  combined 
writings  of  about  forty  men.  These 
men  were  not  contemporary,  but  lived 
at  various  times  during  a  period  of 
more  than  1500  years.  These  men 
wrote  under  the  most  varied  con- 
ditions. Some  wrote  in  prison,  some 
in  palaces,  others  in  caves,  in  deserts, 
by  the  river  bank,  in  exile,  in  victory, 
in  defeat,  in  success — in  fact,  under 
most  every  possible  condition. 

These  men  were  from  every  walk 
of  life.  Kings,  peasants,  priests,  fisher- 
men, generals,  shepherds,  noblemen, 
taxgatherers,  doctors,  lawyers,  states- 
men, and  politicians  are  among  its 
writers.  They  made  use  in  their  writ- 
ings of  every  form  of  expression  used 
by  men  to  convey  thought:  prose, 
poetry,  law,  government  decrees,  laws, 
sermons,  parables,  pictorial  symbols, 
even  personal  letters  and,  most  partic- 
ular, prophecy.  They  wrote  about 
every  subject  which  vitally  affects 
men:  creation,  the  origin,  working, 
and  destiny  of  sin,  death,  life,  nations, 
governments;  hell  and  heaven;  and 
the  being,  character,  and  plan  of  God. 

Such  is  our  Bible,  so  majestic,  ex- 
alted and  marvelous  in  its  sweep.  The 
Old  Testament  ends  with  a  curse; 
and  the  New  Testament  with  a  bene- 
diction. 

Acts  26  is  the  finest  chapter  to 
read;  Psalm  36,  the  most  beautiful. 
The  five  most  inspiring  promises  are 
John  14:1-3,  23;  6:37;  Matthew  11:28; 
Psalm  37:4.  Let  us  hide  such  within 
our  hearts. 


Isaiah  60:1  is  the  verse  for  the 
young  convert,  and  Psalm  25:4  is  the 
pillow  for  the  head  of  the  dying 
saints. 

All  who  boast  of  perfection  should 
learn  Matthew  6. 


HOW  CAN  WE  MAKE  OUR  WORK 
MORE  EFFECTIVE  , 

Luke  14:28-33. 

Thoughts  For  Leader 
Things  had  been  going  from  bad  to 
worse  in  a  certain  Y.P.E.  There  were 
undercurrents  of  suspicion  and  jeal- 
ousy. Some  members  were  nursing 
grudges,  others'  pride  had  been 
wounded,  a  few  felt  that  their  abili- 
ties were  not  properly  recognized.  A 
new  girl  joined  the  Y.P.E.,  but  her 
joy  turned  to  amazement  and  bitter- 
ness. One  day  she  said:  "How  can 
they  act  that  way  toward  one  another 
and  still  be  Christians?  If  that  is  the 
way  a  Christian  really  lives,  I  don't 
want  to  be  one!" 

Might  she  have  said  the  same  thing 
about  your  Y.P.E.?  Think  over  the 
past  few  months.  Has  there  been  any 
hard  feeling  of  this  kind  which  has 
hindered  your  work?  If  you  had  the 
opportunity  of  speaking  to  this  partic- 
ular group,  what  would  you  suggest 
to  them  as  a  remedy  for  their  prob- 
lem? 

It  might  be  well  to  look  at  the 
Y.P.E.  of  which  you  are  members  as 
if  you  were  a  consulting  expert.  Work 
out  the  qualities  needed  to  bring 
greater  usefulness. 

OPEN  DISCUSSION 
Is  each  member  being  used  where 
he  can  fit  in  best  and  work  most 
happily?  Is  the  Y.P.E.  well  organized? 
Is  it  too  exclusive?  Do  you  try  to 
interest  and  help  other  young  people 
of  your  own  age?  Analyze  the  activi- 
ties on  your  program,  setting  up  your 
own  basis  of  judgment.  Each  member 
has  a  fair  idea  of  what  ought  to  be 
done  and  what  has  been  done.  Has 
each  done  his  own  part? 

Note:  Ask  several  to  help  in  the 
discussion.  Try  to  find  the  defects 
and  straighten  them  out.  How  about 
your  personal  work?  Do  your  new 
members  measure  up?  The  problem 
of  whether  or  not  one  can  measure 
up  to  the  standards  of  the  highest 
Christian  life  may  be  made  clearer 
by  considering  such  questions  as 
these:  Can  you  cooperate  with  some- 
one whom  you  do  not  like?  Are  you 
willing  to  do  the  unpleasant  or  in- 
significant task  cheerfully?  Do  you 
take  criticism  quietly  and  profit  by 
it?  Will  you  be  a  helpful  follower 
when  someone  else  is  leading? 

A  young  woman  had  been  working 
for  several  months  among  foreign 
children.  They  had  come  to  love  her 
dearly.  Suddenly  she  became  very  ill 
and  another  leader  took  her  place. 
The  children  played  quietly  for  a 
while,  then  the  new  leader  noticed 
one  little  girl  who  seemed  to  be  grow- 
ing restless  and  unhappy.  "What  is 
the    matter,    Maria?"    she    said.    The 
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child's  eyes  filled  with  tears  and  her 
lips  quivered  as  she  asked:  "Please, 
teacher,  where 's  the  Jesus  lady?  Isn't 
she  coming  to  play  with  us  any  more?" 

Had  this  young  woman's  work  been 
effective?  What  was  the  difference 
which  the  child  felt?  Is  it  possible 
for  everyone  to  have  this  type  of  ef- 
ficiency? Think  of  the  people  you 
know  whom  you  consider  to  be  the 
most  valuable  and  successful  leaders. 
How  high  would  you  rank  them  in 
the  scale  of  Christian  living? 

A  group  of  fellows  were  playing  a 
vigorous  game  of  ball.  They  had  made 
a  fine  start,  but  angry  interruptions 
became  frequent.  Finally,  the  umpire 
stopped  the  game  in  order  to  find 
the  cause  of  the  trouble.  No  one 
seemed  to  know  where  it  started  or 
who  was  to  blame.  At  last  one  fellow 
blurted  out:  "Aw,  I  wish  Johnny  was 
here.  We  never  scrap  and  quarrel 
when  he's  on  the  team.  Things  al- 
ways go  all  right  then." 

Can  your  comrades  or  little  chil- 
dren say  the  same  thing  about  you? 
More  than  ever  before,  the  world 
needs  Christlike  Christians.  The  first 
requirement  is  that  each  young  per- 
son live  a  truly  Christian  life.  We 
cannot  light  another's  fire  until  the 
fire  in  our  own  hearts  has  been  lighted. 
Neither  can  we  lead  others  until  we 
ourselves  have  learned  to  carry  out 
our  plan. 
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PICKING  UP  FATHER'S  GLOVE 

(Continued  from  page  4t 

tell  how  many  other  fathers  and  sons 
may  be  influenced  by  your  deed  and 
begin  looking  around  to  see  what  they 
can  do  for  each  other. 

Then,  too,  your  impulsive  deed  gave 
me  a  new  insight  into  the  character 
of  your  father  whom  I  have  always 
regarded  as  an  excellent  citizen,  but 
now  I  saw  him  under  a  halo  of  high 
ideals  and  a  gentleness  that  has  com- 
pletely won  your  heart.  Surely,  Robert, 
your  guardian  angel  must  have  smiled 
approval  when  he  saw  a  little  boy 
picking  up  father's  glove. — Mrs.  L.  J. 
Schumaker. 


NIGHT  VIGILS  AND   DAYS  OF 
FASTING 

I  have  been  in  that  old  church  in 
New  England  where  Jonathan  Ed- 
wards preached  his  great  sermon, 
"Sinners  in  the  Hands  of  an  Angry 
God."  He  had  a  little  manuscript  which 
he  held  up  so  close  to  his  face  that 
they  could  not  see  his  countenance. 
He  went  on  and  on,  the  people  in  the 
crowded  church  were  tremendously 
moved.  One  man  sprang  to  his  feet, 
rushed  down  the  aisle  and  cried,  "Mr. 
Edwards,  have  mercy!"  Other  men 
caught  hold  of  the  backs  of  the  pews 
lest  they  should  slip  into  perdition.  I 
have  seen  the  old  pillars  around  which 
they  threw  their  arms  when  they 
thought  the  day  of  judgment  had 
dawned  upon  them.  The  power  of  that 
sermon  is  still  felt  in  the  United  States 
today.  But  there  is  a  bit  of  history 


"...  A  delightful  and  refreshing  story,  worth 
a  reading  to  see  how  very  interesting  a  religious 
novel  can  be.  It  leaves  the  reader  wanting  to  do 
something  toward  making  the  world  a  better 
place." — Christian  Leader.  Price  $1.25 


—  O  — 


"Just  the  book  to  give  to  that  puzzled  high 
school  or  college  lad  who  is  bewildered  because 
of  assaults  made  on  the  Christian  faith  by  ag- 
nostic professors  ....  The  author  knows  whereof 
he  writes  and  presents  his  conclusions  clearly  and 
forcibly." — Moody  Church  News.  Price  $1.25 


O  — 


"These  poems  should  prove  to  be  a  blessing  to 
every  reader.  They  will  be  especially  helpful  to 
the  pastor,  teacher,  or  student  in  preparing  gos- 
pel  messages." — Pinebrook  Book   Club  Bulletin. 


behind  it. 

For  three  days,  Edwards  had  not 
eaten  a  mouthful  of  food;  for  three 
nights,  he  had  not  closed  his  eyes  in 
sleep.  Over  and  over  again,  he  had 
been  saying  to  God,  "Give  me  New 
England!  Give  me  New  England!"  and 
when  he  rose  from  his  knees,  and 
made  his  way  into  the  pulpit,  they  say 
he  looked  as  if  he  had  been  gazing 
straight  into  the  face  of  God.  They  say 
that    before    he    opened    his    lips    to 


speak,  conviction  fell   upon   his  audi- 
ence.— 1.  Wilbur  Chapman. 

KINDS  OF  COURAGE 

Physical  courage,  which  despises  all 
danger,  will  make  a  man  brave  in  one 
way:  and  Moral  Courage  which  de- 
spises all  opinion,  will  make  a  man 
brave  in  another.  The  former  would 
seem  most  necessary  for  the  camp,  the 
latter  for  council;  but  to  constitute 
a  great  man,  both  are  necessary. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


NIGHT  VIGILS  AND  DAYS  OF  FASTING 

I  have  been  in  that  old  church  in 
lew  England  where  Jonathan  Ed- 
wards preached  his  great  sermon, 
Sinners  in  the  Hands  of  an  Angry 
}od."  He  had  a  little  manuscript 
/hich  he  held  up  so  close  to  his  face 
hat  they  couldn't  see  his  countenance, 
le  went  on  and  on,  the  people  in 
he  crowded  church  were  tremendous- 
7  moved.  One  man  sprang  to  his  feet, 
ushed  down  the  aisles  and  cried,  "Mr. 
Idwards,  have  mercy!"  Other  men 
aught  hold  of  the  backs  of  the  pews 
sst  they  should  slip  into  perdition.  I 
iave  seen  the  old  pillars  around  which 
hey  threw  their  arms  when  they 
hought  the  day  of  judgment  had 
awned  upon  them.  The  power  of  that 
ermon  is  still  felt  in  the  United 
itates  today.  But  there  is  a  bit  of  his- 
ary  behind  it. 

For  three  days,  Edwards  had  not 
aten  a  mouthful  of  food;  for  three 
ights,  he  had  not  closed  his  eyes  in 
leep.  Over  and  over  again,  he  had 
een  saying  to  God,  "Give  me  New 
Ingland!  Give  me  New  England!"  and 
rhen  he  rose  from  his  knees,  and 
lade  his  way  into  the  pulpit,  they 
ay  he  looked  as  if  he  had  been  gazing 
fcraight  into  the  face  of  God.  They  say 
hat  before  he  opened  his  lips  to  speak, 
onviction  fell  upon  his  audience. — 
.  Wilburn  Chapman. 


ROOM  FOR  ALL 

One  day  in  Madras,  an  old  man  who 
?as  carrying  a  heavy  burden  wished 
3  board  a  crowded  tram.  In  the  first 
eat  he  tried  to  enter  sat  a  high-caste 
[indu,  who  drawing  aside  his  white 
raperies,  said  scornfully:  "No  room 
ar  you  here!"  In  the  next,  a  fat  Mo- 
ammedan  repeated  the  same  words, 
/ith  a  toss  of  his  turban.  It  seemed 
npossible  to  get  a  seat,  when  a  Chris- 
ian  called  out:  "Come  here,  brother; 
oom  for  you  beside  me."  The  friend 
tretched  out  his  hand  to  help  with 
he  burden,  and  by  putting  his  little 
aughter  on  his  knee,  made  room  for 
he  traveler  to  sit  beside  him.  Another 
[indu  on  the  tram  was  so  struck  by 
his  incident  that  he  at  once  took 
teps  to  learn  more  of  Christianity, 
nd  presently  became  a  follower  of  the 
iOrd,  in  whose  arms  there  is  always 
oom  for  the  weary  and  heavy-laden. 
-Gospel   Gleaners. 

WHILE  EATING  FISH 

In  a  train,  a  man  who  did  not  be- 
leve  in  God  sat  down  next  to  a  min- 
ster. 

"You  are  a  minister,  are  you  not?" 
.e  said. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"You  look  it.  Preach  out  of  the  Bible 
on't  you?" 

"Of  course." 

"Find  a  good  many  things  in  the 
Id  book  hard  to  understand,  don't 
ou?" 

"Of  course." 

"Some  things." 

"Well,  what  do  you  do  then?" 

"Just  what  I  do  with  these  fish 
ones:  I  lay  them  aside,  even  if  other 
eople  are  foolish  enough  to  choke  on 
hem." — Sel. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

He  prayed  witfi  tears — 

"Dear  God,  make  me  a  man 

Like  Daddy — wise  and  strong; 

I  know  You  can." 

I  knelt  beside  his  bed, 

Confessed  my  sins, 

And  prayed  with  loiv-boived  head, 

"O  God,  make  me  a  child 

Like  my  child  here — 

Pure,  guileless, 

Trusting  Thee  with  faith  sincere." 

On  our  Home  Circle  page  each 
month,  we  are  trying  to  give  our  par- 
ents a  glimpse  into  some  things  that 
will  help  in  the  training  of  the  little 
ones  in  the  home.  Will  you  please  read 
this  page  carefully  each  month?  Re- 
member, Christians,  it  is  up  to  you  to 
help  make  your  neighborhood  a  better 
one  by  organizing  a  circle  in  your 
home.  God  will  reward  you  if  you  help 
others. 


THE  MODEL  CHURCH 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

who  did  not  believe  to  leave  the  room. 
So  many  unbelieving  people  standing 
around  hinders  God's  power  from 
working.  "Well,"  you  say,  "we  can  get 
people  to  the  altar  but  they  don't 
seem  to  be  able  to  pray  through." 
Perhaps  this  might  help. 

Now  I  am  not  criticizing  the  way 
our  altar  services  are  carried  on,  only 
in  a  constructive  way,  and  we  are  per- 
mitting you  also  to  have  your  opinions 
along  this  line.  I  have  talked  to  some 
of  our  leading  ministers  and  I  have 
not  found  one  who  does  not  agree  with 
me  that  our  method  of  altar  work 
could  be  improved.  Let  us  see.  The 
sermon  is  over  and  the  pastor  gives 
the  altar  call  and  invites  the  seekers 
to  the  altar.  Those  who  are  seeking 
salvation  and  those  seeking  the  deep- 
er experiences  all  are  invited  to  the 
same  altar.  Then  all  the  Christians  are 
invited  to  come  and  help  pray  them 
through.  They  come  sometimes  by  the 
hundreds  and  crowd  around  the  altar 
so  thickly  that  I  have  heard  the  seek- 
ers say,  "I  can't  stand  it  down  there,  I 
almost  smother."  If  I  were  building  a 
model  church,  I  would  do  differently. 
If  I  couldn't  have  a  prayer  room  like 


I  have  suggested,  I  would  choose  my 
altar  workers  and  train  them.  Some 
are  good  to  help  souls  through  to  sal- 
vation and  some  to  help  those  through 
to  the  deeper  experiences,  and  they 
need  to  be  in  different  places  at  the 
altar  so  they  may  be  instructed  ac- 
cording to  what  they  are  seeking. 

You  perhaps  have  heard  of  the  man 
Brother  Charles  Price  tells  about.  He 
arose  from  the  altar  one  day  and  said 
to  a  friend,  "What  am  I  to  do?  One 
man  slaps  me  on  the  back  and  says, 
'Hold  on,  brother,'  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes another  comes  along  and 
slaps  me  on  the  back  and  says,  'Turn 
loose,  brother.'  Now  what  am  I  to  do?" 
And  so  this  is  often  the  case  with  un- 
trained workers. 

I  remember  one  time  in  a  certain 
church  a  very  precious  little  friend  of 
mine  who  had  backslidden  was  at  the 
altar  praying.  After  the  service  I  went 
to  her  to  encourage  her  and  she  said, 
"It  just  seems  I  can't  get  back  to  the 
Lord."  The  next  night  she  went  to  the 
altar  again.  This  time  she  knelt  at  one 
end  of  the  altar  away  from  the  others, 
and  I  slipped  over  and  gave  her  some 
instructions.  In  only  a  few  moments 
she  was  shouting  the  victory.  Many 
come  into  our  midst  who  need  instruc- 
tion, and  often  they  go  away  unsaved 
because  they  do  not  get  it.  Sometimes 
just  a  verse  of  scripture  is  what  they 
need  to  give  them  light. 

Singing  around  the  altar  as  very  im- 
pressive. I  shall  never  forget  the 
beautiful  songs  they  sang  around  the 
altar  when  I  was  seeking  the  baptism 
with  the  Holy  Ghost.  Oh,  how  they 
would  touch  and  melt  my  heart  and 
give  me  a  desire  to  yield  my  all  to 
Him.  So  much  of  the  altar  work,  in 
some  churches  today,  is  so  noisy  that 
if  someone  should  feel  led  to  sing,  the 
seekers  could  not  hear  the  song. 

Good  songs  like  "Have  Thine  Own 
Way"  and  "Where  He  Leads  Me  I  Will 
Follow"  for  those  seeking  the  deeper 
experiences  will  many  times  help 
them  through  to  victory.  For  the 
backslider,  "Lord,  I'm  Coming  Home," 
or  for  the  unsaved,  "Jesus  Is  Tenderly 
Calling  Today."  While  these  beautiful 
songs  are  being  sung  around  the  altar, 
those  who  are  in  the  audience  will  be 
impressed  and  made  hungry  for  sal- 
vation also.  As  a  usual  thing,  we  be- 
lieve there  is  too  much  physical  effort 
among  those  who  are  working  at  the 
altar.  Paul  says  bodily  exercise  profit- 
eth  little.  Noise  is  not  power. 

One  time  a  man  said  to  me,  "I  al- 
most ruined  my  throat  last  night  at 
the  altar."  I  said,  "Well,  why  did  you 
do  it?"  He  said,  "I  felt  that  I  must  en- 
courage the  seekers  all  I  could."  I  be- 
lieve a  good  song  sung  softly  around 
the  altar  would  encourage  them  more. 
I  also  heard  a  beautiful  young  woman 
say  one  time,  "I  once  had  a  good  voice 
for  singing  but  ruined  it  working 
around  the  altar."  What  a  pity  and 
how  useless  it  seems  to  me.  Our  God 
is  not  a  deaf  God.  The  noise  that  a 
seeker  makes  when  he  is  praying 
through  to  victory  is  like  music  to  the 
ear,  and  the  shouts  that  come  from 
his  lips,  or  the  shouts  from  the  lips  of 
any  one  who  is  really  happy  in  the 
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Lord,  are  very  different  from  that 
made  in  the  flesh.  I  would  try  to  cor- 
rect this  in  my  altar  work  in  this 
model  church. 

In  speaking  to  one  of  our  ministers 
recently  along  this  line,  he  said,  "I  be- 
lieve in  just  what  you  are  talking 
about,  but  how  we  can  ever  get  it  over 
to  some  people  without  offending 
them,  I  would  not  know." 

This  model  church  would  have  good, 
spiritual  men  as  ushers  and  they 
would  greet  everyone  as  he  came  and 
make  him  feel  at  home.  Friendliness 
is  one  of  the  best  ways  to  win  the 
world  to  Christ,  and  everyone  should 
be  friendly.  This  is  one  way  we  all 
can  serve. 

In  my  model  Sunday  School,  I  would 
select  teachers  who  would  become  real 
pastors  to  their  classes  and  visit  in 
every  home  represented  in  the  class. 
Teaching  the  class  on  Sunday  is  a 
small  part  of  the  work  of  a  Sunday 
School  teacher.  This  should  be  advo- 
cated in  our  Sunday  School  training 
classes. 

In  this  model  church,  I  would  make 
our  Y.  P.  E.  a  real  training  school.  At 
least  one  night  of  each,  week  should 
be  given  to  study.  God  is  sending 
these  boys  and  girls  to  us  to  train. 
Many  of  them  do  not  have  a  chance 
to  go  to  school.  Some  must  work  to 
support  dependents.  Great  evangelis- 
tic meetings  are  being  held  and  we  are 
getting  them  saved,  and  the  same 
Bible  that  says,  "Ye  must  be  born 
again,  also  says,  "Study  to  shew  thy- 
self approved  unto  God,"  and  these 
young  people  will  never  be  able  to  en- 
ter into  study  as  they  should  unless 
they  are  directed.  Try  it  sometime 
in  your  Y.  P.  E.  and  see  how  much 
your  boys  and  girls  know  about  the 
Bible.  Have  a  Bible-verse  shower  and 
see  how  much  scripture  they  know. 
Expression  should  be  taught  in  these 
classes  so  that  our  boys  and  girls  can 
read  and  be  understood.  They  need  to 
know  how  to  read  poems  and  get  the 
meaning.  Classes  in  music  are  needed. 
I'd  insist  on  a  class  in  personal  evan- 
gelism, that  they  might  go  out  with 
wisdom  to  win  souls  for  Christ.  So 
much  precious  time  is  being  wasted 
among  our  young  people.  The  Y.  P.  E. 
should  be  a  training  school  on  the 
field.  Every  boy  and  girl  cannot  go  to 
Bible  School,  but  they  can  study  at 
home.  Not  all  would  be  interested  in 
study,  but  those  who  are  interested 
should  have  a  chance. 

In  this  model  church,  I  would  not 
want  any  of  the  jazz  music.  I  would 
ask  that  the  music  be  such  that 
people  could  understand  the  words 
and  digest  them.  And  I  would  have 
song  book  racks  on  the  backs  of  the 
seats  and  song  books  for  everyone  in 
the  congregation,  so  he  could  help 
with  the  singing. 

In  this  model  church,  I  would  have 
a  nursery  where  mothers  could  bring 
their  babies  to  church  and  enjoy  the 
service. 

In  this  church,  we  would  not  show 
partiality.  The  rich  and  the  poor 
would  meet  on  a  common  level.  That 
is  what  the  reality  of  the  gospel  will 
do  for  people  anyway. 
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Of  course,  it  is  understood  that  a 
model  church  would  be  evangelistic. 
A  church  without  the  burden  for  souls 
would  not  be  a  church  in  my  estima- 
tion. So  we  want  evangelism  to  stand 
out  in  bold  letters  all  through  this 
article. 

Now  I  have  tried  to  make  myself 
clear  to  my  readers,  and  if  I  have 
failed  I  am  sure  God  understands  and 
I  trust  He  will  reveal  to  you  just  what 
I  am  trying  to  say.  I  would  not  cause 
anyone  to  quench  the  Spirit  for  all  the 
world,  for  it  is  the  power  of  God  and 
the  beautiful  manifestation  of  His 
Spirit  that  is  needed  in  the  world  to- 
day, to  pierce  through  the  dark  clouds 
of  doubt  and  unbelief  and  get  this 
gospel  to  the  people  who  are  starving 
for  salvation.  We  only  hope  we  may 
discern  between  the  Spirit  and  the 
flesh. 


COALS  OF  FIRE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

together  in  this  very  town,  in  those 
far-away  years  of  which  even  Mother 
knew  no  more  than  they  themselves. 
And  then,  laying  the  precious  Bible 
carefully  aside,  Mrs.  Clarkson  showed 
them  some  of  the  hoarded  treasures 
of  her  youth,  and  among  them,  in  a 
little  velvet  case,  v/as  a  quaint,  won- 
derful picture  of  Grandma  herself, 
taken  on  glass  and  colored.  The  chil- 
dren gazed  at  it  in  awed  astonish- 
ment. Was  it  possible  that  Grandma, 
whom  they  remembered  as  a  stately 
old  lady  with  snow-white  hair,  could 
ever  have  looked  like  this  brown- 
haired,  rosy-cheeked  girl,  with  the 
prim  silk  dress? 

To  their  delight,  Mrs.  Clarkson  said 
they  might  carry  the  picture  home  to 
show  to  Mother;  and  away  they  went, 
with  flying  feet,  while  the  old  lady 
watched  them  from  the  window,  with 
a  softened  look  upon  her  face. 

"Well,  your  experiment  worked  out 
finely,  Miss  Helen,"  said  Miss  Sim- 
mons smilingly,  a  day  or  two  later. 
"Those  coals  of  fire  seem  to  have 
warmed  Mrs.  Clarkson  up  consider- 
ably. Hasn't  felt  so  light-hearted  in 
years,  she  told  me  this  morning,  and 
she  certainly  seems  a  lot  happier.  She 
isn't  anything  as  cranky,  either." 

Helen  smiled  happily. 

"I   guess   Grandma's   Bible   was  all 

she  needed,  Miss  Simmons,"  she  said. 

— Gospel  Herald. 


MARCH   PRIZE  WINNER 

Charles  Boling,  Greenville,  S.  C,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

NOTE:  In  order  to  qualify  for  win- 
ning the  prize  of  $5  in  any  one  month, 
you  must  sell  the  most  papers  and 
have  your  money  in  on  time.  The  due 
date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is  the 
20th  of  each  month.  For  instance,  the 
money  for  April  papers  must  be  in  the 
office  by  April  20. 

MARCH  HONOR  ROLL 

J.  L.  Barfield,  S.  Greenwood,  S.  C. 


Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Harold  Cato,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 
Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C 

LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  th( 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  fo; 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  ir 
Service  for  March. 

Illinois    $4.51 

Missouri  4.2( 

Michigan  2.0( 

Delaware — 1.0( 

Georgia    1.0( 

Texas    1.0< 


$13.7( 
Requests  are  still  coming  in  for  u: 
to  send  papers  to  the  army  hospital: 
and  camps.  Remember,  many  boys  an 
still  in  service  and  they  need  the  pa- 
per! 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 
FOR  MARCH 

Sold  for 

March  Tota 

Alabama  ..                     2,160  15,43' 

Alaska  2  1 

Arizona   307  1,97: 

Arkansas                           829  4,67 

California  900  5,61 

Canada  ..                          381  2,06' 

Colorado                               20  151 

Connecticut  4  71 

Delaware                            138  81( 

Florida    .                         2,632  18,68! 

Foreign                               235  3,24! 

Georgia  _.                        4,943  37,00' 

Idaho  96  63: 

Illinois                             2,062  12,08: 

Indiana                             721  4,88 

Iowa                                   222  1,57 

Kansas    ....            __       431  2,431 

Kentucky                        2,720  17,19 

Louisiana                __        339  3,08! 

Maine                                  397  2,79: 

Massachusetts                    26  32! 

Maryland                         1,131  8.22 

Michigan                            921  6,17: 

Minnesota                            77  47( 

Mississippi   .           ..._.        928  6,655 

Missouri                              753  6,51 

Montana  _             .__        214  1,44! 

Nebraska                             19  45i| 

Nevada                                   2  1 

New  Hampshire  5  51] 

New  Jersey                       219  1,323 

New  Mexico  ..        .....        198  1,43( 

New  York                            32  58( 

North  Carolina  ..          6,391  37,60: 

North  Dakota  ..    .....        203  1,63! 

Ohio                                   2,688  20,54' 

Oklahoma        .... 448  3,40: 

Oregon    180  1,29' 

Pennsylvania 678  5,15' 

South  Carolina    7,795  54,35' 

South  Dakota  349  2,18: 

Tennessee 4,363  27,45! 

Texas  __..     1,910  13,24' 

Virginia    1,902  12,28( 

Washington  292  1,97( 

Washington,  D.  C.  ..         81  50' 

West  Virginia  2,552  18,30' 

Wisconsin  .....                     41  39' 

Wyoming                              1  2' 

53,938  368,47- 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


Bible  Training  School  and  College 


WHAT  WILL  BE  HER  FATE? 

Murphy  was  founded  by  the  citizens 
of  Sevier  County  and  named  in 
honor  of  Colonel  James  Murphy,  who 
was  one  of  its  original  promoters  and 
most  liberal  benefactors.  In  1922, 
some  brick  masons  began  her  con- 
struction, and  one  year  later  she  was 
completed  and  ready  for  student  habi- 
tation. 

My  imagination  leads  me  to  believe 
that  Murphy's  heart  was  overjoyed  by 
•the  thought  of  coeds  tramping  over 
her  campus  and  entering  into  her  halls 
and  rooms.  When  the  students  entered 
and  began  to  work  with  the  school. 
Murphy  willingly  bore  the  burden  of 
the  cold,  snowy  winters.  She  never 
complained  of  the  hard  life,  as  year 
by  year  her  students  came  and  went. 
That  type  of  life  Murphy  enjoyed  un- 
til the  great  catastrophe  occurred 
twelve  years  after  her  completion. 

Murphy's  masters  had  a  financial 
disaster  in  the  year  of  1935  and  were 
forced  to  close  her  doors,  which  were 
barred  with  huge  irons  and  locks.  She 
was  completely  deserted  for  four  years, 
being  left  to  the  bats,  mice,  and  all 
manner  of  crawling  creatures,  to  make 
themselves  a  home.  An  old  professor 
of  Murphy  said,  "Many  times  I  passed 
this  school  and  saw  hundreds  of  brok- 
en windowpanes,  that  were  broken  by 
illiterate  boys  of  Sevierville.  The  cam- 
pus was  left  unattended  to  grow  up 
in  briars  and  numerous  other  kinds  of 
bushes."  Nevertheless,  Murphy  sur- 
vived these  physical  hardships  which 
caused  her  to  live  a  forsaken  life  in 
loneliness. 

The  school  was  purchased  by  the 
Church  of  God  in  1938  and  given  her 
new  name,  Bible  Training  School  and 
College.  Again  the  heart  of  a  once 
proud  and  stately  institution  was  to  be 
revived  as  the  workmen  cut  away  the 
unruly  bushes  that  blocked  her  en- 
trance, and  coeds  once  more  tramped 
over  her  campus. 

To  live  in  this  new-found  happiness 
would  fill  her  with  lifelong  content- 
ment; however,  this  cannot  be,  for  she 
is  approaching  another  desertion.  My! 
How  she  must     be  grieved     with  su- 
spense! I  can  almost  hear  her  saying, 
I  have  no  state  of  inborn  hate, 
For  those  who  wish  my  end. 
Yet  still  they  prate  about  my  fate, 
And  fortunes  to  distend. 

Let,  us,  since  we  are  Christians  and 
her  last  students,  breathe  a  prayer 
that  she  will  be  bought  by  religious 
buyers.  If  she  is  bought  by  devout  men, 
then  maybe  she  will  have  the  happi- 
ness and  contentment  that  she  de- 
sires.— William    (Buck)    Pratt. 


OPERETTA  GREAT  SUCCESS 

The  Glee  Club,  under  the  direction 
of  Mrs.  Mary  E.  Powell  and  Mrs.  Mary 
E.  Green,  dramatic  director,  presented 
one  of  the  most  outstanding  musical 
programs  of  its  kind  in  the  history  of 
the  School — "The  Gypsy  Rover,"  by 
Dodge. 


The  leading  characters  included 
Calvin  Newton,  "The  Gypsy  Rover"  and 
hero  of  the  play,  and  Rosemary  Bunts, 
the  heroine,  who  played  as  Lady  Con- 
stance, the  Gypsy's  lover.  Katherine 
Sinclair  played  perfectly  the  part  of 
an  old  gypsy  woman;  Tiny  Newton 
belle  of  the  gypsy  camp;  Peter  Shaida, 
the  old  gypsy  woman's  husband;  Hom- 
er Boatman,  a  young  gypsy  robber; 
Lord  Craven,  an  English  gentleman, 
expertly  played  by  Leon  Donovan; 
Lady  Constance's  father,  portrayed 
by  L.  A.  Davis;  Nina,  his  other  daugh- 
ter, played  by  Erline  Wingate;  Gene 
Harper,  a  captain  in  the  English 
Army;  Don  Aultman,  a  social  butter- 
fly; Morris  Riggs,  a  song  publisher  of 
London;  and  Nathaniel  Jones,  butler. 

The  other  members  of  the  Glee 
Club  furnished  beautiful  choral  music 
throughout  the  operetta. 

"The  Gypsy  Rover"  will  be  among 
the  pleasant  memories  of  all  who  at- 
tended. 


THE  VETERANS  GOSPEL  BAND 

The  Veterans  Gospel  Band  was  first 
organized  at  the  beginning  of  school 
last  year.  This  year,  a  bigger  and  bet- 
ter Gospel  Band  was  effected,  and  the 
following  were  elected  to  serve  as  of- 
ficers: 

President,  D.  L.  Baker 
Vice-President,  Muriel  Aikens 
Secretary-Treasurer,  Vance  West 
Corresponding  Secretary,  Chas.  Starks 

Both  the  president  and  the  vice- 
president  are  veterans  of  foreign  wars. 
Altogether,  there  are  about  sixty  mem- 
bers of  the  Band. 

The  Veterans  Gospel  Band  is  just 
what  its  name  implies.  The  veterans 
go  to  different  places  on  week  ends 
and  preach  the  gospel.  The  offerings 
are  used  to  help  students  here  in 
school  who  are  having  a  hard  time 
staying.  One  fine  Christian  girl,  whom 
we  are  putting  through  school,  was 
disclaimed  by  her  own  mother  when 
she  received  salvation.  We  feel  that 
such  students  are  worthy  of  our  help. 

Pray  for  us,  that  we  may  be  a  bet- 
ter blessing  to  our  fellow  men. — D.  L. 
Baker,  President. 


KNOXVILLE   MUSICIANS   GIVE 
CONCERT  HERE 

A  most  entertaining  musical  pro- 
gram was  presented  March  1  at  8:00 
p.m.  in  the  B.  T.  S.  auditorium  by 
some  Knoxville  musicians.  Mr.  Robert 
Swatts,  basso-cantata,  sang  several 
selections  by  famous  composers,  such 
as  Tchaikowsky  and  Rubinstein.  He 
also  sang  several  numbers  in  German. 

Several  numbers  were  rendered  by 
the  string  quartet  of  Knoxville  Sym- 
phony Orchestra,  which  was  com- 
posed of  the  following:  Virginia  T. 
Raulston,  violin;  John  C.  Voorhees, 
viola;  Mildred  Manning,  violin;  and 
Miles  Manning,  violincello. 

Mr.  Frank  Nelson,  one  of  Knoxville's 


most  outstanding  pianists,  rendered 
several  piano  solos.  He  also  accom- 
panied Mr.  Swatts  in  his  singing. 

After  the  musical  program,  techni- 
color and  sound-motion  pictures  of 
Mexico  were  shown  through  the  cour- 
tesy of  the  Frank  L.  Rouser  Company, 
of  Knoxville. 

Following  the  program,  Miss  Myers 
honored  the  guests  with  a  reception 
in  the  cafeteria.  Members  of  the  fac- 
ulty attended. 


B.T.S.    HAS    REVIVAL 

Rev.  E.  H.  Miles,  state  youth  director 
of  Virginia,  began  a  revival  Sunday, 
March  16.  Everyone  was  greatly 
blessed. 

Reverend  Miles  was  born  September 
29,  1919,  in  Marietta,  Georgia.  At  a 
very  early  age,  his  family  moved  to 
Atlanta,  where  he  attended  grammar 
schools  and  graduated  from  junior 
high.  With  the  exception  of  one  quar- 
ter spent  in  night  schools,  the  re- 
mainder of  his  education  he  received 
through  self-application. 

Reverend  Miles  was  converted  in 
September,  1939,  and  joined  a  nominal 
church  in  Atlanta,  where  he  was  ac- 
tive in  Sunday  School  and  youth 
work. 

This  year,  Reverend  Miles  is  youth 
director  of  Virginia.  The  work  there 
has  progressed  to  the  extent  that 
they  are  now  in  Group  B,  fourth  place 
in  the  Nation  for  coupons  sent  to  the 
Orphanage,  and  going  to  second  place 
this  month  for  Home  Departments 
organized. 

His  first  impression  of  the  school 
was  that  it  was  a  place  of  consecrated 
efforts,  where  students  were  eagerly 
and  sincerely  applying  themselves  to 
have  a  more  fruitful  ministry.  He  es- 
pecially commented  on  the  grand  uni- 
ty among  the  faculty  and  student 
body. 


COLLEGE  MEETS 

College  meetings  have  been  educa- 
tional as  well  as  entertaining.  At  the 
meeting,  February  25,  1947,  two  films 
on  "Finding  Your  Lifework"  and  "The 
University  of  Tennessee  and  Its 
Work"  were  shown  for  the  college 
group  and  any  other  students  who 
cared  to  attend. 

At  the  meeting,  March  11,  the 
"Campus  Hi-Lites  Quartet,"  consist- 
ing of  Mary  Ellen  Ringo,  Weita  Jo 
Wallace,  Gene  Harper  and  Vernon 
Harmeson,  sang.  We  hope  to  hear 
them  again  soon. 

The  guest  speaker  of  the  evening 
was  Brother  Tapley.  He  delivered  an 
inspirational  and  informative  address 
on  "College  Life."  Major  and  minor 
courses  were  discussed.  He  pointed  out 
what  seminaries  expect  of  ministerial 
students.  Brother  Tapley  also  men- 
tioned the  fact  that  there  is  a  great 
need  for  science  and  speech  teachers 
in  the  South.  After  his  lecture,  the 
meeting  was  opened  for  questions.  The 
college  group  greatly  appreciated 
Brother  Tapley's  being  with  them  and 
are  willing  and  ready  to  take  such 
noble  advice. 


\g> 


The    morning-glories    grew 
So    thickly    that   scarcely    a    sunbeam 
Could    contrive    to    struggle    through. 


*k    Or* 


"By   the  well   in    the   garden    corner 

A     hop-vine     spread     the     shade, 
And    poppies   danced    when    the   winds    blew, 

In    silken    gcwns    arrayed. 
And    I    used    to    think,    I    remember, 

That  the  cricket  chirped   a  tune 
For  the  poppy  maids  to  dance  by 

In    the   moonlit    nights  of  June. 


p 


TO 


"Lilacs  grew  by  the  doorway 

So  tall  that  they  touched  the  eaves, 
And  the   moon   made  flickering  shadows 

On   the   floor  thro'   their   wind-stirred 
leaves. 
And   sometimes   I    heard    them   tapping 

At   the   pane   at   dead   of    night. 
And  fancied  they  said,  'Let  us  in,  lad,' 

And   covered    my    head    in    fright! 


"Oh,  I  want  to  go  back  to  the  old  home 

And    sit    by    my    mother's    knee 
And  forget  the  long,  long  years  between. 

Oh,  for  a  poppy  blossom 

Out    of    the    garden    old. 
To  weave  the  spell   about  me 

That    lurked    in    its    silken    fold! 


^§^ 


"I   want  to  go   back   to  the  old   home, 

Though    I    know   they   have   gone   away 
Who   lived  and   loved   in  the  old  time — 

But    were    I    there   today 
I    could   dream   them   back   to   the   hearth- 
stone, 

I  could  see  my  mother's  face. 
And  forget  my   homesick   longings 

In   the   peace  of   the   dear   old   place." 


I 

| 


-God's  Revivalist  and  Bible  Advocate. 


DEDICATED  TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


Vol.  18 


JUNE,  1947 


No.  6 


Ligh 


and    tem- 
blow   wild 


heat    and    thunder- 
winter's     sleet     and 


ithouse 

JEAN    LEATHERS    PHILLIPS 
He    who    would    keep    a    lighthouse 

above  a  pounding  sea 
Where    breakers    crash 

pests   roll    and   winds 

and  free 
Must      leave      the      city's      peopled 

haunts,     the     valleys     warm     and 

bright, 
And  live  high  on  the  rugged  rocks 

that  he  may  tend  the  light. 
All    through    the    springtime's    gales 

and    squalls,    the    autumn's    fierc- 
est blow, 
The    summer's 

storms,     the 

snow, 
Not    for    one    hour    lest    ships    and 

lives  be  lost  out  in  the  night, 
May  the  keeper  of  a  lighthouse  let 

fail  the  guiding  light. 
God,     let     me     keep     a     lighthouse 

above  the  Sea  of  life 
Where   roll   the   waves   of  hate   and 

greed   and    bitter   woe   and   strife. 
The     pleasant     vales     of     ease     and 

rest,   oh,   let   me   pass   them    by, 
And    set    me    toward    a    lighthouse 

between  the  rocks  and  sky, 
A      lighthouse      in      whose      steady 
beams  the  light  of  love  may  burn 
Which   seamen  on  life's  journeyings 

may   see  and   homeward   turn, 
For   storms    break  swift   on   smil 

seas  and  quickly  strikes  the  gale. 
God,   let   me  keep   a   lighthoue   that 
for  no  hour  may  fail. 


fSftW^ 
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Psalm  119: 10 L 
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THE  EDITOR'S   MESSAGE 


MY  PRAYER 

Oh,  make  me,  Lord,  so  much  like  Thee; 

My  life  controlled  by  power  divine, 
That  I  a  shining  light  may  be, 

From   which    Thy   grace   may   ever 
shine; 
And  by  Thy  Spirit  led  each  day 

To  use  my  lips,  my  hands,  my  feet, 
Some  souls  I'd  bless,  some  heart  I'd 
cheer, 

And  shed  around  a  fragrance  sweet. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

This  little  verse,  written  by  W.  Robertson,  is  my  desire. 
Is  it  yours?  As  you  read  it  will  you  make  it  a  prayer?  Jesus 
says,  "Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men,  that  they  may 
see  your  good  works  and  glorify  your  Father  which  is  in 
heaven,"  Matt.  5:16. 

One  night,  a  man  took  a  little  candle  out  of  a  drawer  and 
lighted  it,  and  began  to  climb  a  long,  winding  stair.  "Where 
are  you  going?"  asked  the  little  candle. 

"Away  high  up,"  said  the  man,  "higher  than  the  top  of 
the  house  where  we  sleep." 

"And  what  are  we  going  to  do  up  there?"  said  the  candle. 

"We  are  going  to  show  the  ships  out  at  sea  where  the 
harbor  is,"  said  the  man,  "for  we  stand  right  here  at  the 
entrance  of  the  harbor,  and  some  ships  far  out  on  the 
stormy  sea  might  be  looking  for  our  light  even  now." 

"Alas,  no  ship  could  ever  see  my  light,"  said  the  candle, 
"for  it  is  so  very  small." 

"If  your  light  is  small,"  said  the  man,  "keep  it  burning, 
and  leave  the  rest  to  me." 

When  the  man  got  to  the  lighthouse,  he  took  the  little 
candle  and  with  it  lighted  the  great  lamps  that  stood  ready 
with  their  polished  reflectors  behind  them. 

"Oh,  oh,"  said  the  little  candle,  "if  I  had  not  kept  my 
light  burning  the  big  lamps  would  never  have  been  lighted 
when  we  came  up  here,  would  they?" 

The  lighthouse-keeper  smiled  and  all  he  said  was,  "Little 
candles  never  know  when  they're  going  to  be  needed.  That 
is  why  they  must  keep  their  lights  bright  and  burning, 
and  be  ready  to  help  when  called  upon." 

This  is  only  a  simple  story,  but  what 
profound  truth  we  are  able  to  recog- 
nize. Ofttimes  the  devil  comes  to  us 
and  attempts  to  get  us  wondering  if 
there  is  any  use  in  our  living  a  life  of 
separation  from  the  world  and  sin,  of 
keeping  our  lamps  trimmed  and  burn- 
ing. He  has  us  thinking,  "It  is  all  right 
for  So-and-So;  he  is  the  Y.P.E.  presi- 
dent, or  she  is  a  Sunday  School  teach- 
er, but  I  don't  seem  to  have  anything 
special  to  do."  Let  us  not  be  weary  in 
welldoing;  perhaps  a  short  way  down 
the  road  of  life  God  has  a  plan  to 
execute  which  can  be  performed  only 
if  we  are  wholeheartedly  yielded  to 
Him.  Perhaps  there  is  a  single  soul 
who  will  be  attracted  by  our  steady 
glow,  and  having  received  a  spark  of 
faith,  hope,  or  charity  from  our  little 
candle,  will  get  on  fire  for  God  and  be 
a  tremendous  blessing  to  the  cause  of 
God  with  talents  which  we  do  not  pos- 
sess. 

Yes,  ours  may  be  only  a  small  cor- 
ner and  may  not  attract  much  glory 
to  ourselves,  but  if  we  faithfully  shine 
in  that  corner,  it  will  bring  glory  to 
God  here  below  and  ourselves  a  re- 
ward in  that  home  on  high. 


SHINE  OUT   FOR  JESUS 
WHERE  YOU  ARE 

Why    repine    because    you    cannot   fill    some 

place  on  earth 
Where  your  name  will  be  made  known  afar? 
Be  content  whatever  be  your  rank  or  birth; 
Shine  out  for  Jesus  where  you  are. 

There   are    many   great   lights   shining    midst 

the  city's  throng. 
While  yours  seems  to  be  a  little  star; 
If    you    cannot    charm    and    win    by    word    or 

song. 
Shine  out  for  Jesus  where  you  are. 

Do  not  sit  with  folded  hands  when  there  is 

much  to  do; 
Walk  right  in  the  nearest  door  ajar. 
There   is   someone   waiting   for  a   word   from 

you; 
Shine  out  for  Jesus  where  you  are. 


It   is   only  those  who  do   the   little   things   in 

life 
Who  some  day   will   shed   their   beams   afar, 
So  then  try  to  help  those  who  have  grief  and 

strife; 
Shine  out  for  Jesus  where  you  are. 


"/  cannot  do  great  things  for  Him 

Who  did  so  much  for  me, 
But  I  should  like  to  show  my  love, 

Dear  Jesus,  unto  Thee; 
Faithful  in  very  little  things, 

O  Savior,  may  I  be." 

A  certain  young  lady  was  a  clerk  in  a  ten-cent  store 
beautiful  girl  with  a  good  Christian  experience.  She  tiac 
worked  in  the  store  for  over  a  year  and  was  friendly,  lov 
irtg,  and  kind.  Everyone  in  the  store  knew  where  she  stooc 
on  all  vital  lines  of  living  and  knew  that  she  could  not  b( 
moved  by  persuasion  or  threats.  The  other  girls  had  teasec 
her  often  to  paint  and  fix  herself  up  as  they  did,  but  sh< 
steadfastly  refused. 

One  day,  they  framed  up  on  her  and  caught  her  in  th< 
rest  room,  held  her,  painted  her  lips,  blackened  her  eye 
brows,  and  otherwise  fixed  her  with  make-up.  She  took  i1 
good-naturedly,  washed  it  off,  and  went  on  sweetly. 

There  came  an  evangelist  to  the  church  to  which  thi 
girl  belonged.  She  invited  one  of  the  girls  to  the  service 
several  times,  and  finally  succeeded  in  getting  the  frienc 
to  attend.  At  the  close  of  the  service,  she  humbly  knell 
before  the  Lord  and  became  a  Christian.  This  friend  tolc 
later  that  she  heard  but  very  little  of  the  preacher's  mes 
sage,  but  the  life  and  kindness  and  goodness  of  this  Chris 
tian  girl  stood  out  so  boldly  before  her  that  she  felt  com- 
pelled to  give  her  heart  to  God.  In  being  true  to  God,  this 
Christian  young  lady  had  preached  a  sermon  severa! 
months  long,  and  even  louder  and  more  effective  than  anj 
the  preacher  could  have  preached. 

And  will  you  permit  this  humble  scribe  to  make  a  com- 
ment or  two?  First,  let  us  notice  that  living  is  one  of  tht 
greatest  weapons  the  Christian  has  to  the  tearing  dowr 
of  the  enemy's  strongholds  in  the  lives  of  others.  It  is 
every  day,  in  and  out,  what  we  are,  seen  of  others,  thai 
cannot  be  denied. 

Jesus  in  a  life  means  so  much.  His  own  personal  contm 
over  a  person's  acts  and  heart  starts  thought-waves  to  go- 
ing that  travel  while  we  sleep  and  while  others  preach 
If  every  preacher  in  every  church  had  one-half  a  dozer 
good-living  real  Christian  young  people  upon  whom  God 
could  depend  under  any  circumstance,  none  need  fear  foi 
the  balance  of  the  youth  of  America.  Their  living  and 
prayers  would  stir  a  lifeless  ministry  and  then  every  ser-l 
mon  would  be  carried  to  the  hearts  of  a  multitude  of  other| 
young  people  over  the  life-waves  of  these  devoted  ones 
Let  us  not  fail  Him  who  was  youth's  greatest  Champiorl 
and  who  died  that  we  might  live  tc 
the  fullest. 

In  Burma,  there  is  a  boy  who  sells 
newspapers.  Every  morning  he  jumps 
on  the  cars  to  secure  customers,  and 
he  eagerly  watches  for  a  missionary 
who  travels  daily  on  the  car  to  the 
headquarters.  Would  you  like  to  know) 
why  he  watches  for  that  particular 
face?  It  is  not  because  the  missionary 
is  a  regular  customer,  but,  one  morn 
ing,  seeing  the  boy  half  starved,  thin, 
and  unclothed  save  for  a  little  piece 
of  rag  wrapped  around  him,  and  feel- 
ing sorry  for  him,  he  smiled  and  said 
"Well,  my  boy,  where  do  you  live?" 
Every  morning  after  that  the  boy 
looked  for  him,  and  ran  along  to  the 
stopping  place,  where  he  alighted,  and 
carried  his  bag. 

"You  don't  know  me,  do  you?"  he 
asked.  "Up  until  last  week  you  had 
never  seen  me." 

"No,  White  Teacher,"  replied  the 
boy.  "But  the  first  time  you  did  see 
me,  you  looked  at  me  and  called  me 
'my  boy.'  You  see,  until  then  I  was  no 
one's  boy.  Now  I  am  yours,  and  I  want 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


Of  OXew  Song 
On  JHij  uteart 


By  Grace  Boreler  Allen 

"And  He  hath  put  a  new  song  in 
my  mouth,"  we  read  in  senior  English. 
I  found  my  song  in  the  traction  de- 
pot as  I  waited  for  a  car.  It  changed 
my  whole  life. 

Of  course,  I  could  have  read  and 
forgot;  I  could  have  stared  from  the 
window  at  the  passers;  I  might  have 
spent  sixty  minutes  shopping  in  the 
five-and-ten-cent  store.  I  might  have 
done  a  dozen  silly  things,  but  when 
I  read  from  a  dingy  blue  magazine 
the  song  so  different  from  one  I  had 
heard  all  my  life,  actually  I  caught 
my  breath. 

You  see,  at  our  house,  Black  Mandy 
was  always  reminding,  "Sing  before 
breakfast,  you'll  cry  before  night." 
We  children  heard  it  so  much  that 
actually  if  we  sang  before  breakfast, 
we  looked  for  trouble.  Mandy  looked 
after  us  when  she  was  not  sweeping 
or  washing  or  cooking  or  answering 
the  door  "foh  de  doctah";  our  father 
was  Doctor  Armstrong.  Mandy,  too, 
waited  on  Mother,  who  was  ill,  and 
she  not  only  said  the  lines  to  us  once, 
she  repeated  them  over  and  over.  If 
we  happened  to  sing  as  we  dressed; 
if  we  were  having  a  picnic  splashing 
about  in  the  bathtub  and  singing  at 
the  top  of  our  voices,  "I  Want  to  Be 
an  Angel"  or  "America,"  or  something 
to  match  our  mood,  Mandy  would 
hurry  to  find  us.  She  would  stick  her 
black  face  in  the  door.  Her  eyes 
looked  as  big  and  white  as  saucers. 
She  would  shake  her  woolly  head  de- 
spairingly : 

"Honey  Chile,  what  does  you  mean 
singin'  'fore  breakfus'!"  She  would 
sigh  again.  "Somethin  is  gwine  to 
make  you  cry  afore  night." 

It  did.  When  we  were  little  we 
stubbed  our  toes  or  skinned  our  knees 
or  had  the  colic.  Mandy 's  prophecy 
stuck  in  our  subconscious  mind  long 
before  we  knew  that  we  had  one.  In 
high  school,  practicing  for  the  class 
play,  it  was  even  worse.  Once  I  ex- 
plained to  Miss  Reynolds,  the  dramat- 
ics teacher.  I  said  I  was  not  supersti- 
tious, but  that  I'd  heard  Mandy  say 
it  so  many  times,  that  looking  for 
trouble  had  become  a  habit.  Happy 
letters  and  gifts  and  surprises  were 
taken  as  a  matter  of  course.  I  was  so 
busy  looking  for  something  to  cry 
over  that  I  didn't  really  enjoy  any- 
thing. 

Even  when  I  was  a  senior,  it  was 
hard  to  keep  from  bawling  before  the 
whole  class  when  I  couldn't  give  a 
"feed"  as  the  others  had  done.  I  had 
to  bite  my  lips  to  keep  back  the  sobs; 
but  the  day  I  went  to  Springfield  I 
really  looked  for  a  happy  day.  I  was 
to  buy  my  dress  for  the  junior-senior 


banquet,  commencement,  and  the 
baccalaureate  sermon.  I  was  to  have 
hat,  shoes,  hose,  gloves  and  the  doz- 
ens of  other  little  things  that  every 
girl  wants.  I  told  Father  I  would  need 
at  least  twenty-five  dollars.  He  said 
I  should  have  it;  that  made  me  happy 
for  always  he  kept  his  promises.  I 
got  up  early  that  morning.  It  was 
sixteen  miles  from  Ridgeway  to  the 
traction  station.  Dad  was  to  take  me 
in  the  car.  It  made  me  happy  to  be 
alone  with  him.  Our  talks  were  very 
few;  he  was  always  busy.  I  was  happy 
to  go  alone.  I  wanted  to  prove  that 
I  could  shop  economically  and  taste- 
fully. Hadn't  I  studied  it  in  domestic 
art? 

When  the  alarm  clock  rang,  I 
slipped  from  bed  and  ran  to  the 
bathroom.  I  sang  as  I  bathed.  I  sang 
as  I  brushed  my  teeth  before  the 
mirror.  I  was  singing,  "We're  bound 
to  win,  no  matter  what's  before  us," 
when  Mandy  stuck  her  kindly  old 
black  face  into  the  room.  This  time 
her  white  eyes  seemed  as  big  as  meat 
platters.  She  looked  so  shocked  and 
grieved.  Knowing  just  what  she  would 
say,  I  was  so  scared  that  my  heart 
dropped  clear  to  the  toes  of  my  old 
red  bedroom  slippers  which  I  still 
wore  on  cool  mornings. 

"Honey  chile,  is  yoh  forgot  entire- 
ly?" she  chided. 

I  answered  almost  savagely,  "I  wish 
I  could  forget.  You're  horrid.  You've 
spoiled  my  day."  I  broke  out  into 
tears  and  in  the  midst  of  them,  the 
thought  came,  the  prophecy  had  been 
fulfilled.  I  HAD  cried.  I  turned  gaily 
on  her. 

"I  did  cry.  It's  over.  I  hope  you  are 
satisfied.  I  am." 

But  really  I  was  not.  In  my  own 
heart  I  was  as  sure  that  trouble  would 
come,  as  if  it  were  before  me.  It 
came  before  we  got  to  Minton.  Dad 
stopped  at  the  Hungry  Harrisons, 
folks  called  them.  They  were  always 
poor,  always  broke,  always  expecting 


a  legacy  which  never  came.  We  had 
gotten  tired  of  listening  to  their  ex- 
pectations. To  my  knowledge,  they 
had  not  paid  Dad  for  over  five  years. 
He  said  he  had  been  there  nearly  all 
night.  A  nice  little  boy  had  arrived, 
he  told  me.  There  were  six  now.  When 
Dad  began  slowing  up,  I  knew  just 
what  would  happen.  He  said  he'd  be 
back  soon.  He  stayed  a  long  time. 
When  he  came  out,  his  face  was  very 
grave.  I  saw  him  shutting  his  worn 
wallet  and  knew  just  what  had  hap- 
pened. Slowly  he  got  into  the  car. 

"Some  folks  never  learn  how  to 
care  for  themselves — they  had  to 
have  food,  no  one  would  trust  them — " 
his  voice  trailed. 

I  wondered  how  much  of  my  com- 
mencement fund  had  gone  to  the 
Hungry  Harrisons.  I  wondered  all  the 
way.  Why  didn't  he  tell  me  and  be 
done  with  it?  I  knew  he  hated  to.  We 
went  into  the  depot.  He  bought  my 
ticket  just  as  if  I  were  a  little  girl. 
He  came  back  and  slowly  counted  the 
greenbacks.  As  he  gave  me  the  ticket, 
he  spoke  encouragingly: 

"Here's  your  money,  Chicken.  Make 
it  go  as  far  as  possible."  He  gave  me 
a  quick  kiss.  "Be  a  good  girl,"  he 
turned  away,  "and  don't  let  anything 
happen  to  you." 

I  just  stood  and  stared  at  four  worn 
five-dollar  bills  and  a  big  lump  came 
up  in  my  throat.  "There  are  only 
twenty,"  I  complained.  He  nodded, 
hitched  up  one  suspender. 

"I  know  it.  I'm  sorry,  but,"  he 
gulped  this  time,  "I  just  couldn't  let 
the  Harrisons  go  hungry."  He  was  at 
the  door  before  I  managed  to  say 
that  they  would  not  starve  when  he 
had  a  penny.  Then  he  straightened. 
Dad  is  a  short  little  man,  but  he 
straightened  until  he  seemed  very, 
very  tall. 

"I  hope  I  shall  never  refuse  a  friend 
who  is  in  distress."  He  was  most  dig- 
nified. "Are  we  not  here  to  help  one 
another?" 

He  was  gone.  I  did  not  need  now 
to  recall  Mandy 's  prophecy.  I  sank 
into  a  seat  in  the  corner  and  sobbed, 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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AT  THE  AGE  OF   FOURTEEN 

It  is  very  interesting  to  read  what 
some  of  the  most  successful  men  of 
the  United  States  were  doing  at  the 
age  of  fourteen. 

General  Pershing  worked  in  the 
fields  during  vacation,  and  after  school 
hours,  helping  his  father. 

Andrew  Carnegie  was  working  as  a 
messenger  boy  in  a  telegraph  office 
for  $2.50  a  week. 

Thomas  Edison  was  peddling  fruit 
and  candy  on  railroad  trains. 

Horace  Greeley,  founder  of  the  New 
York  Tribune,  was  an  apprentice  in  a 
printing  shop. 

Captain  James  B.  Eads,  who  became 
a  great  engineer,  was  clerking  in  a 
dry-goods  shop. 

Michael  Faraday,  one  of  the  world's 
greatest  scientists,  was  a  bookseller's 
errand  boy. 

John  Quincy  Adams,  sixth  president 
of  the  United  States,  was  private  sec- 
retary to  Francis  Dana,  American  en- 
voy to  Russia. 

Theodore  Roosevelt  was  a  delicate 
lad,  unable  to  attend  school. 

LETTING  GOD'S  LIGHT  THROUGH 

It  was  a  glorious  morning  in  mid- 
summer. The  birds  were  singing  hap- 
pily in  the  front  yard.  Even  the  trees 
seemed  to  be  rejoicing.  While  the  fam- 
ily was  all  seated  at  the  table,  waiting 
for  Grandpa  to  come  down  to  break- 
fast, Dora  looked  out  the  window,  and 
her  heart  warmed  in  thankfulness  as 
she  took  it  all  in. 

When  Grandpa  came  into  the  room, 
his  face  was  shining  as  if  he  were  very 
happy  over  something.  Dora  could 
hardly  eat  for  watching  his  face,  and 
as  soon  as  her  mother  went  to  the 
kitchen,  Dora  followed,  and  whispered, 

"Mother,  what  makes  Grandpa's 
face  shine  so  beautifully  when  he 
comes  down  to  breakfast  every  morn- 
ing?" 

Dora  was  only  six  years  of  age. 
Mother  hardly  knew  how  to  answer 
such  a  question  so  that  her  little  girl 
could  understand.  Thinking  for  a  mo- 
ment, she  replied,  quietly, 

"Grandpa's  face,  Dora,  shines  be- 
cause he  has  been  talking  to  God.  The 
light  on  his  face  is  God  shining 
through.  God  loves  Grandpa,  and 
Grandpa  loves  everybody — and  he  is 
always  kind  and  good.  So  when  he 
talks  to  God  up  there  in  his  room,  he 
feels  that  God  is  pleased  with  him, 
and  God's  light  shines  through  his 
face." 

Dora  was  not  so  sure  she  fully 
understood,  but  she  watched  Grand- 
pa's face  every  morning,  and  it  was 
always  the  same. 

It  was  late  in  the  year  when  Dora 
went  with  her  mother  to  Europe  and 
England.  She  was  charmed  with  the 
great  churches,  and  great  cathedrals, 
and  with  the  wonderful  organs.  Also, 
she  was  greatly  interested  in  the  tall 
spires,  the  high  pulpits,  and  the  mag- 
nificent   arches.    Her   mother   noticed 
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with  curious  wonderment  that  Dora, 
after  all  of  these  were  seen,  never  grew 
tired  of  looking  at  the  beautiful 
stained-glass  windows,  with  the  shin- 
ing figures  of  saints  on  them. 

One  day,  after  she  had  looked  for 
a  long  while  at  one  of  these  figures, 
she  inquired, 

"Mother,  who  is  the  man  with  the 
shining  face?" 

"That  is  Saint  John,  dear." 

"He  looks  like  Grandpa,  doesn't  he? 
Is  Grandpa  a  saint?" 

"Yes,  your  grandpa  is  truly  a  saint, 
my  dear." 

Dora  was  quite  serious  and  thought- 
ful for  a  few  minutes,  but  said  no 
more. 

It  was  on  Sunday,  after  Dora  and 
her  mother  had  returned  home,  that 
her  teacher  in  the  Sunday  School  class 
was  closing  a  lesson  on  "Goodness." 
Her  teacher  told  how  people  could  be 
so  good  that  they  would  be  called 
saints. 

One  little  girl  held  up  her  hand,  and 
inquired,  "Teacher,  what  is  a  saint?" 

Without  hesitating  a  moment  Dora's 
hand  went  up  for  permission  to  an- 
swer. 

"You  may  answer,  Dora,"  the  teach- 
er said,  smiling  at  the  idea  that  one  so 
young  should  even  have  a  thought 
about  a  saint. 

Dora's  eyes  were  bright  as  she  ex- 
plained, 

"A  saint  is  a  person  who  lets  the 
light  shine  through." 

Of  course,  she  may  have  had  in 
mind  the  figures  on  the  beautiful 
stainless-glass  windows  which  she  had 
seen.  And  then  she  added  suddenly, 

"My  grandpa's  a  saint — he  lets  God's 
light  shine  through  his  face  every 
morning,  when  he  comes  down  to 
breakfast.  Grandpa  talks  to  God  ■ — 
that's  how  it  is." 

The  other  little  girls  were  not  as 
serious    as    Dora    was,    and    so    they 


laughed.  The  teacher  shook  her  heac 
in  reproof,  but  she  centered  her  gaze 
on  Dora  thoughtfully.  Finally/  she 
said, 

"My  dear  girls,  Dora  has  taught  yot 
every  one,  and  myself,  too,  a  very  gooc 
lesson.  If  your  young  hearts  are  full 
of  love  to  God,  and  of  love  and  kind- 
ness for  everybody,  your  faces  will 
shine,  as  Dora  says  her  grandpa's  face 
does.  And  that  is  God  shining 
through." 

Not  all  the  little  girls  in  the  class 
understood  what  that  meant,  but  Dora 
told  her  mother  on  her  arrival  home 
that  now  she  knew  how  God  shines 
through. 

"Tell  me,  dear,"  said  her  mother. 

"You  see,  God  loves  Grandpa,  and 
Grandpa  loves  folks,  too.  If  Grandpa 
didn't  love  everybody,  his  face  couldn't 
let  God's  love  shine  through,  because 
God  wouldn't  have  anything  to  shine 
through.  Teacher  said, 
"God  loves  me,  and  I  love  you; 
That's  the  way  that  God  shines  thro'.' 
— Gospel  Herald. 

WHEN  JESUS  COMES 

Olivia   C.   Campbell 

/  want  my  work  all  done 

When  Jesus  comes; 
I  want  ?ny  prayers  all  said 

And  victory  won. 
I  do  not  want  to  shirk 

And  shun  His  cross  and  shame; 
I  want  to  have  lived  ivorthily 

And  served  in  His  loved  name. 

I  ivant  to  be  found  faithful 

When  He  comes. 
And  bring  to  Him  some  trophies 

I  have  toon. 
I  do  not  want  to- sleep, 

And  drift  ivith  ivind  and  tide. 
But  through  the  Holy  Spirit 

Work  a  ivork  that  shall  abide. 

I  want  to  please  my  Savior 

When  He  comes. 
Because  I  love  His  kingdom 

And  Himself  for  ivhat  He's  done 
Because  I  love  His  people, 

And  His  holiness  and  grace — 
/  ivant  to  be  all  ready 

And  found  serving  in  my  place. 


Note:  I  will  publish 
on  this  page  the  pic- 
ture of  the  first  M. 
O.  H.  club  organ- 
ized. How  about  get- 
ting the  boys  and 
girls  together  in  your 
communityfor  a  club 
like  this.  You  would 
be  surprised  what 
you  can  do  for  God. 
Hold  the  thought  of 
making  others  hap- 
py before  them. 

Boys  and  girls  of  the  M.O.H.  Club, 
if  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  good  for 
you,  would  it  not  be  good  for  other 
boys  and  girls?  I  am  going  to  see  how 
many  will  send  me  one  subscription 
this  month.  Let's  make  a  drive.  I  am 
asking  the  Lord  to  speak  to  your 
hearts.  I  will  let  you  know  how  many 
I  receive  and  I'll  publish  your  names. 

We  hope  you  are  doing  your  best  to 
make  others  happy.  Don't  forget,  that 
is  your  job.  Children  can  do  such  won- 
derful things.  Is  there  someone  sick  in 
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your  neighborhood?  Nothing  would 
please  them  so  much  as  to  have  a 
child  come  to  see  them.  Soon  you  will 
have  plenty  of  flowers  to  carry  with 
you.  You  can  do  so  much  to  make  your 
home  happy.  That  is  your  first  duty. 
Mother  and  Daddy  may  be  having 
struggles  that  you  know  nothing  about. 
Your  help  and  your  love  will  mean  so 
much  to  them.  Our  cover  page  theme 
is  "Let  Your  Light  Shine."  Your  story 
this  month  is  to  show  you  how. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 
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GOALS 

By   Isabel   Chalfant   Allam 

Are   you   urging    your   child,   Mother, 
Toward  achievement  far  ahead? 

Set  for  him  a  mark  much  closer 
And  within  his  reach,  instead. 

His  attainment  of  a  near  goal 
Will  encourage  him  to  strive 

For  one  farther,  and  still  farther, 
Till  in  time  he  ivill  arrive 

At  the  place  you  covet  for  him, 
And  with  ease  and  eager  pride — 

All  because  each  distance  traveled 
Matched  the  measure  of  his  stride. 
— Mother's  Golden  Now. 


HEADS  VS.  HEELS 

By  Georgia  Lott  Setter 

"Everything  seems  to  go  along  so 
smoothly  at  your  house,  Mrs.  Jordan," 
observed  a  harassed  young  mother. 
"If  you  have  any  special  way  of  bring- 
ing about  this  delightful  state  of  af- 
fairs I  wish  you  would  tell  me  about 
it.  I  am  so  apt  to  be  in  a  turmoil; 
my  work  piles  up,  my  children  are 
mischievous,  I  get  nervous  and  then 
nothing  goes  right!" 

"I  will  tell  you  what  my  grand- 
mother used  to  tell  me,"  answered 
Mrs.  Jordan  with  a  smile.  "She  said: 
'Make  your  head  save  your  heels.  Plan 
your  work  before  you  do  it.  One  hour 
spent  in  planning  is  often  worth  two 
of  working.' 

"I  think  that  is  what  started  me 
planning  my  work  at  least  one  day 
ahead.  Sometime  during  the  after- 
noon or  evening,  I  sit  down  with  paper 
and  pencil  and  make  out  a  little 
schedule  for  the  next  day,  and  usual- 
ly find  I  can  follow  it  in  spite  of  un- 
expected interruptions. 

"First  of  all,  there  is  a  list  of  the 
really  necessary  tasks  for  that  day. 
Next,  the  meals  are  planned.  A  note 
is  made  of  any  duty  or  pleasure  out- 
side my  home  that  I  may  wish  to 
include  in  my  day's  activities.  This 
helps  me  a  great  deal.  For  instance, 
I  plan  my  meals  to  fit  in  with  the 
other  work  or  the  recreation  of  the 
day.  Of  course,  no  one,  particularly 
a  mother   of   small   children,   can  be 
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sure  in  advance  just  what  she  will 
be  able  to  do,  but  my  plans  have  been 
wonderfully  helpful,  especially  since 
I  have  had  children  for  which  to  care. 

"But  when  Junior  began  running 
about,  he  seemed  constantly  in  mis- 
chief of  some  sort.  My  nicely  laid 
plans  were  not  of  much  account  until 
one  day  I  thought,  'Why  not  make 
plans  for  Junior,  too?'  It  worked  like 
magic!  Of  course,  Junior's  mischief 
was  just  superfluous  energy.  Now  I 
supervise  that  energy  to  a  large  ex- 
tent. 

"While  I  worked  in  the  kitchen,  I 
saw  to  it  that  he  had  something  in- 
teresting to  do  there  or  in  the  yard 
outside  where  I  could  watch  him.  For 
several  weeks  he  was  happy  in  the 
kitchen  if  he  could  open  a  low  cup- 
board and  rummage  among  the  uten- 
sils. This  meant  that  they  had  to  be 
washed  before  being  used — a  small 
price  to  pay  for  a  contented  baby. 
When  this  attraction  wore  off,  I  ar- 
ranged another.  When  I  went  upstairs 
to  work,  he  went  also  with  a  purpose 
just  as  definite  as  my  own.  Some- 
times he  explored  in  the  storeroom; 
always  some  special  toy  or  book  was 
kept  in   each   room  where   I  worked. 

"But  I  think  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant features  of  my  daily  plans 
for  the  children  is  the  care  taken 
that  the  little  special  activities  which 
are  so  easily  crowded  out  if  one  is 
not  watchful,  are  given  their  rightful 
time   and  place. 

"For  example,  I  plan  for  at  least 
one  story  and  decide  what  it  shall 
be — in  case  the  children  do  not  ex- 
press a  preference.  It  makes  story- 
telling so  much  easier  to  be  thus  pre- 
pared in  advance. 

"I  plan  a  game  to  play  with  them. 
Also  a  surprise — perhaps  only  a  walk 
or  a  picnic  on  the  back  porch.  It  takes 
pathetically  little  to  please  children, 
but  how  much  it  means  to  all  of  us 
as  a  family!  Besides  this,  each  day 
must  hold  something  that  I  feel  aids 


in  the  moral  and  religious  develop- 
ment of  the  children.  It  may  be  that 
the  story  we  tell  teaches  kindness  or 
generosity,  or  the  game  we  play  in- 
stills admiration  for  honesty  and 
quick  thinking.  Our  surprise  is  often 
shared   with   some  playmate. 

"Just  try  planning  your  day  ahead. 
There  is  no  penalty  when  you  fail  to 
follow  your  plans,  and  more  times 
than  not  you  will  carry  them  through 
to  the  advantage  of  every  one  con- 
cerned.' " 


R.  G.   Le  Tourneau 

TALKS  ABOUT  WORK 

When  should  a  child  start  to  work? 
I  would  say  at  about  the  age  of  three. 

I  do  not  believe  in  the  sweat  shop 
or  in  child  labor  that  deprives  a  child 
of  his  education  or  the  pleasures  of 
carefree  hours,  and  that  breaks  down 
his  health  and  stunts  his  develop- 
ment. 

But  there  is  one  thing  sure:  if  one 
does  not  learn  to  work  as  a  child,  he 
will  never  do  much  when  he  grows 
up.  As  for  health,  I  probably  sawed 
as  much  wood  as  a  boy,  and  shoveled 
as  much  sand  in  the  foundry  when 
I  was  in  my  early  teens,  as  the  next 
fellow,  and  I  don't  know  what  it 
means  to  lose  a  day  because  of  sick- 
ness. 

Show  me  a  man  today  at  the  head 
of  affairs  who  didn't  work  as  a  boy. 
I  think  that  without  exception  those 
who  get  things  done  today  are  those 
who  learned  to  work  as  children. 

We  need  to  teach  our  children  the 
dignity  of  labor  and  the  pleasure  of 
accomplishment,  and  that  only  by 
determined  effort  do  we  create  things 
that  are  worth  while.  Not  only  do 
sweat  and  toil  keep  us  out  of  mis- 
chief, but  the  more  we  do,  the  bigger 
kick  we  get  out  of  doing  things. 

The  old  man  I  worked  for  in  the 
foundry  when  I  was  fourteen,  said 
to  me  one  day  with  a  grin,  "Bob,  I 
don't  want  my  men  to  work  hard.  I 
just  want  them  to  work  fast."  I  sup- 
pose I've  been  working  fast  ever  since. 
And  it  isn't  hard,  because  I'm  getting 
much  more  fun  out  of  working  than 
most   fellows  do  out  of  playing. 

Don't  think  I'm  advocating  robbing 
the  cradle  to  supply  the  tool  crib  and 
the  assembly  line.  What  I  am  advo- 
cating is  that  just  as  we  teach  chil- 
dren to  read,  to  write,  to  figure,  to 
think,  to  talk,  to  listen,  to  study,  we 
should  also  teach  them  to  work.  They 
need  to  work  to  learn  what  their 
hands  can  do  alone  and  what  their 
brains  can  lift  from  off  their  hands. 
Solomon  said,  "In  all  labor  there  is 
profit." 

The  apostle  Paul  appears  to  have 
come  from  a  family  in  good  circum- 
stance, yet  he  had  learned,  evidently 
in  his  youth,  the  trade  of  a  tent- 
maker.  And  though  while  preaching 
he  made  tents  to  support  himself  and 
those  with  him,  yet  he  could  say,  as 
to  his  efforts  in  the  Lord's  work  in 
comparison  with  that  of  others,  by 
the  Lord's  help,  "I  labored  more  abun- 
dantly than  they  all." 


June,  1947 
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SCORCHED    EARTH 

Bz/  Faz£/i  Freeborn   Turner 

ANE  WITHERS,  country 
school  "marm,"  sank  dis- 
piritedly into  the  big  old- 
fashioned  swivel  chair  be- 
hind the  equally  old-fash- 
ioned oak  desk.  Her  leet 
ached,  her  head  ached,  but  worst  of 
all  was  the  old  familiar  ache  in  her 
heart.  Tears  stung  her  eyelids  as  sne 
stared  with  unseeing  eyes  over  the 
barren  landscape  that  could  be 
glimpsed  through  the  half-open  win- 
dow. Why  had  it  happened  again? 
Why  had  she  failed?  A  bitter  tear 
splashed  on  the  top  of  the  old  desk. 
"I  can't  understand  it,  that's  all. 
It's  just  no  use  for  me  to  try  again." 
Jane's  heart  rebelled  at  the  thought 
even  as  her  lips  uttered  the  words. 
"It's  not  that  I  don't  want  to  be  a 
Christian.  I  do  desperately  want  to 
be.  It  just  seems  like  everything 
goes  against  me  from  the  start.  1 
should  be  glad  that  our  revival  is 
starting  tonight,  but  I'm  not,  I  dread 
it.  I  know  that  I'm  not  where  I 
should  be,  and  it  seems  to  me  I  jusc 
can't  let  everybody  know  I'm  back- 
slidden again.  I  can  just  hear  them. 
They'll  say,  if  I  go  to  the  altar,  T 
wonder  what's  the  matter  with  poor 
Jane.  She  just  can't  seem  to  keep  an 
experience.  She  goes  to  the  altar  in 
every  meeting.'  And  it's  true — that's 
the  terrible  part  about  it.  I  can't  hold 
out  from  one  meeting  until  the  next. 
Perhaps  somehow  this  evangelist  can 
help  me.  I'd  give  anything  to  get 
really  established."  The  youthiul 
teacher  wiped  her  eyes  with  her 
dainty,  white  hankie  and  glanced  at 
the  small  clock  on  her  desk.  When 
she  saw  the  time,  she  jumped  to  her 
feet  and  hurriedly  put  things  in  place 
for  the  night. 

"I  never  dreamed  it  was  that  late," 
she  said  aloud  to  herself.  "Service 
starts  in  just  two  hours,  and  I  told 
Mrs.  James  I'd  be  home  early  tor 
supper  tonight." 

The  Reverend  Clifford  Dodd 
glanced  with  interest  over  the  mot- 
ley group  of  people  who  had  gather- 
ed in  the  little  country  church  for 
the  first  service  of  the  much-talked- 
about  revival.  Most  of  them  were 
farmers,  their  hands  stained  with 
the  honest  toil  of  wresting  a  living 
from  old  Mother  Earth.  A  number 
of  children  lined  the  front  bench, 
their  eager  eyes  darting  curious 
glances  at  the  strange  minister.  On 
the  rear  benches  a  group  of  young 
people,  boys  and  girls  in  their  teens, 
giggled  and  whispered  mysteriously 
to  one  another,  as  though  they  were 
co-owners  of  some  great  secret.  In 
reality  they  were  merely  discussing 
the  usual  daily  events  of  their  lives, 
but  somehow  those  most-everyday 
events    gained    new    glory    and    took 
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on  a  special  significance  when  told 
in   thrilling  whispers. 

The  rear  door,  which  was  the  only 
exit  or  entrance  to  the  rudely  con- 
structed building,  opened  to  admit 
both  a  chilly  gust  of  air  and  a  small 
group  of  last-minute  arrivals.  Among 
this  group  were  Jane  Withers — school 
marm — and  a  well-dressed  young  man 
who  politely  ushered  her  to  a  seat 
several  rows  from  the  front. 

Jane  was  scarcely  seated,  before 
Uncle  Bill  Martin,  a  saintly  old 
veteran  of  many  a  revival,  rose  from 
his  seat  and  hobbled  as  nimbly  as 
his  rheumatism  would  permit,  over 
to  her.  A  kindly  smile  wreathed  his 
wrinkled  face  as  he  extended  his 
hand  in  welcome,  "We're  mighty  glad 
you  came,  both  of  you,  and  we  are 
really  needing  you,  Miss  Jane.  Miner- 
va was  down  with  her  back  tonight, 
and  couldn't  possibly  make  it  out, 
much  as  she  wanted  to,  so  there's 
nobody  to  play  the  organ,  and  it's 
past  time  to  start  service.  You'll  oblige 
us  helping  out,  won't  you?" 

For  a  second  Jane  hesitated.  Then 
she  smiled  an  answer  to  the  eager 
old  man,  and  without  a  word  quietly 
slipped  from  beside  her  broad-shoul- 
dered escort  and  took  her  place  on 
the  stool  before  the  battered  organ. 
She  knew  how  the  man  who  professed 
to  love  her  felt  about  her  help- 
ing in  the  church  services;  but,  after 
all,  how  could  she  disappoint  the  dear 
old  lady  who  had  counted  so  on  her 
playing  that  night! 

Joe  Maxley,  the  young  man  in 
question,  sat  sullenly  through  the 
song  service,  with  a  heavy  frown 
puckering  his  brows.  "I  can't  say  too 
much    now,"   he   thought,   as    he    re- 
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monstrated  silently  at  Jane's  seem 
ing  indifference  to  his  wishes,  "bu 
just  wait,  I'll  soon  be  boss  and  the: 
I'll  get  all  of  these  churchy  ideas  ou 
of  Jane's  head.  It  would  not  do  t 
let  her  know  just  how  I  feel  abou 
it  now,  but  my  time  will  come.  N 
wife  of  Joe  Maxley's  can  waste  he 
time  pumping  a  wheezy  old  organ  i] 
a  dumpy  country  church!" 

Unaware  of  her  companion 
thoughts,  Jane  played  the  familia 
hymns  that  had  always  been  so  dea 
to  her  heart,  and  with  each  verse  o 
the  four  songs  they  sang,  the  dart  o 
conviction  buried  itself  more  deepl; 
in  her  troubled  soul. 

As  the  singing  was  concluded  an< 
Jane  returned  to  her  place  by  Joe,  sh< 
scarcely  glanced  at  him.  Over  an< 
over  in  her  heart  there  echoed  ; 
silent  prayer. 

"Perhaps  this  illustration  will  maki 
the  truth  clearer  to  you  than  an? 
amount  of  explanation  on  my  behalf  ' 
Clifford  Dodd  paused  for  a  moment 
his  keen  eyes  reading  the  faces  of  the 
group  before  him.  He  must  get  th< 
message  across!  From  the  moment  h( 
had  taken  his  text,  he  had  felt  thai 
some  soul  hung  in  the  balance— -on* 
now  listening  to  his  words. 

"You  have  all  heard  of  the  policj 
followed  by  retreating  armies  wher 
the  enemy  is  in  close  pursuit;  thej 
may  have  been  forced  to  abandon  £ 
city  or  portion  of  valuable  land — bul 
do  they  leave  behind  them  weapons  oi 
minerals  that  could  be  used  to  ad- 
vantage in  their  enemies'  hand; 
against  them?  We  call  to  mind  how 
that  in  Burma,  when  the  British  had 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Gross  Did  It 


LEON    TUCKER 

Calvary  gave  us  the  word  LOVE; 
Calvary  gave  us  the  word  PEACE; 
Calvary  gave  us  the  word  JUSTICE. 
Calvary  gave  us  MERCY  and  JOY 
and  LIFE  and  HOPE,  and  every  word 
in  the  world  worth  having.  There  are 
multitudes  who  would  suffer  death 
before  they  would  yield  this  cross! 
The  old  Scotchman  came  home  from 
"church  one  day  and  with  sad  heart 
said: 

"Men  don't  care  for  the  the  cross 
nowadays, 

They  are  cutting  down  that  Tree; 
And   only   fools,   they  say,   believe  it, 

Fools,  Wife,  like  you  and  me." 

They  who  seek  refuge  in  that  cross 
are  not  fools,  but  the  wise  of  this 
world. — The   Evangelical   Friend. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Mil's  Place  in  the  Great  Commission 


(A  part  of  a  message  by  Rev.  J.  R. 
pwauger,  in  the  Wesley  an  Methodist.) 

Commodore  Oliver  H.  Perry  de- 
feated the  British  squadron  on  Lake 
£rie  in  a  historic  sea  battle,  and 
aid  open  the  way  for  the  Invasion 
)f  Canada.  He  was  twenty-seven  at 
;he  time  and  had  never  been  in  a 
laval  battle  before. 

Lafayette  was  only  twenty  years  old 
vhen  he  was  made  a  major-general 
>f  the  United  States  Army,  and  gained 
;he  highest  respect  and  esteem  of 
Washington  and  of  Congress.  "He  had 
von  a  place  among  the  world's  im- 
nortals,  and  yet  a  boy  in  years!" 

Ronald  Mackenzie  was  regarded  by 
General  Grant  as  the  finest  cavalry 
iivision  commander  in  the  Union 
Irmies.  He  was  twenty-one. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton  was  only  twenty- 
hree  when  he  made  his  greatest  dis- 
:overy — the   law   of   gravitation. 

William  Cullen  Bryant  had  won 
ocal  fame  as  a  poet  when  he  was 
,hirteen,  and  his  profound  Thanatop- 
iis,  which  is  regarded  with  undying 
idmiration,  was  produced  when  he 
vas  eighteen  years  of  age. 

Three  of  England's  great  poets  died 
n  youth.  Byron  was  thirty-six;  Shelly, 
;hirty-one;    Keats,    twenty-five. 

Henry  Clay  was  endowed  with  rare 
ibilities.  He  entered  the  House  of  Rep- 
esentatives  when  he  was  only  thir- 
y-four,  but  so  esteemed  were  his  gifts 
hat  he  was  made  Speaker  of  the 
louse  the  first  day  he  was  a  member 
if  that  body. 

The  whole  history  of  cotton-spin- 
ling  was  changed  by  the  invention  of 
,he  "mule."  It  is  a  complicated 
nachine,  of  which  the  Encyclopedia 
Jritannica  says:  "Probably  no  inven- 
ive  contribution  has  been  offered  to 
he  cotton  trade  more  important  than 
he  'mule.' "  The  inventor  worked 
everal  years  to  perfect  his  machine, 
lis  name  was  Samuel  Crompton,  and 
lis  age  at  the  time  of  his  invention 
/as  sixteen  years. 

Chinese  Gordon,  an  English  hero, 
lad  just  turned  thirty  when  he  was 
intrusted  with  the  supreme  command 
if  the  Chinese  Army,  and  in  two  years 
crushed  the  formidable  rebellion 
vhich  had  so  long  wasted  the  fairest 
)rovinces  of  China."  He  was  an  out- 
handing  Christian  and  the  Encyclo- 
)edia  Britannica  says:  "He  won  with 
lis  simple  faith  the  reverence  of  the 
Cnglish-speaking  world." 

Reverend  Richard  Watson, .  one  of 
he  keenest  theologians  that  ever 
ived,  author  of,  "Theological  Insti- 
utes"  (one  of  the  greatest  books  on 
he  subject  ever  written)  entered  the 
ninistry  when  he  was  sixteen  years 
id. 

Thomas  Coke,  the  first  Bishop  in 
Vmerica,  was  ready  for  college  at  six- 
een. 

Adoniram  Judson  entered  Provi- 
lence   College  when  he  was  sixteen. 


His  wife,  Ann,  was  distinguished  for 
her  talent  and,  at  the  age  of  eighteen, 
began  a  successful  career  as  a  school- 
teacher. This  noble  couple  were  pio- 
neer missionaries  in  Burma,  and  suf- 
fered extreme  hardships  without  wa- 
vering. 

David  Brainerd,  whose  mighty 
prayers  and  ministrations  stirred 
savage  hearts  in  remote  wilderness 
encampments,  finished  his  noble  work 
and  went  to  heaven  before  he  was 
thirty. 

THE  YOUNG  WESLEYS'  WORKS 

John  and  Charles  Wesley  were 
young  men  when  the  Holy  Club  was 
formed.  John  was  a  "Lecturer  in 
Greek"  at  twenty-three,  and  Charles 
was  a  university  student  at  eighteen. 
The  Wesleyan  revival  saved  England 
from  the  horrors  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution. 

By  the  time  he  was  twenty-four, 
George  Whitefield  had  preached  to 
vast  multitudes  in  Bristol  and  Lon- 
don, had  visited  America,  and  had 
laid  plans  for  his  orphanage  in  Geor- 
gia. His  influence  was  marvelous: 
people  traveled  fifty  miles  to  hear 
him  preach,  and  thousands  were 
deeply  impressed.  "No  speaker  in  all 
records    ever    addressed    so    many    of 

THE   LOVE  OF   LIGHT 

CHARLES  W.  CONN 

Who  can  more  love  the  light  of  day 

And  sing  when  skies  shine  bright 
Than  he  whose  soul  has  been  the  prey 

Of  bitter,  woeful  night? 
When   death. 

And  gloom. 

And  constant  snares 
Loomed  large  to  catch  him  unawares — 
And   fling   his  soul  to   nether   hell 

With  all  the  damned  that  be. 
O  Dawn!  O  Day!  No  tongue  can  tell 

The  cheer  you  bring  to  me. 

Who  can  more  love  the  mountain  height 

And  breathe  its  fragrant  air 
Than  he  whose  soul  was  hid  from  sight 

In  valleys  of  despair? 
When   pits. 

And  thorns. 

And  gruesome  death 
Like  demons  lurked  with  heated  breath — 
To  snare  his  feet  that  he  might  fall 

Into  the  slough,  and  drown. 
O  Mountain  high  above  this  pall! 

Lift  me  upon  thy  crown!' 

Who  can  more  know  the  worth  of  prayer, 

The  solace  of  its  way, 
Than  he  whose  soul  was  racked  with  care, 

With  lips  too  vile  to  pray? 
When  sin. 

And  pain. 

And  fiendish  fears 
Burst  sobbing  forth  in  anguish  tears — 
That  seared  the  cheeks  and  mocked  the 
soul 
But  ne'er  removed  the  rod. 
O  Prayer!  S.weet  Prayer!  You  made  me 
whole 
And  lit  my  path  to  God. 


his  fellow  men  or  affected  them  so 
deeply."  (This  statement  is,  of  course, 
from  the  days  before  the  radio.) 

Thomas  Walsh,  one  of  Wesley's 
preachers,  died  at  twenty-eight,  but 
it  was  after  he  had  worn  himself  out 
in  service.  "The  young  preacher 
seemed  to  be  a  saint  come  back  to 
men  over  the  eternal  portal." 

Robert  Newton,  "The  most  popular 
preacher  since  Whitefield,"  at  eight- 
een preached  his  first  sermon,  stand- 
ing behind  a  chair  in  a  cottage  where 
a  chapel  was  later  erected. 

Samuel  Morris,  the  colored  boy  of 
Africa,  who  died  in  his  youth,  lived 
such  a  godly  life  that  to  this  day  his 
grave  is  visited  by  admiring  people 
who  have  been  inspired  by  his  noble 
consecration.  He  came  to  America  to 
learn  more  about  God,  and  lies  buried 
near  Taylor  University  at  Upland,  In- 
diana. 

An  educated  young  Irishman,  in 
prison  for  forgery  and  awaiting  doom, 
was  converted  in  his  cell  through 
Methodist  labors.  His  sentence  was 
changed  to  deportation.  He  began,  in 
the  land  of  his  exile,  to  read  prayers 
and  expound  Scripture,  and  became, 
with  the  brand  of  his  crime  upon  him, 
the  first  Methodist  preacher  in  Aus- 
tralia. The  name  of  this  young  man 
is  not  mentioned,  but,  in  1886,  his 
work  had  such  fruitage  that  in  Aus- 
tralia there  were  250  preachers  and 
forty  thousand  members. 

FAMOUS  FIGURES  IN  AMERICA 

The  great  Francis  Asbury  at  eight- 
een years  of  age  was  preaching  five 
times  a  week.  "This  was  the  tireless 
man  who  was  to  be  the  Wesley  of 
America."  At  twenty-seven,  he  was 
placed  in  full  charge  of  all  the 
churches  of  America  by  appointment 
of  John  Wesley  himself.  He  left  a 
record  of  sacrificial  service  that  has 
hardly  been  equalled  anywhere,  and 
out  of  his  consecrated  efforts  Method- 
ism became  established  on  this  con- 
tinent. 

One  of  the  most  eloquent  sacred 
orators  since  the  days  of  Whitefield 
was  John  Summerfield.  Up  to  the 
time  of  his  death  it  was  said  that  no 
American  had,  in  as  short  a  time,  "so 
deeply  touched  the  people."  He  began 
preaching  at  the  age  of  twenty  and 
immediately  large  throngs  came  to 
hear  him.  He  died  at  twenty-seven, 
"closing  his  brilliant  career  at  the  age 
when  Demosthenes  and  many  others 
began  theirs." 

Bishop  Matthew  Simpson,  who  "for 
years  was  the  orator  of  Methodism," 
had  no  ability  as  a  public  speaker  in 
his  youth.  This  ought  to  be  an  en- 
couragement to  every  young  person 
to  go  ahead,  whether  or  not  he  feels 
he  has  any  talent.  The  Bishop's  own 
statement,  given  to  help  young 
preachers,  was  very  simple:  "His  first 
step  was  to  utterly  forget  himself,  to 
banish  all  thoughts  of  oratory  and 
simply  to  make  the  utmost  effort  to 
say  things  so  that  people  could  under- 
stand them  at  the  first  saying."  How- 
ever, "he  was  often  slow,  sometimes 
dull;  sometimes  a  failure."  Let  no 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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ALCOHOLIC  CONSEQUENCES 

"Touch  not  that  glass  of  ale,  young 

man," 
The  words  came  sloio  and  clear, 
Straightway    from    Father's     marble 

lips, 
Ascending  to  my  ear. 

They  came  not   like  a  word  of  law; 
Not  as  a  stanch  command. 
Woe!  young  was  I  and  did  not  heed, 
Feigned  not  to  understand. 

Yes,    I    was    young — it    thrilled    my 

veins; 
For  me  it  held  great  charm. 
I  touched  the  glass;  I  disobeyed; 
I  then  saw  not  the  harm. 

But  now — yes,  now — /  see  the   light; 
I  tried  and  found  the  glow. 
I   know   now   ivhat   my   father   knew 
Some  fifty  years  ago. 

For  aged  I  am,  and  white   my  hair, 
A  wrinkled,  sunken  face. 
Just  for  the  taste  of  alcohol 
I  failed  to  win  life's  race. 

I  noticed  not  the  good  advice — 
The  act  that  made  me  fail. 
I  did  not  turn  myself  away, 
But  touched  that  glass  of  ale. 

This    phrase    has    been    used    many 

times, 
But  now  let  me  repeat: 
If  I  could  just  recall  the  years 
I'd  be  less  indiscreet. 

If  through  the  whiskey  telescope 
Proud  youth  could  only  stare, 
A  picture  there  would  meet  the  gaze 
To  cause  deep  thought  and  care. 
— L.  B.  Young  (Age  15) 


those  who  manufacture  and  distribute 
it.  Yes;  it  means  prosperity  for  them 
but  it  also  means  a  living  hell  foi 
its  countless  victims. — Senator  Morris 
W.  Sheppard. 


WHO  IS  TO  DRINK  IT? 

This  is  the  report  of  an  actual  dia- 
logue which  took  place  between  two 
American  citizens — one  of  them  a 
businessman  and  the  other  a  clergy- 
man, to  whom  the  businessman  spoke 
frankly,  as  one  does  to  a  good  friend: 

"Well,"  said  the  layman,  with  an 
air  of  finality,  "prohibition  is  a  fail- 
ure, and  we  must  get  back  to  the 
idea  of  America  'wet!'' 

"But  who  is  to  drink  the  liquor?" 
queried  his  friend.  "Will  you?" 

"Why,  no,"  he  replied.  "You  know 
I  am  a  teetotaler." 

"Will  your  son  drink  it?" 

"No,  that  shall  not  be!" 

"Would  you  want  it  to  come  back 
for  the  sake  of  your  clerks?" 

"No.  It  is  my  practice  to  discharge 
any  clerks  who  drink  liquor." 

"Do  you  want  your  customers  to 
drink  it?" 

"No.  I  would  much  rather  not.  I 
am  sure  that  those  who  use  strong 
drink  will  not  buy  so  much  from  me, 
nor  pay  their  bills  so  promptly." 

"Will  you  want  the  engineer  on 
your  train  to  use  it?" 

"No.     I    don't    want     to    ride    on    a 


drunkard's   train." 

"Ah,  then!  You  want  this  liquor 
for  the  men  whom  you  meet  driving 
cars  on  the  public  highway?" 

"No,  of  course  not;  that  is  a  danger 
to  everybody." 

"Well,  then,  who  is  to  drink  this 
liquor  in  America,  pray  tell  me?" 

"I  am  not  sure  that  anybody  should 
drink  it.  I  guess  we  would  be  much 
better  off  without  it."  -  Reformed 
Church  Messenger. 


THE  DRINKER'S  DOLLAR 

Liquor  in  its  long  reign  upon  earth 
has  never  helped  the  man  consuming- 
it  to  place  a  single  dollar  in  the  bank. 
It  has  never  been  worth  a  dime  to 
him  upon  going  to  the  grocery  store 
for  flour,  coffee,  meat,  milk,  or  butter 
for  his  family  and  himself.  It  has 
never  helped  him  place  a  single  cent's 
worth  of  coal  or  wood  or  gas  in  his 
house  to  keep  the  home  fires  burning. 

It  has  never  helped  him  to  get  a 
job,  although  it  is  on  record  as  hav- 
ing lost  him  many  jobs.  It  has  never 
in  its  life  convinced  a  single  railroad 
employer  that  a  man  smelling  of 
liquor  would  make  a  better  engineer 
or  fireman  than  the  fellow  with  the 
liquorless  breath  and  an  unclouded 
head. 

It  has  never  been  of  any  value  to 
any  one  in  taking  out  a  life  insurance 
policy.  Liquor  is  not  on  record  as 
helping  the  man  consuming  it  to  buy 
a  home,  or  to  start  one  through  a 
building  and  loan  association.  It  has 
never  once  helped  him  to  pay  his 
doctor  or  to  contribute  to  the  life  of 
his  church.  No  instance  has  been 
found  where  it  has  helped  him  to 
educate  his  children  for  citizenship 
or  for  manhood  and  womanhood. 

Two  small  groups  profit  by  liquor — 
the      tax-evading      millionaires      and 


LINCOLN  AT  A  SALOON  DOOR 

Some  years  ago,  at  a  Lincoln  meet- 
ing among  the  old  soldiers  of  a  Michi- 
gan city,  one  of  the  battle-worn  veter- 
ans gave  the  following  testimony: 
"We  have  heard  what  Lincoln  has 
done  for  all  of  us.  I  want  to  tell  what 
he  did  for  me.  I  was  a  private  in  one 
of  the  Western  regiments  that  arrived 
first  in  Washington  after  the  call  for 
75,000.  We  were  marching  through  the 
city  amid  great  crowds  of  cheering 
people,  and  then,  after  going  intc 
camp,  were  given  leave  to  see  the 
town. 

"Like  many  other  of  our  boys,  the 
saloon,  or  tavern,  was  the  first  thing 
to  hit.  With  my  comrade,  I  was  just 
about  to  go  into  the  door  of  one  of 
these  places,  when  a  hand  was  laid 
upon  my  arm,  and  looking  up,  there 
was  President  Lincoln,  from  his  great 
height  above  me,  a  mere  lad,  regard 
ing  me  with  those  kindly  eyes  and 
pleasant  smile. 

"I  almost  dropped  with  surprise  and 
bashfulness,  but  he  held  out  his  hand, 
and  as  I  took  it  he  shook  hands  in 
strong  Western  fashion  and  said,  'I 
don't  like  to  see  our  uniform  going 
into  these  places.'  That  was  all  he 
said.  He  turned  immediately  and 
walked  away,  and  we  passed  on.  We 
would  not  have  gone  into  that  tavern 
for  all  the  wealth  of  Washington  City. 

"And  that  is  what  Abraham  Lincoln 
did  then  and  there  for  me.  He  fixed 
me  so  that  whenever  I  go  near  a 
saloon  and  in  any  way  think  of  enter- 
ing, his  words  and  face  come  back 
to  me.  That  experience  has  been  a 
means  of  salvation  to  my  life.  Today 
I  hate  the  saloon,  and  have  hated  it 
ever  since  I  heard  those  words  from 
that  great  man." — Household  Journal. 
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DEDICATED  TO  SHUT-IMS 
EVERYWHERE 

A  LONESOME  SHUT-IN 

Today  I've  been  so  lojiesome: 
No  one  has  come  this  way; 
No  one  has  stopped  to  greet  me, 
Or  pass  the  time  of  day. 

I'm  sorry  that  I'm   a  shut-in — 
I  love  to  go  so  ivell; 
But  seems  that  this  illness 
Has  lasted  quite  a  spell. 

All  day  I've  longed  for  someone, 
Especially  a  Christian  friend, 
To  come  to  talk  of  Jesus 
And  happy   hours  spend. 

When  church  bells  ring  on  Sunday, 
My  heart  does  nearly  burst, 
Because  for  the  gospel  message 
My  soul  does  really  thirst. 

I  know  the  people  love  me, 
But  seems  like  they  can't  find 
Time  to  come  to  see  me, 
And  really  I  shouldn't  ynind. 

Some  day  I  know,  God  willing, 
I'll  be  up  and  around, 
And  able  to  go  to  church 
Where  fellowship  does  abound. 

Then  I'll  be  able  to  visit 
All   those  shut-in   ones, 
Who,  like  me,  are  longing 
For  their  friends  to  come: 

But  still  there  is  a  loneliness 
For  human  love  to  share, 
And  it  is  a  Christian's  duty 
Our  sick  friends'  burdens  to  bear. 

I  read  my  Bible,  and  meditate 
On  Jesus  and  His  love; 
I  get  my  ynind  on  heaven 
And  the  Father's  home  above. 

Then  the  hours  pass  more  quickly; 

Sioiftly  they  pass  by; 

But  still  for  friends  to  visit 

I  will   patiently  sigh. 

— Louise   Clark,  Eldorado,  111. 


A  PRAYER  FOR  HEALTH 
In  MY  great  need,  O  God,  I  come 
to  Thee  with  Whom  are  the  issues  of 
life  and  death.  Burdened  by  physical 
infirmities  I  seek  the  solace  and  in- 
spiration of  Thy  presence.  Enable  me 
to  face  each  day  with  faith  in  the 
infinite  resources  at  my  disposal,  and 
help  me  to  keep  my  life  open  to  their 
inrushing  and  renewing  energies. 
However  cribbed  I  find  myself 
through  weakness  and  pain,  may  my 
contacts  with  Thy  healing  powers  not 
be  severed.  My  hope,  O  God,  is  in 
Thee;  disease  cannot  baffle  Thine 
omnipotence.  Help  me  to  believe  this 
so  truly  and  triumphantly  that  each 
day  may  be  a  fresh  realization  of  Thy 
salvation.  Revive  my  soul,  give  me 
spiritual  health  that  my  body  shall 
become  strong  again  with  physical 
health. 
While  I  wait   for  Thy   deliverance, 


WHERE  THE  MASTER  PLANTED  ME 

/  saiv  a  lovely  flower. 

As  I  passed  along  the  way. 

And  as  I  gazed  upon  it. 

To  me  it  seemed  to  say, 

"I  may  not  warble  like  a  bird, 

Nor  flit  from  tree  to  tree, 

But  I  can  beautify  the  place, 


Where  the  Master  planted  me." 

enable  me  to  do  what  work  I  can  and 
so  to  be  useful.  When  I  lie  down  at 
night  grant  me  to  know  that  I  am 
surrounded  by  Thy  love  and  need  not 
surrender  to  evil  forebodings  or 
alarming  imaginations.  May  the  sense 
of  Christ's  healing  truth  go  with  me 
into  slumber  and  be  my  first  thought 
when  I  awake.  Attend  with  Thy  bless- 
ing those  who  pray  for  me  and  minis- 
ter to  my  needs.  Forbid  that  I  should 
give  myself  to  brooding  or  impatience, 
and  sustain  me  with  the  thought  that 
"all  things  work  together  for  good" 
to  them  that  love  Thee.  Thou  alone, 
O  God,  art  my  confidence  and  sure 
reward.  Thou  art  my  Refuge  and 
Strength;  in  Thee  I  rejoice.  As  I  turn 
to  Thee,  hear  and  answer  my  prayer. 
Amen. 


Then  to  me  there  came  the  thought, 

"Tho'  loioly  I  may  be, 

Tho'  I  may  not  thrill  the   hearts  of 

men, 
With  deeds  of  majesty. 
Lord,  fill  my  life  with  kindly  thoughts, 
With  deeds  of  charity, 
That  I  may  beautify  the  place, 


A  LETTER  FROM  THE  EDITOR 

My  dear  Friends: 

We  have  written  a  number  of  letters 
to  you,  trying  to  explain  why  we  have 
not  published  your  article  or  poem. 
If  you  could  see  the  material  that 
we  receive,  you  would  not  wonder 
about  it.  Of  course,  everyone  is  eager 
to  see  his  poem,  story,  or  article  in 
print.  Please  do  not  feel  hurt  or  dis- 
appointed   if    you    have    to    wait    for 


Where  the  Master  planted  me.' 

yours.  Remember  when  you  send  a 
contribution,  to  ask  that  God's  will 
be  done  in  whether  or  not  it  is  pub- 
lished. We  have  waited  two  and  three 
years  to  publish  some  things  and  then 
your  poem  or  article  would  fit  right 
in  and  we  would  publish  it.  When 
you  send  a  contribution,  tell  the  Lord 
it  is  His  if  He  desires  it  used,  but  if 
there  is  something  else  that  will  in- 
spire to  a  greater  extent,  you  will  be 
glad  to  surrender  your  will  to  His. 
That  would  make  it  easier  for  me.  I 
am  trying  to  send  out  a  message 
throughout  the  paper  that  will  meet 
the  need  of  its  readers.  I  would  like 
to  have  enough  paper  so  that  I  could 
do  more,  but  since  I  have  been  cut 
to  such  a  limited  amount  I  must  use 
it  to  the  best  of  my  judgment.  Please 
pray  for  me  and  remember  I  am  try- 
ing to  do  my  best  for  you.  If  I  were 
putting  out  a  paper  that  was  the  hit- 
or-miss  style,  then  I  could  run  in 
anything  on  any  subject  and  it  would 
not  make  any  difference,  but  since 
I  am  using  the  departmental  plan, 
I  cannot  use  everything  that  comes 
to  my  office.  I  hope  you  will  under- 
stand. 

Here  is  one  thing  especially  that  I 
want    you    to    do.    Get    a    loose-leaf 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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ONE    HUNDRED   TWENTY-SEVEN 
APPEALS  TO  ONE  BOY 

Business  says,  "It  pays  to  adver- 
tise!" I  wondered  whether  the  same 
might  be  true  in  Sunday  School  work, 
especially  in  the  junior  department. 
Plans  were  made  for  extensive  pub- 
licity for  our  junior  department.  The 
backbone  of  this  was  a  regular  use  of 
government  post  cards  each  week  to 
the  absentees  and  the  prospective 
names.  We  were  not  satisfied  with  the 
ordinary  statements  on  these  cards. 
Each  week  our  message  to  the  boys 
and  girls  was  different  and  filled  with 
striking  attention  and  interest. 

The  cost  of  the  cards  soon  mounted, 
for  we  did  not  miss  a  week  in  sending 
out  our  cards.  We  encouraged,  in  fact, 
urged  the  boys  and  girls  to  give  us  the 
names  and  addresses  of  prospective 
members  for  our  department.  One  of 
the  names  received  was  "Bob  Dunn" 
(the  name  we'll  use  for  this  article) . 
Each  week  a  card  was  sent  to  him 
along  with  the  rest. 

In  six  months,  our  monthly  average 
attendance  was  raised  from  forty-six 
to  one  hundred  and  six.  Much  of  this 
growth  we  attributed  to  our  regular 
use  of  post  cards.  The  increased  col- 
lections from  the  larger  attendance 
took  care  of  the  expenses  for  the 
cards.  The  larger  the  attendance,  the 
larger  was  the  collection  and  the  few- 
er were  the  cards  to  be  mailed  to  ab- 
sentees and  prospective  juniors. 

However,  Bob  Dunn  did  not  come, 
although  we  knew  he  was  not  going  to 
any  other  Sunday  School  or  church. 
I  saw  him  personally  several  times, 
and  so  did  other  teachers  and  leaders 
in  the  department,  but  we  could  not 
get  him  to  promise  to  come.  I  sent  a 
card  to  him  each  week  for  a  whole 
year  and  he  did  not  come.  A  second 
year  passed  and  still  Bob  Dunn  did 
not  come. 

Evangelistic  meetings  were  held  in 
the  church,  at  which  time  over  a  hun- 
dred young  people  united  with  the 
church,  either  by  first  confession  or 
by  renewing  or  transferring  member- 
ship. Of  this  number,  exactly  one 
hundred  came  either  directly  from 
the  junior  department  membership  or 
from  families  represented  in  our  de- 
partment. 

I  was  not  satisfied  with  this,  for  Bob 
Dunn  had  not  been  reached  by  our 
cards.  I  took  a  special  personal  in- 
terest in  him,  for  he  was  known  as  a 
"problem"  boy  in  his  neighborhood.  I 
did  not  want  to  give  up. 

One  week  I  paused  to  count  the 
number  of  times  a  card  had  been 
mailed  to  Bob  Dunn.  Exactly  126  cards 
had  been  sent  to  this  one  boy,  with- 
out any  favorable  response — not  even 
a  promise. 


"There's  a  limit!"  I  exclaimed  to  my- 
self. "I'm  going  to  send  Bob  just  one 
more  card.  If  this  doesn't  bring  him, 
we'll  just  forget  about  him.  One  hun- 
dred and  twenty-seven  cards  ought 
to  be  all  that  should  be  expected  of 
us." 

I  put  everything  I  had  into  that  last 
card  for  Bob  Dunn.  I  wanted  to  give 
him  a  good  last  chance  in  the  127th 
card.  I  prayed  all  week  that  somehow 
that  last  card  would  appeal  to  Bob. 

The  time  came  to  start  Sunday 
School  in  our  department  and  no  Bob 
Dunn  had  appeared.  I  sighed  with  re- 
lief, though  discouraged,  for  I  felt  we 
had  done  our  part.  However,  as  the 
boys  and  girls  were  going  to  their 
classrooms  for  their  lesson  discussion, 
the  door  to  our  department  room 
opened  and  Bob  Dunn  slipped  into 
the  group  of  moving  juniors.  I  saw 
him  and  thanked  God  at  once  for 
that  last  card. 

I  was  determined  that  Bob  Dunn 
should  keep  coming  and  should  not  be 
a  "problem"  boy  in  our  department. 
When  he  finally  wanted  to  confess 
Christ  as  his  Savior  and  unite  with 
the  church  some  of  the  church  lead- 
ers raised  a  question  as  to  the  advisa- 
bility of  allowing  him  to  unite  with 
the  church.  I  questioned  it  myself,  but 
kept  my  thoughts  to  myself.  I  stood 
up  for  Bob  Dunn  and  he  united  with 
the  church  then. 

Shortly  after  that  my  work  was 
finished  with  the  junior  department, 
and  I  was  going  to  another  city  to 
live.  I  turned  over  a  well-organized, 
enthusiastic  junior  department  to  my 
successor,  but  my  greatest  joy  was 
from  reaching  Bob  Dunn  with  that 
last  card.  Shortly  after  leaving  that 
city,  I  heard  he  had  become  president 
of  the  young  people's  organization  in 
the  church.  Later  my  heart  said 
humbly,  "Thank  you,  God!"  when  I 
chanced  to  pick  up  the  home-town 
newspaper — home-town  for  a  migrat- 
ing minister's  son  for  a  few  years 
back.  To  the  ordinary  person,  it  was 
merely  the  formal  report  of  the  or- 
dination of  a  young  man  to  the  gospel 
ministry,  but  to  me  it  brought  vivid 
memories.  The  young  minister  was 
Bob  Dunn. 

And  a  serious  question  comes  to  my 
mind:  Suppose  I  had  not  sent  that 
last  card,  how  much  would  have  been 
missed?  I  have  decided  never  to  quit 
by  coming  to  another  "last"  card.  I'll 
keep  at  it! — Leslie  E.  Dunkin. 


FOR  THE  BOYS'  SAKE 

Author  Unknoion 

A  Sunday  School  superintendent 
made  the  following  confession  at  a 
country  Sunday  School  convention: 

"I  used  to  smoke.  It  was  a  pleasure 


that  I  thought  did  not  harm  me  or' 
anyone  else,  and  I  believed  I  had 
a  right  to  the  enjoyment.  Then  one 
day  I  stopped.  Here  is  the  reason: 

"A  widow,  the  mother  of  two  lively 
boys  in  my  school,  hurried  into  my 
store  one  morning,  walked  straight  up 
to  me,  and  handed  me  a  handful  of 
cigarettes.  I  stared,  and  she  ex- 
plained: "They  dropped  out  of  Joe's 
and  Billy's  pockets  a  little  while  ago, 
while  I  was  mending  their  clothes. 
When  I  asked  what  cigarettes  in  their 
pockets  meant,  they  both  owned  up 
to  liking  cigarettes,  and  smoking 
them  whenever  they  got  a  chance.  I 
talked  to  them  about  the  hurt  it 
would  do  them,  and  what  do  you 
think  they  said?  They  told  me  they 
didn't  mean  to  keep  on  with  ciga- 
rettes always.  As  soon  as  they  grew 
bigger,  and  could  earn  money,  and 
afford  it,  they  would  change  from 
cigarettes  to  cigars.  "And  cigars  are 
all  right,"  said  my  boys.  "Good  men 
smoke  cigars — lots  of  them.  Why,  ma, 
Mr.  Wilson,  our  superintendent, 
smokes  cigars  and  Mr.  Wilson's  a 
good  man,  ain't  he?" 

"  'Mr.  Wilson,'  went  on  the  mother, 
'I'm  doing  my  best  to  train  my  two 
fatherless  boys  to  be  good  men,  and 
you've  helped  me  many  a  time  by 
the  good  teaching  you've  given  them 
as  their  superintendent.  They  trust 
you  and  admire  you,  and  they  think 
that  it's  all  right  for  them  to  smoke 
if  a  good  man  like  you  smokes.  Now 
I  don't  want  my  boys  to  smoke  ciga- 
rettes, but  when  I  talk  that  way  to 
them  they  point  to  your  smoking  as 
if  that  settled  the  matter.  I  don't  know 
what  to  say  or  to  do;  but  it  seemed 
best  to  come  over  and  tell  you  plainly 
how  it  was.  I  feel  sure  you  want  to 
help,  and  not  to  hinder,  every  boy 
in  your  school,  and  I  believe  you 
would  be  willing  to  teach  them  by 
good  works.' 

"Well,  I  was  wanting  a  smoke  at 
that  minute;  but  the  thought  of  the 
mother  trying  to  grow  two  boys  into 
good  men,  and  being  hindered  by  any 
habit  of  mine,  settled  the  thing.  The 
cigar  box  that  stood  handy  went  into 
the  stove.  'Tell  Joe  and  Billy,'  I  said, 
'that  Mr.  Wilson  has  quit  smoking.' 
And  quit  smoking  I  did.  Since  that 
day  no  boy  has  been  able  to  point 
to  my  example  as  his  excuse  for  smok- 
ing cigarettes  or  anything  else." 


FIRE  OF  ENTHUSIASM 
My  suggestion  to  man  who  is  a  bit 
resentful  in  his  heart  over  his  hard 
work  is  this:  Get  full  of  the  fire  of 
enthusiasm,  for  enthusiasm  is  the 
greatest  personal  asset  in  advance- 
ment. 


Motto:   "EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 
Scripture:   "He  That  Winnerh  Souls  Is  Wise"  Prov.  1 1 :30b. 
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DOES  IT  MATTER  WHAT  WE 
READ? 

By  EVELYN  HALLMAN 

Most  people  like  reading  and  every 
person  should  read.  Paul  exhorted 
Timothy  to  give  attendance  to  read- 
ing. 1  Tim.  4:13.  The  question  is,  Does 
it  matter  what  we  read?  It  is  said 
that  it  would  require  hundreds  of 
years  to  read  the  titles,  alone,  of  all 
the  books  in  the  world's  libraries. 
Life  is  too  short.  Even  if  our  whole 
time  were  given  to  reading,  we  could 
read  but  a  meager  percentage  of  the 
mass  of  literature.  It  must  be  con- 
sidered that  the  most  of  us  can  de- 
vote but  a  few  hours  each  day,  at  the 
best,  to  reading,  and  many  cannot 
read  more  than  a  score  of  books  a 
year,  so  why  should  not  those  books 
be  the  very  best,  richest,  most  sub- 
stantial and  useful  that  we  can  find 
in  the  whole  range  of  literature?  Why 
should  young  people  read? 

Books  and  literature  have  an  in- 
fluence on  our  lives  and  conduct,  and 
play  an  important  part  in  the  mental 
and  moral  development  of  young  peo- 
ple. One's  life  vision  is  broadened 
through  reading.  What  would  the  ef- 
fect be  on  the  mind  if  one  would  not 
read?  Starved  minds  are  like  starved 
bodies.  Our  minds  are  fed  by  the 
books  we  read,  so  we  must  cultivate 
our  minds  through  good  reading.  Re- 
ligiously, the  growing  individual  is 
the  person  who  reads.  Books  either 
make  or  mar  our  character.  Someone 
has  said,  if  you  wish  to  put  anything 
into  the  life  of  the  nation,  put  it  into 
the  nation's  schools,  because  what 
children  read  and  are  taught  they  will 
grow  to  be.  Our  minds  control  our 
lives  and  make  us  what  we  are.  Our 
minds  will  raise  us  to  the  heights  of 
life  or  keep  us  in  the  depths.  God's 
grace  cannot  raise  us  if  we  do  not 
will  to  be  raised.  Therefore,  it  is  im- 
portant that  proper  care  and  training- 
be  given  the  mind. 

The  important  question  is:  On  what 
principle  should  we  select  the  books 
we  should  read?  We  should  select  con- 
scientiously and  wisely.  We  should 
read  books  on  the  same  principle  that 
we  associate  with  people.  If  we  should 
not  think  of  associating  with  a  person 
of  a  low  character,  why  should  we 
think  of  reading  a  book  by  an  author 
of  a  low  character?  A  book  cannot 
rise  above  its  author.  Read  literature 
that  is  the  product  of  good  men; 
their  thoughts,  characters,  and  per- 
sonalities are  in  the  books.  It  is  not 
always  wise  to  go  by  the  titles  of 
books  because  there  may.  be  much 
impurity  concealed  under  harmless 
titles. 

We  should  read  books  that  have  a 
good  objective.  Avoid  that  which 
seeks  to  tear  down  and  destroy  in- 
stead of  to  strengthen  and  build  up. 
Read  literature  that  has  a  true  and 


worth-while  objective,  and  creates 
within  us  a  desire  for  lofty  ideals  to 
live  better  and  climb  to  higher 
heights.  We  want  to  stand  out  from 
the  crowd  as  a  beacon  light  of  pure 
character.  Read  books  that  will  give 
us  courage.  The  battles  of  life  are 
often  fierce;  it  takes  real  courage  to 
face  them.  We  can  either  be  over- 
come by  this  life  or  we  can  overcome 
life.  The  experiences  of  Daniel,  Joan 
of  Arc,  and  Bunyan  inspire  us  to 
courage.  Read  only  literature  that 
leads  us  to  pure  thinking  and  living. 
There  is  one  Book — the  Book  of  books, 
the  Bible — which  all  young  people 
should  make  a  special  daily  subject 
of  study.  It  is  a  means  of  intellectual 
and  mental  culture.  It  is  inspired  by 
God,  and  is  the  young  people's  guide 
through  the  perplexities  of  life  until 
we  reach  heaven.  This  Book  is  the 
greatest  of  all  books  of  the  world. 
There  are  hosts  of  religious  books  on 
Christian  experience,  development, 
and  teaching  in  sanctification  and 
faith,  and  on  other  lines. 


FOUR  KINDS  OF  READERS 

It  is  said  that  there  are  four  kinds 
of  readers.  The  hourglass  kind  is  like 
the  sand  in  the  hourglass — it  runs  in 
and  runs  out,  but  leaves  no  vestige 
behind. 

Then  there  is  the  sponge  kind  which 
absorbs  or  imbibes  everything  but 
gives  nothing  unless  squeezed — and 
then  only  what  it  imbibed,  and  that 
dirtier. 

Then  there  is  the  jelly  bag  kind, 
that  allows  all  that  is  pure  to  pass 
away  and  holds  only  the  refuse  and 
the  dregs. 

The  fourth  is  like  the  gold  or  dia- 
mond miner  who  casts  away  all  that 
is  dross  and  stores  for  future  use  only 
that  which  is  good. 

There  is  a  time  in  the  life  of  every 
boy  and  girl  when  the  temptation  to 
read  questionable  books  is  strong. 
Here  is  a  crossroad  and  a  very  im- 
portant moment  in  the  life  of  every 
boy  and  girl. 

To  read  books  that  present  false 
ideas  of  life  are  very  dangerous. 

Not  all  men  and  women  who  are 
drunken,  are  drunken  with  wine. 
Some  may  become  intoxicated  with 
trashy  literature,  novels,  and  stories. 

Great  care  should  be  exercised  in 
our  reading.  Many  books  have  both 
good  and  bad  in  them — and  the  like- 
lihood is  that  the  bad  will  stick.  You 
cannot  afford  to  read  a  bad  book, 
however  good  you  may  be.  A  scratch 
of  a  pin  has  been  known  to  cause 
lockjaw  and  death. 

Curiosity  may  cause  you  to  pry  into 
an  evil  book,  but  that  is  as  dangerous 
as  it  was  for  the  man  who  was  draw- 
ing gasoline  to  strike  a  match  to  see 
if  the  measure  was  full. — Sel. 


LIBRARIES  EASILY  ACCESSIBLE 

Today  most  poor  boys,  even  in  the 
isolated  districts,  have  access  to  li- 
braries that  contain  many  volumes  of 
travel,  nature,  exploration,  and 
science,  as  well  as  fiction.  Besides 
tne  school  libraries,  and  the  country 
and  state  libraries,  the  United  States 
has,  according  to  the  latest  statistics, 
6,000  public  libraries.  Many  of  these 
have  grown  up  in  tne  last  few  years. 
In  1833,  the  first  tax-supported  li- 
brary was  started  in  New  Hampshire; 
but  it  wasn't  until  1890  that  Andrew 
Carnegie  established  his  first  library 
in  Pennsylvania.  Today  many  of  the 
towns  of  even  2,000  inhabitants  have 
Carnegie  libraries,  where  children 
and  grownups  may  get  all  the  free 
reading  material  they  want. 


HERE  ARE  SOME  QUESTIONS 

FOR    DISCUSSION    IN 

YOUR  Y.P.E. 

1.  What  good  books  and  magazines 
have  you  read  in  the  past  year? 

2.  Sometimes  young  people  com- 
plain that  they  find  the  Bible  unin- 
teresting reading.  How  can  this  be 
remedied? 

3.  What  kind  of  religious  reading 
have  you  found  beneficial? 

4.  What  biographies  have  you  fouud 
helpful?  and  why? 

5.  What  historical  books  have  you 
found  helpful?  and  why? 

6.  What  good  books  of  fiction  have 
you   read  and  found   helpful? 

Note :  You  mignt  write  me  the  name 
of  some  good  book  that  has  been  a 
blessing  to  you.  As  you  exchange  ideas 
on  reading  material,  others  will  be 
benefited  and  fall  into  line.  This  will 
make  our  Reading  Circle  a  blessing. 


BOOK  SUGGESTIONS 

On  page  16  you  will  find  sug- 
gestions for  worth-while  books  recom- 
mended by  the  Youth  Committee  for 
your  library. 

RECOMMENDED   BOOKS 
Prayer 

"This  book  is  the  effort  of  a  busy 
pastor  to  help  Christians  everywhere 
to  a  deeper  appreciation  and  under- 
standing of  eifective  prayer.  There 
are  nineteen  short  chapters,  each  on 
a  separate  aspect  of  the  subject  and 
each  preceded  by  appropriated  Scrip- 
ture selections.  The  author's  sen- 
tences are  usually  short  and  crisp  and 
he  delights  in  the  use  of  epigrams. 
This  is  a  valuable  and  suggestive 
book  on  a  subject  concerning  which 
we  cannot  hear  too  much." — Union 
Seminary  Revieio.  Price  $1.25. 

FICTION 
Year  To  Live 

By  Dorothy  Richards  Bryant 
Only  a  year  to  live!  How  should  an 
attractive  young  lady  of  twenty-one 
plan  her  life  if  she  has  only  twelve 
months  left  on  this  earth?  This  was 
the  problem  which  faced  lovable  Betty 
Lane  as  she  understood  she  had  but 
one  year  to  live.  Price  $1.50. 

(Continued  on  page  17) 


•June,  1947 
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•  JOHN  HERBERT  WALKER,  Jr.,  better  known  as  "Herbert,"  is  a 
young  minister  who  will  receive  his  B.A.  degree  from  Vanderbilt  Uni- 
versity, Nashville,  in  June.  He  plans,  after  summer  courses  in  B.T.S., 
Sevierville,  to  join  Brother  H.  S.  Syverson,  overseer  of  El  Salvador, 
C.  A.,  in  the  Bible  School  there.  Herbert  has  majored  in  sociology,  and 
minored  in  psychology,  with  a  view  toward  educational  instruction  in 
the  mission  fields,  and  has  two  years  basic  Latin  and  five  years 
Spanish  accredited  to  his  linguistic  efforts.  He  studied  music  under 
Prof.  Mountain  of  Bob  Jones  College  fame,  and  was  cornetist  with 
the  Bradley  Hi  Band.  Studies  on  how  to  obtain  best  results  with  a 
cornet  are  still  being  pursued  at  Vanderbilt.  Herbert  virtually  "grew 
up"  in  the  Church,  for  he  was  born  in  the  old  frame  B.  T.  S.  dorm 
at  Cleveland.  His  father.  Rev.  J.  H.  Walker,  has  served  the  Church  as 
B.T.S.  President,  General  Overseer,  and  Editor-in-Chief,  Church  pub- 
lications, and  is  now  connected  in  the  latter  capacity.  Herbert  was 
wonderfully  refilled  with  the  Spirit  in  the  first  service  after  entering 
B.T.S.,  after  having  grown  cold  during  high  school  days.  He  later  re- 
ceived a  definite  call  to  the  mission  fields,  during  a  special  B.T.S.  con- 
secration service,  and  had  read  his  Bible  through  eight  times  prior 
to  being  licensed  as  an  evangelist  in  the  Church,  and  still  studies 
the  old  Book  daily.  Herbert  is  a  graduate  of  B.T.S.  and  Junior  College, 
has  spent  one  term  in  Wheaton  College,  and,  as  stated  before,  will 
do  postgraduate  work  in  B.T.S.  after  receiving  his  degree  in  Vander- 
bilt this  month.  We  believe  him  to  be  a  clean  Christian  gentleman, 
and  are  banking  on  him  to  hold  the  torch  high  on  the  mission  fields, 
comes  the  immediate  future! 


e  MARY  ELSIE  BLACKWOOD  POWELL  is  another  young  person  wh( 
has  "grown  up"  in  the  Church,  for  her  father,  Rev.  Robert  Blackwood 
has  been  an  active  minister  in  the  Movement  for  twenty-five  years 
having  pastored  in  most  of  the  Southern  States,  and  served  as  statt 
overseer  also.  Mary  has  a  right  to  know  how  Church  of  God  people 
conduct  themselves  throughout  the  nation.  The  Blackwood  Trio,  o 
which  she  was  a  member,  has  sung  on  radio  programs  regularly  ir 
many  sections  of  the  country.  Especially  gifted  in  this  field,  and  equal- 
ly as  unassuming,  Mary  is  a  valuable  member  of  the  B.T.S.  faculty 
being  in  charge  of  studies  in  piano,  voice,  and  accordion,  as  well  a; 
the  direction  of  the  Glee  Club  and  Robed  Choir.  Mary  has  studiec 
music  in  Nashville,  University  of  Chattanooga,  Northwestern  University 
and  University  of  Illinois.  A  young  ex-G.L,  named  Lacy  D.  Powell,  whc| 
is  soon  to  receive  his  degree  from  Maryville  College,  had  the  pleasure 
during  the  last  Christinas  holidays,  of  altering  her  name  to  suit  hi; 
fancy  more  perfectly,  and  now  her  fan  mail  and  correspondence  is  ad- 
dressed to  her  in  his  name.  We  agree  with  him  that  she's  a  won- 
derful girl,  and  wish  them  much  happiness  as  they  endeavor  to  serv* 
God  in  the  field  of  Christian  education,  for,  by  the  way,  Lacy  plan; 
to  work  with  Church  young  people  in  the  field  of  Vocational  Guidance 
and  Personnel  work. 


BE  SURE  AND  SEE  NAMES  OF  NATIONAL  SHORT  STORY  AND  Y.P.E.  PROGRAM  CONTEST  WINNERS,  P.  16 


PICTURED  BELOW  is  enthusiastic  congregation  at  Florida  State  Youth  Congress  held   in  the  beautiful  Orlando  church.  See  full  story  anc 

other  pictures  on  opposite  page. 
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FLORIDA'S     FIRST     STATE-WIDE 

YOUTH     RALLY     ACHIEVES 

GRATIFYING     RESULTS 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  weather  man  failed  to  cooperate,  a  large 
delegation  of  workers  representing  every  section  of  the  great  State  of  Florida, 
came  together  at  Orlando  for  the  first  state-wide  youth  rally  on  February 
26-28.  From  even  before  the  opening  service  until  the  close  of  the  meeting 
the  able  leadership  of  Rev.  Lewis  J.  Willis,  our  state  youth  director,  assisted 
by  members  of  an  efficient  Youth  Committee,  was  in  great  evidence.  The 
building  was  filled  for  the  opening  service,  at  which  tjme  Rev.  John  C. 
Jernigan,  our  General  Overseer,  a  man  who  for  many  years  has  had  a 
special  interest  in  any  occasion  that  would  be  a  spiritual  blessing  to  Ameri- 
can youth,  was  present  to  bring  a  message  of  inspiration  and  encourage- 
ments he  recounted  the  progress  that  has  been  and  is  being  made  among 
us  by  way  of  a   substantial   and   helpful   youth   program. 

Official  delegates  from  local  Y.P.E.'s  from  almost  one  hundred  churches 
throughout  the  State,  together  with  other  workers,  arrived  early  on  Thurs- 
day with  notebooks  and  pencils  to  take  part  in  the  first  of  a  series  of  study 
groups,  under  the  direction  of  Rev.  Ralph  E.  Williams,  National  Youth  Direc- 
tor. Successive  study  groups  were1  under  the  direction  of  Rev.  L.  B.  Thomas, 
Rev.  L.  C.  Heaston,  and  Rev.  Y.  W.  Kidd,  each  of  whom  directed  their 
group  very  efficiently  in  their  respective  subjects. 

Following  the  study  groups  of  the  first  morning,  Brother  Ralph  Williams 
brought  a  wonderful  message  from  the  subject,  "If  I  Were  Sixteen."  He 
revealed  many  opportunities  that  belong  to  our  youth,  some  of  which  we 
are  prone  to  neglect  until  it  is  too  late,  because  more  mature  responsibilities 
have  taken  the  place  of  opportunities.  This  message  will  long  be  helpfully 
remembered  by  those  who  heard  it.  On  Thursday  evening,  Rev.  Robert  J. 
Johnson,  National  Committeeman  and  pastor  of  the  church  at  Lake  City, 
Florida,  brought  a  message  on  "Why  I  Believe  There  Is  a  God,"  and  I  am 
sure  the  puny  arguments  of  agnostics,  atheists,  and  unbelievers  were  swept 
aside  and  crushed  by  this  mighty,  convincing  sermon.  I  am  sure  this  mes- 
sage helped  to  stabalize  the  faith  of  our  youth  in  the  God  of  all  creation, 
who  has  made  of  this  earth  His  footstool.  On  Friday  after  the  morning  study 
groups,  Rev.  R.  P.  Johnson,  pastor  of  the  church  at  Coconut  Grove,  Fla.; 
long  a  man  who  has  been  interested  in  any  program  that  would  advance 
the  spirituality  of  our  youth;  a  man  who  was  prominent  in  the  initial  or- 
ganization of  our  present  Y.P.E.  movement  and  program;  a  man  who  has 
given  unstintedly  of  his  time,  talent,  and  effort  to  every  program  that  would 
broaden  the  influence  of  the  Church,  brought  a  soul-stirring  sermon  on, 
"Youth  and  Consecration."  Much  of  the  results  of  this  great  message  was 
not  seen  until  in  the  evening  service,  when  Rev,  Carl  J.  Hughes,  Overseer 
of  the  West  Indies,  had  brought  a  very  touching  message  on  "Youth  and 
Missions,"  giving  particular  emphasis  to  the  need  of  the  peoples  in  the  Is- 
lands. The  needs  of  the  Island  peoples  and  our  efforts  to  help  them  were 
shown  by  more  than  twelve  hundred  feet  of  color  film  in  the  evening  serv- 
ice, after  which  a  great  host  of  our  youth  filled  the  large  altar  and  offered 
themselves  to  God  in  a  greater  way  than  ever  before  to  do  His  will. 

The  rally  closed  with  this  great  gathering  of  youth  and  youth  workers 
dispersing  to  go  their  several  ways  to  put  into  practice  the  things  they  had 
learned  with  that  measure  of  enthusiasm  never  before  evidenced  among 
our  people. 

The  Story  in  Pictures,  as  Caught  by  the  Camera  of 
Brady  Dennis 

At  top,  State  Youth  Director  of  Florida,  Rev.  Lewis  Willis,  chats  with  Na- 
tional Director,   Rev.   Ralph   Williams. 

Next,  the  Committee  watches  congress  proceedings  with  satisfaction.  Left  to 
right,  "Y.P.E.  Evangelism"  Chairman  Heaston;  "Y.P.E.  Education"  Chairman 
Thomas;  and  "Y.P.E.  Missions"  Chairman  Kidd  (extreme  right),  with  Director 
Lewis. 

Third,  dedicatory  prayer  of  the  final  service,  when  scores  of  youthful  Chris- 
tians  reconsecrated   themselves   to   Christ   and    His   cause. 

Fourth,  Rev.  Carl  J.  Hughes,  Superintendent  of  West  Indies  Missions,  rises 
to  his  toes  in   a   dramatic   moment,   during   an   appeal   for   workers. 

Fifth,  State  Director  Lewis  poses  with  some  of  his  District  Directors.  Pictured 
with  him  are:  W.  A.  Smith,  Hosea  Smith,  C.  D.  Harris,  Bud  Braddock,  J.  M. 
Gresham,    L.    C.    Heaston,   and    Carl   Mitchell. 

Bottom,  Robert  Johnson,  National  Youth  Committeeman,  relaxing  after  an 
eloquent   moment   during   his   message,   "Why   I   Believe   There   Is   a   God." 

See  bottom  of  opposite  page  for  congregational  picture  of  this  meeting. 


Wessons 

TOPIC:   VICTORY 

Sarah  Blanch  McGuire 
1  John  5. 
Do  we  always  consider  what  it 
means  to  say  we  have  the  victory? 
a  very  few  words  that  mean  a  lot. 
A  great  calm  is  in  our  hearts  if  the 
Great  Master  has  spoken  "Peace  be 
still."  We  have  perfect  trust  towards 
God.  It  means  we  love  our  neighbor 
as  ourselves.  As  people  testify  they 
have  the  victory,  our  minds  grasp  the 
fact  that  above  are  the  overshadow- 
ing wings,  all  around  His  guardian 
angels,  underneath  His  everlasting 
arms,  and  within  His  wonderful  peace. 
With  all  this  the  praises  of  God  are 
rolling  over  and  over  within  us,  mak- 
ing a  singing  gladness  in  our  hearts, 
a  great  joy  in  our  souls.  Let  us  ex- 
amine ourselves  to  see  if  we  really 
have  the  victory. 

PERFECT  TRUST 
Nahum  1:7;  1  Timothy  4:10. 

Perfect  trust  in  God,  believing  that 
whatsoever  state  we  are  in  to  be  con- 
tent, knowing  our  loving  Father  will 
not  let  us  be  tempted  beyond  our 
strength.  He  has  promised  us  de- 
liverance in  our  hour  of  need.  When 
trials  and  tests  come  to  us  and  we 
look  up  into  the  heavens  crying  for 
deliverance,  trusting  and  believing 
our  Father  who  knoweth  all  things 
can  move  all  earth  if  He  so  wishes, 
that  He  may  help  us.  Just  as  He  spoke 
to  Moses  in  the  burning  bush,  so  will 
He  speak  to  us  if  we  stay  in  the 
center  of  His  will  and  trust  in  Him. 
On  God's  balance  sheet  it  will  mean 
a  very  big  thing  in  our  Christian  ex- 
perience if  we  have  fully  trusted  God 
in  all  things. 

PERFECT  PEACE 
Col.  3:12,  17;  Isaiah  26:3,  4. 

Perfect  peace  within  us .  is  to  have 
a  conscience  void  of  offence  toward 
God  and  man,  knowing  we  have  done 
our  best  and  we  fear  nothing  man 
can  do  to  us. 

When  we  come  into  contact  with 
men  who  would  try  to  tell  us  our 
faith  is  in  vain,  that  there  is  no  God. 
a  great  voice  within  us  speaks,  "The 
fcol  hath  said  in  his  heart  there  is 
no  God,"  and  we  can  go  on  our  way 
rejoicing,  with  perfect  peace  in  our 
hearts,  after  we  have  testified  of  all 
things  our  Lord  has  done  for  us. 

PERFECT  LOVE 
Joshua  22:1-5;  John  4:7-13;Eph.  3:19. 
Perfect  love  toward  God  and  our 
fellow  man  will  promote  the 
great  cause  of  God,  so  lost  souls 
may  be  born  again  into  the  family 
of  God.  As  Jesus  lost  sight  of  His 
suffering  that  we  may  have  eternal 
life,  so  we  should  lose  sight  of  our- 
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selves  in  our  great  love  to  serve  God's 
cause. 

There  is  a  love  of  self-interest 
which  defeats  its  own  end,  trying  to 
put  our  ideas  over  and  get  others  to 
see  our  viewpoint.  We  may  forget  the 
cause  for  which  we  are  working.  The 
greater  our  love  for  God,  the  greater 
His  love  for  us,  His  divine  love  so 
working  in  us  that  others  might  see 
and  we  might  be  a  help  to  those  who 
have  a  need  in  their  lives. 
JOY 
Isaiah  12;  1  Peter  1:8,  9. 

Perfect  joy  should  be  spontaneous, 
coming  from  away  down  deep  inside, 
from  the  knowledge  that  Jesus  died 
for  us.  We  should  rejoice  unceasingly, 
because  the  love  of  God  has  saved 
our  souls  from  everlasting  hell;  never 
looking  back  for  the  things  left  be- 
hind; never  fretting  because  of  evil- 
doers; never  worrying  about  this 
world's  good  we  lack;  but  rejoicing 
in  all  things;  ever  praising  and  sing- 
ing in  our  hearts  to  the  Lord;  ever 
sending  up  thanksgiving  because  of 
the  bondage  of  sin  being  lifted  from 
us,  making  us  heirs  with  Christ  Je- 
sus. If  we  keep  the  joy  of  the  Lord 
in  our  souls,  one  thing  is  sure,  we 
shall  never  have  a  desire  to  go  back 
to  the  beggarly  things  of  this  world, 
but  an  ever  increasing  longing  to  at 
last  meet  Jesus. 

TOPIC:    HELPS    FOR    SOUL 
WINNERS 

Prov.  11:30. 

We  are  sure  that  many  of  our  young 
people,  who  are  anxious  to  be  soul 
winners,  are  often  at  a  loss  as- to  what 
to  say  when  they  are  endeavoring 
to  lead  a  soul  to  Christ.  It  is  a  puz- 
zling question  to  most  of  us  to  know 
what  to  answer  at  all  times  when 
they  begin  to  make  excuses. 

I  am  giving  some  helps  along  this 
line  in  this  lesson  so  that  you  may 
be  prepared  for  service  of  this  kind. 
Let  the  leader  read  the  heading  and 
those  to  whom  the  parts  have  been 
given  be  ready  to  answer  the  excuse. 
It  may  be  from  these  scripture  refer- 
ences we  are  giving.  It  would  be  fine 
if  the  passages  of  scripture  could  be 
memorized.  It  would  make  it  more 
interesting  and  helpful. 

Those    Under    Deep    Conviction 

Isa.    53:6.    "All    we    like    sheep    have 

gone  astray." 
Isa.  55:1.  "Ho,  every  one  that  thirst- 

eth." 
Rom.   5:6.    "Christ   died   for   the   un- 
godly." 
John    3:16.    "For    God    so    loved    the 

world." 
John     1 :  12.    "As    many    as    received 

him." 

I  Will  Not  Be  Accepted 
Rom.  5:8.  "While  we  were  yet  sinners." 
Isa.    1 :  18.    "Though    your   sins    be   as 

scarlet." 
Luke    19:10.   "To   seek   and   to    save." 
Isa.    43:25.    "Will    not    remember    thy 

sins." 

I    Have  Committed   the   Unpardonable  Sin 

John  6:37.  "Him  that  cometh  to  me." 


Rom.    10:13.    "Whosoever    shall   call." 
2    Peter   3:9.    "Not   willing    that    any 
should   perish." 

It  Is  Too  Late 

Matt.    20:6,    7.    "The   eleventh   hour." 
My  Heart  Is  Too  Hard 

Ezek.  36:26,  27.  "A  new  heart  will  I 
give  thee." 

I  Cannot  Give  Up  My  Sins 

Gal.  6:7,  8.  "Whatsoever  a  man  sow- 
eth,   that   shall   he   also   reap." 

John  8:36.  "If  the  Son  therefore  shall 
make  you  free,  ye  shall  be  free 
indeed." 

1  John    2:17.    "The    world    passeth 

away." 

I    Am   Afraid   of   Persecution 

Matt.  5:10-12.  "Blessed  are  they." 
Rom.    8:18.    "The    sufferings    of    this 
present  time." 

2  Tim.  2:12.  "If  ye  suffer  with  me." 

The   Backslider 

Hos.    14:4.    "I    will    heal    their    back- 
sliding." 
1  John  1:9.  "If  we  confess  our  sins." 
Luke  15:20-24.  "Prodigal  son." 

The  Christian  Life  Is  Too  Hard 

Matt.   11:30.  "My  yoke  is  easy." 
Prov.  3:17.  "All  her  paths  are  peace." 
Prov.  13:15.  "Way  of  transgressors  is 

hard." 
I  Shall  Have  To  Give  Up  My  Companions 
Prov.  1:10-15.  "My  son,  if  sinners  en- 
tice thee." 
Psa.  1:1,  2.  "The  man  that  walketh." 
James  4:4.  "A  friend  of  the  world." 
I    Couldn't  Hold  Out 

1  Peter  1:5.  "Kept  by  the  power  of 

God." 

2  Tim.   1:12.  "He  is  able  to  keep." 

1   Cor.    10:13.   "Not  suffer  you   to   be 

tempted." 
Phil.  4:13.  "I  can  do  all  things  through 

Christ." 

I  Am  Too  Young 
Luke    18:16.    "Suffer   little    children." 
Eccl.      12:1.     "Remember     now     thy 

Creator." 
We  hope  you  will  each  memorize 
these  scriptures  and  be  ready  to  use 
them  when  necessary.  Each  of  you 
should  drill  on  these  answers  until 
you  could  answer  any  of  them  if 
called  upon  to  do  so.  It  would  be  well 
to  repeat  this  lesson  until  these  scrip- 
tures become  a  part  of  every  en- 
deavorer.  Change  them  around  the 
next  time  and  let  someone  else  mem- 
orize them. 

Sometimes  you  send  for  your  papers 
to  be  sent  by  return  mail,  hoping  to 
have  them  for  next  meeting  night. 
The  next  time  your  papers  do  not 
reach  you  in  time,  just  repeat  this 
lesson.  It  needs  to  be  gone  over  again 
and  again  until  you  are  perfect  in 
dealing  with  souls. 

Please  give  out  your  parts  in  time 
for  those  on  the  program  to  have 
plenty  of  time  to  memorize  their 
scriptures.  This  is  the  only  way  to  have 
an  interesting  program. 

Note:  Young  people  should  never 
go  to  a  meeting  without  their  Bibles. 
They  are  often  needed.  But  especial- 
ly you  should  bring  them  to  this 
meeting. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


Y.P.E.   PROGRAM 

We  are  giving  you  the  privilege  of 
using  our  Reading  Page  for  one  of 
your  programs  this  month.  You  will 
find  the  discussion  of  books  will  mean 
much  for  your  young  people.  Start 
preparation  for  your  program  early 
and  ask  different  ones  to  discuss 
books  they  have  read.  Start  your  li- 
brary now  and  get  your  Y.P.E.  inter- 
ested in  reading. 

TOPIC:    THE    BIBLE 

2  Tim.  2:15 
By  CARL  E.  STURGEON 

The  word  "Bible"  comes  to  us  from 
a  Greek  word  that  originally  meant 
Little  Books.  Later  it  meant  The  Book. 

The  Bible  is  a  library  containing 
66  books  on  various  subjects.  One  is 
likely  to  find  here  the  type  of  reading 
that  best  suits  his  taste  when  he 
delves  into  its  realism  with  the  right 
purpose.  Prose,  poetry,  history,  biog- 
rapny,  high  adventure,  plain  narra- 
tive, stately  hymns,  terse  epigrams, 
philosophy,  inspiring  sermons,  these 
and  more  are  to  be  found  in  this 
diversified  library. 

These  books  are  of  many  types, 
written  on  many  subjects  by  many 
men  who  lived  in  different  ages,  but 
they  all  have  a  vital  similarity.  They 
were  inspired  by  God.  "Holy  men  of 
God  spoke  as  they  were  moved  by 
the  Holy  Ghost,"  2  Peter  1:21. 

The  929  chapters  of  the  books  of 
the  Old  Testament  were  originally 
written  in  the  Hebrew  language;  the 
260  chapters  of  the  New  Testament 
were  written  in  the  Greek  language. 
Not  one  of  those  original  manuscripts 
has  been  in  existence  for  many  cen- 
turies. Our  Bible  is  a  translation  of 
early  copies  and  translations,  but  not 
of  the  originally  written  manuscripts. 
Although  there  are  no  words  in  the 
English  language  to  describe  the  ex- 
act shade  of  meaning  of  many  He- 
brew and  Greek  words,  learned  and 
most  qualified  men  have  done  their 
utmost  in  their  attempts.  Various 
translations  of  the  Bible  are  based 
on  the  original  Hebrew  and  Greek, 
regardless  of  the  language  in  which 
the  Book  is  written. 

There  is  a  1946  edition  of  the  New 
Testament.  It  is  written  in  modern 
English  and  without  changing  the 
meaning  of  the  thought.  One  of  these 
New  Testaments  is  very  easy  to  read. 
The  University  of  Chicago  Press, 
Chicago,  Illinois,  publishes  an  edition 
of  the  New  Testament  by  Edgar  J. 
Goodspeed.  This  writer  recommends 
it. 

To  derive  most  from  your  Bible 
reading,  try  these  suggestions: 

1.  Read  thoughtfully,  reverently, 
and  prayerfully. 

2.  Underline  passages  that  impress 
you,  using  different  colors  for  differ- 
ent subjects. 

3.  Read  daily,  preferably  at  begin- 
ning of  the  day  when  you  can  more 
easily  understand. 

4.  Seek  inspirational  messages  for 
the  day  while  reading. 

5.  Live  in  accordance  with  your  in- 
terpretation of  the  Bible. 


A  good  plan  for  reading  the  Bible 
through  within  a  year  is  to  read 
three  chapters  a  day  and  six  chapters 
on  Sunday.  To  read  through  the  New 
Testament  only,  within  five  months, 
read  two  chapters  daily  on  week-days 
and  reread  passages  of  special  interest 
on  Sunday.  A  plan  for  reading  the 
entire  New  Testament  through  seven 
times  within  one  year  is  to  read  five 
chapters  each  day  for  365  days. 

The  Bible  is  the  best  seller.  More 
than  six  million  copies  are  sold  each 
year.  It  is  read  in  a  million  pulpits 
in  over  500  languages  every  Sunday. 

DeQuincey  called  it  "The  Literature 
of  Power."  A  Fiji  islander  said  of  this 
Book,  "I  am  in  there."  Professor  Wil- 
liam Lyon  Phelps  declared:  "You  can 
learn  more  about  human  nature  by 
reading  the  Bible  than  by  living  in 
New  York  City."  Lincoln  stated:  "Take 
all  of  this  Book  upon  reason  that  you 
can,  and  the  balance  on  faith,  and 
you  will  live  and  die  a  happier  man." 

The  Bible  has  survived  the  centu- 
ries. Its  popularity  is  first,  in  spite 
of  its  false  friends  and  savage  ene- 
mies, superstitious  and  wild  interpre- 
tations, its  many  translations  and 
perils  of  transmutation.  It  has  survived 
misuse  and  abuse,  ridicule  and  scorn, 
neglect  and  criticism.  It  has  with- 
stood the  savage  battles  and  the  de- 
struction of  wars.  It  contains  the  ten- 
derest  pastorals,  the  saddest  trage- 
dies, the  loftiest  lyrics,  the  noblest 
letters,  the  best  short  stories,  and  in- 
structional proverbs  in  the  world.  Its 
authoritative  contents  give  an  accent 
of  certainty.  It  is  as  sincere  as  death. 
It  does  not  attempt  to  dodge  the  is- 
sues. It  pierces  guilty  consciences. 
It  tames  ferocity,  softens  hatred,  re- 
bukes vice,  shames  self-conceit.  It 
radiates  the  sunshine  of  hope  and 
the  contentment  of  security.  It  is  the 
Classic  for  Conscience.  It  has  a  gospel 
for  all  classes.  It  depicts  the  earth 
as  a  short  home  of  preparation  for 
eternity,  each  being  awarded  accord- 
ing to  his  life  here.  It  holds  the  sun- 
lit vision  of  the  City  of  God — the  city 
without  poverty,  war,  greed  and  creed 
— and  dares  to  believe  that  nothing 
can  prevent  its  coming.  The  frankest 
book  ever  published  is  the  Bible.  If 
a  saint  stumbled,  the  Bible  enumer- 
ates it.  If  Peter  collapsed  in  loyalty, 
the  Bible  does  not  deny  it.  If  David 
and  Job  had  their  weak  moments 
with  God,  the  Bible  says  so.  If  the 
people  would  not  believe  the  warning 
of  God  through  Noah,  the  Bible  says 
so.  For  acute  psychology  and  psy- 
chology of  the  crowd,  read  the  Bible. 
It  affords  excellent  study  of  man — 
his  living,  dying,  loving,  dreaming, 
fighting,  weeping,  laughing,  praying, 
falling  and  rising  again. 

Here  are  real  characters.  To  know 
them  is  to  know  ourselves.  The  Bible 
is  an  adequate  guide  to  religious  faith 
and  conduct,  regardless  of  denomi- 
nation. It  stresses  the  only  perfect 
way  of  living. 

The  Bible  is  something  more  than 
a  book  to  keep  around  the  house.  Do 
not  lose  your  social  security  card  in 
the  Bible  and  not  find  it  for  years. 

The  hungry  man  can  enter  the  Bi- 


ble like  the  old  orchard  and  find 
satisfying  fruit.  He  can  find  com- 
panionship for  his  soul  in  the  moods 
and  experiences  of  the  lives  of  others. 
He  can  find  pages  like  an  open  fire 
on  a  cold,  frosty  morning,  or  like  milk 
at  mealtime.  Reading  the  Bible  gives 
one  greater  faith,  increases  hope, 
gives  wings  to  prayers,  elevates  his 
ideas  of  the  living  God. 

It  is  God's  Book  for  mankind.  God 
at  diverse  times  and  in  sundry  man- 
ners spake  to  our  fathers  through 
the  prophets  and  finally  to  all  men 
through  His  Son. 

God  reveals  His  divine  way  to  us 
through  His  Book  when  our  efforts 
meet  His  requirements.  Accept  the 
fullest  from  life.  Read  the  Bible. 


SCORCHED   EARTH 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
to  abandon  it,  they  set  fire  to  vast 
acres  of  oil  wells,  completely  destroy- 
ing the  things  which  had  brought 
tnem  wealth  and  usefulness,  but 
which  in  the  hands  of  the  enemy 
would  bring  destruction  upon  them — 
this  we  call  the  scorched-earth  policy! 

"The  application  is  clear.  When  one 
decides  to  be  a  Christian,  he  must 
renounce  the  world,  and  make  a  clean 
jod  of  it.  Unless  the  bridges  behind 
him  are  destroyed,  the  enemy,  with 
cunning  and  subtlety,  will  seek  to 
draw  the  soul  again  into  his  territory. 
Perhaps  there  is  one  here  tonight  who 
ai  one  time  really  tried  to  live  a 
Christian  life,  but  who  has  lost  the 
joy  of  Chnst's  pleasure;  you  know 
He  has  gone  from  your  life.  Did  you 
completely  break  loose  from  those 
things  that  were  unlike  God?  Did  you 
destroy  them,  or  did  you  try  to  serve 
God  with  one  hand,  and  with  the 
other  hang  on  the  world?" 

The  evangelist  surveyed  the  eager 
listeners  once  more  as  he  brought  the 
message  even  closer  home.  "There  are 
many  things  one  can  leave  unde- 
stroyed  that  cause  him  to  look  back 
and  finally  turn  back  altogether.  One 
of  the  things  that  pull  hundreds  of 
young  people  back  into  sin  is  failing 
to  sever  friendships  and  companion- 
ship with  unbelievers." 

Jane  Withers  sat  very  still,  but  it 
seemed  as  though  everyone  in  the 
small  room  might  be  able  to  hear 
her  heart  beats  as  they  throbbed  out 
the  accusation,  "That's  what  you  did! 
That's  what  yt  did!"  Oh,  why  had 
she  not  seen  it  oefore? 

The  Reverend  Dodd  continued,  "It 
may  cost  you  much  to  give  up  a 
friendship  you  hold  dear,  but  the 
Word  plainly  announces,  'Be  not  un- 
equally yoked  together  with  unbe- 
lievers.' With  whom  will  you  sever 
relations  tonight — GOD  or  man?" 

The  country  "school  marm"  failed 
to  hear  the  closing  words  of  the  ser- 
mon, but  she  had  heard  the  message 
meant  for  her.  Vividly  she  recalled 
the  admonitions  of  the  saints  on 
other  occasions  when  she  had  longed 
for  peace.  They  had  warned  her  not 
to  keep  company  with  an  unsaved 
young  man,  but  she  had  argued  that 
she  would  be  the  means  of  bringing 
Joe  into  the  kingdom.  She  had  suc- 
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ceeded  in  persuading  him  to  bring 
her  to  church,  but  deep  in  her  heart 
she  knew  he  was  no  nearer  than  he 
had  ever  been.  Now  she  recalled  that 
each  time  she  had  taken  her  stand, 
Joe  had  gradually  pulled  her  back 
with  worldly  enticements. 

When  the  invitation  was  given  to 
seekers,  she  was  the  only  soul  to  re- 
spond, but  she  paid  no  heed  to  that. 
She  had  determined  once  and  for  all, 
by  the  grace  of  God,  to  become  a  full- 
fledged  Christian,  and  this  time  the 
path  behind  would  be  as  "scorched 
earth." 

Silently  Joe  Maxley  walked  to  the 
gate  with  the  girl;  he  was  thoroughly 
displeased  with  her  for  taking  the 
way  she  had  chosen  tonight,  but  sure- 
ly, as  before,  she  would  yield  to  his 
charms  and  give  him  first  place  in 
her  life. 

He  was  unprepared  for  the  reso- 
lute determination  which  possessed 
his  friend.  Jane  held  out  her  hand; 
her  eyes  were  bright  with  unshed 
tears,  but  there  was  about  her  that 
something  which  spoke  of  a  convic- 
tion which  could  not  be  shaken. 

"Good  night,  Joe,  and  I — guess  this 
is  good-by.  I've  fooled  myself  before 
into  thinking  you  would  become  a 
Christian  and  we  could  serve  Him 
together,  but  this  time  I'm  not  going  to 
compromise.  I'm  sorry  it  has  to  be 
this  way,  but  I  had  to  do  one  of  two 
things  tonight,  Joe — and  I  chose  to 
sever  connections  with  you." 

"Now  listen,  Jane,"  answered  Joe 
Maxley,  completely  undone  and  angry 
by  Jane's  words,  "religion  and  that 
crazy  bunch  at  the  church.  .  ."  With 
that  Jane  stepped  back  in  amaze- 
ment, her  face  white  with  horror. 
When  he  had  finished,  she  spoke 
quietly,  "Is  that  the  way  you  have 
really  felt  all  the  time,  Joe,  even 
while  you  were  professing  to  care  for 
me?" 

"Yes,  it  is,  if  you  must  know.  Maybe 


I've  lost  you  now,  but,  at  any  rate, 
you  know  what  I  think." 

"Yes,  Joe,  I  do,  and  I  can't  thank 
God  enough  for  opening  my  eyes  be- 
fore it  was  too  late.  We're  through 
for  good,  but  I  want  you  to  know  one 
thing:  I'll  always  pray  that  your  eyes 
shall  be  opened." 

Months  passed  by.  Jane  Withers 
sang  as  she  picked  a  lovely  bouquet 
of  roses  from  her  grandmother's 
garden.  Vacation  was  here  and  she 
reveled  in  the  joyous  freedom  from 
the  monotonous  tasks  of  the  school- 
room— but  that  was  not  the  inspira- 
tion for  the  song.  The  song  came 
from  her  heart — a  heart  that  thrilled 
with  deep  joy  and  peace.  The 
"scorched-earth"  policy  had  cost  her 
a  castle  of  dreams — a  heartache — but 
now  she  knew  the  "peace  that  pass- 
eth  understanding." 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

to  carry  your  bag,  and  do  something 
for  you." 

Are  you  happy  in  the  morning  as 
you  go  from  a  good  home?  If  so,  look 
around,  and  when  you  see  someone 
who  looks  poor,  unhappy,  and  lonely, 
give  a  kind  word  or  a  smile;  it  will 
prove  a  blessing,  and  you  will  be  hap- 
pier, too. 

A  young  man  had  received  an  offer 
of  a  position  in  a  certain  place.  In 
speaking  about  it  to  a  friend,  he  said, 
"You  have  no  idea  just  what  a  drab 
place  it  is."  The  friend  smiled  as  he 
truthfully  replied,  "It  will  not  be  drab 
after  you  get  there."  He  knew  that 
wherever  this  young  man  went  he 
would  soon  dispel  the  drabness  of  the 
place  to  which  he  was  going. 

There  is  a  hymn  that  bids  us, 
"Brighten  the  corner  where  you  are." 
When  children,  we  liked  to  hear  about 
the  wonderful  lamp  that  had  the  pow- 


er of  transforming  any  place  where  it 
was  put.  When  placed  in  a  fisher- 
man's hut,  it  made  everything  .in  it 
shine  like  silver.  This  is  just  an  illus- 
tration of  what  God  wants  each  of  His 
followers  to  do.  No  two  of  us  are  alike; 
we  each  have  our  own  personality. 
This  is  given  to  us  in  order  that  we 
might  have  the  power  to  bless  and 
help  every  life  with  which  we  come  in 
contact.  As  each  gem  has  its  own  ra- 
diance and  each  flower  distills  its  own 
fragrance,  so  God  places  us  where  we 
can  brighten  and  help  those  among 
whom  we  live,  in  a  way  that  none 
other  could.  We  are  endowed  with 
gifts  that  we  are  to  use  for  the  better- 
ment of  those  among  whom  we  are 
placed. 


WORK  WELL  DONE 

In  the  stone  works  a  young  man  was 
suddenly  set  to  do  a  piece  of  carving 
The  man  on  the  job  had  been  taker 
ill,  and  the  task  had  to  be  finishec 
on  time.  The  young  man  did  not  know 
what  the  stone  was  for,  but  he  wenl 
to  work  with  his  accustomed  painstak- 
ing way.  He  chiseled  out  a  stem  here 
a  leaf  there,  and  flowers  above.  The 
master  workman  approved  the  job 
and  the  stone  left  the  works.  Some 
months  passed,  then  one  day  the 
young  man  was  walking  through  the 
great  and  beautiful  building  that  the 
city  had  just  completed  and  opened 
He  came  to  the  most  prominent  pillar 
a  handsome  column  crowned  with  e 
piece  of  lily  work.  "Why,"  he  ex-! 
claimed,  "that's  my  bit  of  work!"  And 
taking  off  his  cap,  he  gazed  at  it  anc 
said  reverently,  "Thank  God,  I  dicj 
that  job  well!"  When  I  overheard  the 
young  man's  remark,  and  saw  the 
light  in  his  eyes,  and  he  told  me  aboui) 
it,  I  knew  if  I  had  never  known  before 
that  work  is  a  holy  thing.  Righi] 
wages  and  just  treatment  for  work 
men  are  proper  adjuncts,  but  abovej 
and  beyond  them  your  bit  of  work  Lj 
holy  to  you. — From  the  Christian  Life 
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(Continued  from  page  13) 
In   the  Short  Story  Contest  In   the   Y.P.E.    Program    Contest 


Winner  of  first  prize:  Harry  Hatcher,  242  Speedway 
Circle,  Knoxville,  Tennessee.  The  prize  was  $25. 

Winner  of  second  prize:  Mrs.  Fannie  Davis,  Box  493, 
Hot  Springs,  New  Mexico.  The  prize  was  $15. 


Winner  of  first  prize:  Mozelle  Lasyone,  Box  722 
Urania,    Louisiana.   The   prize  was  $25. 

Winner  of  second  prize:  Pauline  Weaver  Harding 
Box  843,  Wake  Forest  North  Carolina.  The  prize  wa;| 
$15. 

The  response  to  this  great  contest  was  far  beyond  our  ambitions,  and  was  gratifying  indeed.  The  judges,  selected  from  the  Bible  Schoo 
faculty,  had  no  idea  who  wrote  any  of  the  stories  they  judged,  for  Brother  Williams,  the  National  Youth  Director,  held  the  name  of  eacl 
author  of  both  Y.P.E.   Programs  and  Short  Stories.  So  the  winners  were  selected  fairly,  as  you  can  see 


Below  are  listed  the  names  of  those  who  re- 
ceived honorable  mention  for  their  splendid 
contributions  during  this  contest. 

Charles  G.  Paschal,  Bruce  M.  Hughes, 
P.  F.  Taylor,  Mrs.  Estelle  Robertson,  Mrs. 
M.  A.  Baker,  Mrs.  Anton  Washek,  Pauline 
Weaver  Harding,  Doris  Lockard,  June  Free- 
man, Mozelle  Lasyone,  Mary  Phipps,  Mrs. 
G.  H.  Harding,  Mrs.  Bertha  Lockard,  Mrs. 
Katie  Mae  Bass,  Wilma  Orvin,  Sarah  York, 
Opal  Capell,  Hoyt  H.  Freeman,  Gertrude 
Wilson,  Inez  Hodges,  Duey  Teaboly,  Lois 
Clark,  Erwin  E.  Sullivan,  Mrs.  Geneva  E. 
Morton,  James  L.  Allen,  Earl  T.  Golden,  Mrs. 


Queene  Holmes,  Doris  McLuhan,  E.  E.  Cole- 
man, Mrs.  Fannie  Davis,  Eugene  Garrler,  Ted 
Kane,  Margaret  Ackley,  Mrs.  Grady  L. 
Hurst,  Bonnie  Davis,  Hoyt  Redmon,  James 
L.  Allen,  Jr.,  Mrs.  Mary  Bowyer,  Mrs.  Laura 
K.  Bruhl,  Paul  E.  Sells,  C.  C.  Howard,  Mary 
Lee  Meares,  Myrtle  Floyd,  Gladys  Williams, 
Aron  L.  Rochester,  Doris  Goodman,  Margaret 
Smith,  Helen  M.  Ayers,  Mary  Frances  King, 
Virginia  A.  Robinson,  Joyce  Rutter,  Miss 
May  Aslin,  Mrs.  Brady  Dennis,  Miss  Geneva 
Pressley,  Lois  Wiltsey,  Laverne  M.  Selman, 
Mrs.  Margaret  Fox,  Mrs.  Charles  Botten,  Ray 
W.  Denny,   Rosa  Corriher,  Mrs.   Pierce  New- 
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ton,  Mrs.  L.  S.  Brosher,  Gloria  Zwick,  Evelyr 
Miller,  Verna  Mae  Caviness,  Mrs.  Nor< 
Carswell,  Margie  M.  Mixon,  Mrs.  Emm< 
Lashley,  Otelia  Oham,  Edith  Hackney,  Heler 
Solomon,  Dorothy  Gawne. 

In  closing  this  report,  we  wish  to  encour 
age  those  who  participated  by  saying  tha 
perhaps  your  story  or  program  may  b< 
chosen  sometime  in  the  near  future  for  pub 
lication.  In  fact,  from  the  list  of  short  storie 
received,  the  Sunday  School  Department  i 
choosing  an  amount  sufficient  for  the  entin 
fourth  quarter's  YOUTH  CHALLENGE.  Lool 
for  your  story  in  these  numbers. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  LETTER  FROM  THE  EDITOR 

( Continued  from  page  9 ) 

notebook  and  when  you  write  a  poem, 
keep  a  copy  and  paste  it  in  your  note- 
book, so  if  it  is  not  published  you  will 
have  it  anyway.  I  have  some  poems 
in  a  scrapbook  now  that  I  wrote  when 
I  was  very  young,  which  were  never 
published.  I  prize  them  very  highly. 
If  you  feel  that  you  have  a  talent 
for  writing  either  poetry  or  prose,  be 
sure  to  cultivate  it.  If  you  do  not  get 
them  published  at  first,  don't  get  dis- 
couraged. Keep  on  and  fill  your  scrap- 
book.  You  can  see  how  you  improve. 
However,  we  would  like  to  have  a  copy 
for  our  files,  too.  Many  of  our  great 
poets  struggle  just  like  you  are  doing, 
and  some  have  become  discouraged 
and  quit  who  might  have  developed 
into  great  writers. 


rather  let  us  exaltingly  enter  into  it, 

and  therein 
"Let  us  labor  for  the  Master 
From  the  dawn  to  setting  sun." 
Great  is  youth's  place!    Great  will 

be  youth's  reward! 


YOUTH'S  PLACE  IN  THE  GREAT 
COMMISSION 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

young  person,   therefore,   be   discour- 
aged ! 

Bishop  Baker  began  "exhorting" 
when  he  was  seventeen.  Bishop 
Thompson,  at  nineteen  had  a  medical 
diploma  from  the  University  of  Penn- 
sylvania; at  his  first  open-air  sermon, 
sixty-five  people  were  seekers  and 
forty-six  joined  the  church.  Bishop 
Foster  was  in -the  ministry  at  seven- 
teen. Bishop  Keener,  of  the  Method- 
ist Episcopal  Church,  South,  gradu- 
ated from  the  Wesleyan  University 
at  the  age  of  sixteen  years. 

A  PLACE  FOR  EACH  ONE 

The  full  list  of  youthful  workers 
will  never  be  revealed  until  the  Rec- 
ord Books  of  heaven  are  opened.  Mul- 
titudes have  not  won  recognition  but 
have  served  with  faithfulness,  never- 
theless. Great  will  be  their  reward. 
It  is  like  the  list  of  Hebrews — so  great 
that  time  would  fail  before  a  com- 
plete enumeration  could  be  given. 

Let  no  young  person  think  he  has 
no  place  in  the  affairs  of  the  king- 
dom. He  can  live  a  consistent  life.  He 
can  read  his  Bible  until  it  lives  again 
in  him.  He  can  pray  until  his  own 
life  is  radiant  and  other  souls  become 
hungry.  He  can  testify;  he  can  sing; 
he  can  invite  souls;  he  can  be  friend- 
ly; he  can  be  faithful  in  attendance; 
pe  can  be  his  pastor's  assistant;  he 
can  be  an  example  to  others;  he  can 
encourage  the  weak;  he  can  rebuke 
the  wayward;  he  can  visit  the  sick. 
'Oh!  It  is  surprising  what  a  lot  of 
'things  a  young  person  can  find  to 
[do,  if  he  wishes. 

It  is  not  merely  talent  that  brings 
us  usefulness.  It  is  purposeful  living. 
Anyone,  talented  or  untalented,  can 
have  a  fixed  purpose  in  life. 

The  place  of  youth  in  the  Great 
Commission!  Who  can  describe  it? 
Who  dare  limit  it?  It  is  a  grand  and 
glorious  place!   Let  none  belittle  it — 


SALT   CREATES  THIRST 

At  a  missionary  meeting  some  young 
people  were  discussing  the  text,  "Ye 
are  the  salt  of  the  earth."  One  sug- 
gestion after  another  was  made  as  to 
the  meaning  of  salt  in  this  verse. 
"Salt  imparts  a  desirable  flavor,"  said 
one.  "Salt  preserves  from  decay,"  an- 
other suggested. 

Then  at  last  a  Chinese  Christian  girl 
spoke  out  of  an  experience  none  of  the 
others  had.  "Salt  creates  thirst,"  she 
said,  and  there  was  a  sudden  hush  in 
the  room.  Everyone  was  thinking, 
"Have  I  ever  made  anyone  thirsty  for 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ?"  —  The  Chris- 
tian Digest. 

READING  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
Shining    After   Rrain 

By  Louise  Harrison  McGraw 
This  well-written  story  is  an  ex- 
ceptionally fine  one  to  put  into  the 
hands  of  Christian  young  people  who 
need  to  be  led  into  the  joys  of  com- 
plete surrender  to  Christ.  Price  $2.00. 


BIOGRAPHY 
Goforth    of   China 

By  ROSALIND  GOFORTH 
Not  only  will  this  book  take  its 
place  in  the  front  rank  of  missionary 
biography,  but  the  man  of  whom  it 
speaks  will  long  be  remembered 
among  the  heroes  of  faith.  Indeed  it 
may  be  that  Goforth  will  do  for  this 
generation  what  Henry  Martyn  did 
for  his — set  agoing  a  great  wave  of 
missionary  enthusiasm.  Price  $3.00. 
Order  from  CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUB.  HOUSE, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 


A  NEW  SONG  IN  MY  HEART 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

actually.  I  gripped  my  fists  and  set 
my  teeth.  Why  couldn't  I  have  any- 
thing I  wanted?  Why  must  I  be  dif- 
ferent from  all  the  other  girls  in  or- 
der to  feed  the  Hungry  Harrisons? 
Go  to  town?  Indeed  I  would  not.  What 
could  I  do  with  twenty  dollars?  But 
after  I  had  my  cry  out,  I  changed  my 
mind. 

It  was  silly  to  carry  on.  I'd  have 
my  trip.  Surely,  with  a  ticket  and 
twenty  dollars  I  could  be  happy,  and 
yet — memory  insisted  that  I  had 
spoiled  this  day  by  singing  before 
breakfast.  My  thoughts  were  blacker 
than  storm-clouds — and  all  because 
of  a  dear,  ignorant  old  black  woman. 
It  was  then  that  I  found  the  dingy 
blue  magazine  on  the  seat.  Idly  I 
turned  through  it  and  a  verse,  my 
song,  signed  by  a  scholarly  gentleman 
whose  poems  and  articles  I  had  read, 
stared  at  me.  I  read  it  breathlessly; 
it  was  so  emphatically  contradicting 
Mandy's  doggerel  that  I  gasped  and 
read  it  again.  "Every  morning  I  would 
say  that  there  was  something  happy 


on  the  way — for  God  sent  love  to  me." 

"God  sent  love  to  me?"  How  won- 
derful. Of  course,  all  my  life  I  had 
glibly  recited,  "God  is  love."  But  had 
I  accepted  that  truth  behind  the 
words?  And  He  had  promised  some- 
thing happy  for  me.  Immediately  I 
repeated  David's  verse  which  we  read 
in  senior  English.  God  had  put  a  new 
song  in  my  heart.  Why  not  take  it 
now — this  song — instead  of  expecting 
grief?  Rapturously  I  boarded  the 
lumbering  old  car  and  began  to  ex- 
pect joy. 

What  a  beautiful  world!  Apple 
trees,  pink-petaled  blossoms  perfum- 
ing the  air;  the  pastures  all  green 
after  the  disturbing  drought;  the  trip 
I'd  had  with  Dad,  just  we  two;  how 
wonderfully  kind  he  was.  Something 
happy?  These  precious  dollars.  In  all 
my  life  before,  I  had  not  had  a  five- 
dollar  bill.  Thoughtfully,  I  opened  my 
bag  and  stared  at  the  green  paper 
which  represented  for  Dad  hours  of 
driving,  long  hours  of  losing  sleep. 
I  knew,  too,  that  he  had  done  his 
best  to  collect  this  money,  and  I  had 
grumbled.  I  had  ruined  the  joy  he 
had  felt  in  helping  the  Hungry  Harri- 
sons. My  Dad  loved  to  give,  and  while 
he  was  doing  it  I  had  groaned  and 
expected  trouble  instead  of  joy.  Oh 
how   precious — this   new  song! 

I  was  so  gloriously  happy  that  I 
began  to  look  about  to  "happify" 
someone  else.  Ordinarily,  I  would  not 
have  seen  the  woman  with  stringy 
hair  and  tired  eyes  as  she  tried  to 
quiet  her  children.  She  said  she  was 
so  tired.  Wouldn't  they  amuse  them- 
selves so  she  could  rest  before  they 
got  to  Grandma's?  I  asked  if  I  might 
do  it.  You  should  have  seen  how  her 
happy  eyes  thanked  me. 

The  children  were  cute,  pretty  little 
things  after  I  washed  them  and  put 
them  into  clean  dresses.  Grandma's 
was  only  an  hour  away,  they  told  me, 
on  a  farm.  They  had  never  seen  a 
farm.  Would  they  like  it?  Would  they 
have  baby  chickens  and  kittens  and 
puppies  with  which  to  play?  I  be- 
came so  interested  in  interesting 
them  that  before  I  knew  it  an  hour 
had  gone.  I  helped  them  into  a  smil- 
ing Grandma's  arms.  She  introduced 
me  to  a  fine-looking  woman  who,  too, 
was  going  shopping.  That  hour  had 
been  one  of  the  happiest  of  my  life. 
They  had  worried  because  they  had 
no  gift  for  Grandma.  I  put  a  dime 
in  each  little  fist  and  it  made  me  so 
happy  that  actually  my  heart  ached. 
At  last  I  knew  why  my  Father  loved 
to  give.  If  I  had  not  another  joy  that 
day,  I  had  been  repaid. 

But  there  were  bushels  of  things! 
Mrs.  Harper,  to  whom  Grandma  had 
introduced  me,  took  me  to  a  store 
where  I  saved  five  dollars  on  my  pur- 
chases. I  had  never  even  heard  of  the 
store.  The  five  Dad  had  given  to  the 
Hungry  Harrisons  was  returned. 

In  the  store,  I  met  a  friend  of  Dad's 
who  took  me  to  lunch  at  the  loveliest 
place;  it  was  expensive  and  exclusive. 
I  wouldn't  have  dared  go  there,  let 
alone  spend  a  whole  dollar  for  eats. 
Afterwards,  we  went  out  to  the  col- 
lege to   a   musical  recital.   I  received 
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several  tips  for  improvement  of  my 
violin  playing.  And  on  my  way  to  the 
station,  didn't  a  bus  load  of  young- 
sters from  the  high  school  see  me 
and  stop!  They  were  going  to  Minton 
to  a  weiner  roast.  They  not  only  asked 
me  to  get  in,  but  they  phoned  the 
folks  and  said  they  would  bring  me 
home. 

That  night,  when  Mother  saw  my 
purchases,  she  declared  she  could  not 
have  done  so  well;  she'd  never  heard 
of  the  store  either  ...  we  had  a  long 
talk.  It  was  late  before  I  went  to  my 
room,  but  I  took  time  to  copy,  word  for 
word,  the  song  which  I  had  found  in 
the  dingy  magazine. 

And   every   morning   seems   to   say, 

There's    something    happy    on    the 
way, 

And  God  sends  love  to  me. 

— Van  Dyke. 

I  put  the  card  on  my  mirror  so  I'd 
see  it  the  first  thing  when  I  opened 
my  eyes.  I  had  proved  that  a  bad 
habit  could  be  exchanged  for  a  good 
one.  When  I  awoke,  the  sun  was  shin- 
ing— something  happy  was  on  the 
way.  Did  not  Mandy's  prophecy  make 
me  shut  my  lips  as  I  began  to  sing, 
but  immediately  I  smiled  at  the  card 
before  me. 

Instead  of  scowling  at  the  disrepu- 
table old  slippers  as  usual,  I  put  them 
on  and  pattered  to  the  bathroom 
singing  gaily,  '•Something  happy  on 
the  way."  What?  If  there  was  nothing 
else,  I  had  the  joy  of  knowing  that 
giving  to  others  brought  the  greatest 
happiness  in  the  world. 

"Oh,  the  sunshine,  beautiful  sun- 
shine," I  sang  as  I  brushed  my  teeth 
before  the  bathroom  mirror.  When 
I  saw  Mandy's  black  face  reflected 
beside  mine,  I  did  not  catch  my 
breath  and  apologize.  I  whirled  and 
grabbed  her  by  the  shoulders  and 
shook  her  within  an  inch  of  her  life. 

"You  blessed  old  cheat,  don't  you 
say  I'll  cry  before  night.  I  won't."  I 
punctuated  every  sentence  with  a 
shake.  "Even  though  I  might,  I'll  be 
glad  I  was  happy  before  the  sorrow 
came."  Mandy's  mouth  dropped  open. 
She  didn't  say  a  word.  She  just  kept 
looking,  then  I  confided  mysteriously, 
"Mandy,  I've  a  new  song.  Listen!" 
I  said  it  first  gaily,  then  slowly,  then 
assuringly.  "There  is  something  hap- 
py on  the  way!  What  do  you  think 
it  is?"  I  stopped  and  held  up  one 
finger.   "Tell  me." 

Mandy  tried  to  look  cross  but  she 
couldn't  keep  her  face  straight.  She 
giggled.  She  turned  her  face  so  I 
could  not  see,  and  she  laughed  and 
laughed  until  the  tears  rolled  over 
her  fat  cheeks. 

"What's  happy?"  she  repeated.  "I 
doan  know  onless" — she  stopped  and 
looked  doubtfully  at  me — "onless  it's 
de  five-dollar  bill  from  de  Hongry 
Harrisons — -De  boy  say  dey  got  de 
money  dey  been  lookin'  foh  an'  he 
wanted  yoh  daddy  to  hab  what  was 
comin'  to  him   fust." 

It  was  my  time  to  gape.  "Yoh  paw 
was  so  shocked  dat  he  couldn't  eat 
his  breakfus'  but  foh  he  left  he  took 
out  de  five  an'  he  say,  "Gib  it  to 
Miss  Daphne,  she'll  undastan." 
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I  gave  Mandy  a  hug.  "Now  will  you 
say  I'll  cry  before  night?" 

Mandy  shook  her  head.  "I  doan 
know.  De  day  ain'  ober,"  she  said. 
But  I  knew.  I  rushed  into  my  clothes 
and  as  I  dressed  I  planned.  I  could 
give  the  "feed."  I  ran  downstairs.  At 
the  table  I  studied  one  of  the  most 
pleasing  likenesses  of  Honest  Abe  I 
nad  ever  seen.  How  glad  I  was  for 
it  today.  If  I'd  had  it  yesterday,  I 
would  not  have  helped  the  kiddies, 
would  not  have  shopped  with  Mrs. 
Harper,  would  have  spent  every  cent 
and  would  have  been  unable  to  re- 
turn the  courtesies  of  the  class.  I 
could  not  have  spent  my  money  and 
had  it;  but  today — rapturously  I 
squeezed  in  my  palm  the  bit  of  green 
which  bore  Abe  Lincoln's  likeness.  I 
ran  to  Mother  and  suggested  the 
"feed."  When  she  looked  doubtful,  I 
promised,  "I'll  do  every  bit  of  the 
work,  except — "  I  had  seen  Mandy's 
black  face  peering  through  a  crack 
in  the  door — "for  Mandy's  help.  You'll 
like  to,  won't  you?" 

Mandy  ambled  into  the  room  and 
she  grinned  at  me.  "I  shurely  will, 
if  you'll  teach  me  dat  new  song.  I 
wants  it  on  a  kyard;  yassum,  to  Jiang 
right  ober  de  kitchen  stobe.  Dar'll  be 
no  moh  'crying  'fore  night'  stuff  in 
my  kitchen.  Will  yoh  do  it,  Chile?" 

"Of  course,"  I  promised  and  al- 
though it  was  a  job,  I  sang  all  the 
while  I  was  making  that  card  for 
Mandy. — The   Ambassador. 


Texas  1.0 

California   .7 


APRIL  PRIZE  WINNER 

Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md.,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

NOTE:  In  order  to  qualify  for  win- 
ning the  prize  of  $5  in  any  one  month, 
you  must  sell  the  most  papers  and 
have  your  money  in  on  time.  The  due 
date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is  the 
20th  of  each  month.  For  instance,  the 
money  for  May  papers  must  be  in 
the  office  by  May  20. 


APRIL   HONOR   ROLL 

Harold  Cato,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga. 

Hazel  Childres,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

Mrs.  E.  C.  Byron,  Port  Arthur,  Tex. 

J.  E.  Faglier,  Augusta,  Ga. 

Grady  L.  Waters,  Laurens,  S.  C. 

E.  W.  Taylor,  Martinsville,  Va. 

Notice:  The  last  three  names  listed 
sold  the  same  number  of  papers  and 
had  the  money  in  before  the  20th  of 
April.  For  this  reason  we  are  giving 
two  more  names  than  we  usually  give. 
There  were  others  who  should  have 
been  on  this  list,  but  they  failed  to 
send  their  money  in  on  time. 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  FOR  MEN  IN 
SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  April. 

Illinois    -  $5.50 

Michigan     2.00 

Delaware     1.00 


$10.2! 
Note:  Requests  are  still  coming  h 
for  us  to  send  papers  to  the  arm; 
hospitals  and  camps.  Remembei 
many  boys  are  still  in  service  an< 
they  need  the  paper! 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  April       Tota 

Alabama                          1,998  17,43 

Alaska                                    2  1 

Arizona                                255  2,22 

Arkansas    .                        742  5,41 

California                          841  6,45 

Canada                               365  2,43 

Colorado                                5  16 

Connecticut     46  12 

Delaware                           138  94 

Florida    ....                  _._  2,626  21,30 

Foreign                               335  3,58 

Georgia                        ....4,502  41,50 

Idaho                             -    111  74 

Illinois                          ,...2,010  14,09 

Indiana                               749  5,63 

Iowa                                    218  1,79 

Kansas      472  2,90 

Kentucky   .                     3,081  20,28 

Louisiana                           412  3,50 

Maine    363  3,13 

Massachusetts     ...               5  33 

Maryland                     ...1,260  9,48 

Michigan                        .    865  7,03 

Minnesota    74  54 

Mississippi       798  7,45 

Missouri    .....                      914  7,42 

Montana                             255  1,69 

Nebraska                            18  47 

Nevada                                  2  1 

New    Hampshire    .              4  5 

New   Jersey   .                    259  1,58 

New    Mexico                      240  1,67 

New   York                           30  61 

North   Carolina   .      ...5,273  42,87 

North  Dakota                   206  1,84 

Ohio                                -2,636  23,18 

Oklahoma                      .    422  3,82 

Oregon                                178  1,47 

Pennsylvania                    683  5,83 

South   Carolina   .        .7,842  62,19 

South    Dakota                  283  2,46 

Tennessee                     -.4,328  31,78 

Texas                            ...  1,935  15,17 

Virginia                1,704  13,98 

Washington                       278  2,25 

Washington,  D.   C.            82  58 

West    Virginia           ...2,350  20,65 

Wisconsin                            61  45 

Wyoming    2  2 


52,258 


420,73 


NOTICE 


Gideons,  please  keep  invoices  re- 
ceived with  papers  and  return  with  re- 
mittance payable  and  addressed  to  the 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  each  month.  Do 
not  send  to  other  departments. 

The  Accounting  Department  is  re- 
stricted from  booking  the  third  order 
if  previous  orders  have  not  been  paid. 

Advice  to  change  Gideon  or  order 
should  reach  the  office  on  or  before 
the  5th  of  the  month  preceding  the 
issue  of  the  paper. 

The  Lighted  Pathwa7 


A   ROSY  TOUCH 

"If  I  can  put  some  touches  of  rosy 
sunset  into  the  life  of  any  man  or 
woman,"  said  George  MacDonald, 
"then  I  feel  that  I  have  wrought  with 
God." 

To  make  an  old  person  happier, 
more  comfortable,  more  helpful — that 
is  to  put  the  touch  of  rosy  sunset  in- 
to human  life.  It  is  a  special  privilege 
of  youth  to  cheer  old  age.  How 
naturally  an  old  person  turns  to  a 
young  person  for  sunshine!  It  is 
beautiful  to  see  the  sympathy  that 
exists  between  two  extremes  in  life. 
In  some  respects  youth  and  age  are 
like  sunrise  and  sunset,  and  it  seems 
to  be  God's  will  and  plan  that  each 
should  turn  to  the  other  for  the 
things  each  lacks  and  the  other  can 
give.  It  is  in  the  power  of  every  young 
person  to  bring  sunlight  into  the  life 
of  some  old  person,  to  impart  that 
"touch  of  rosy  sunset"  which  is  so 
sweet  to  the  aged  pilgrim  who  is 
drawing  near  the  close  of  life. — 
Selected. 


A  TIP  FROM  A  FARMER 

"I  see  in  your  church  convention," 
said  the  old  farmer,  "that  you  discuss 
the  subject,  'How  to  Get  People  to 
Attend  Church.'  I  have  never  heard 
a  single  address  at  a  farmer's  conven- 
tion on  'How  to  Get  the  Cattle  to 
Come  to  the  Rack.'  We  spend  our  time 
in  discussing  the  best  kind  of  feeds." 

"That  farmer  gives  us  something  to 
think  about,"  says  the  North  Carolina 
Christian  Advocate. — Selected. 


FEAR  OF  PERSECUTION 

A  truly  good  man  is  never  deterred 
from  doing  his  duty  because  of  per- 
secution. 

When  a  soldier  in  Scotland  leveled 
his  musket  at  the  head  of  the  vener- 
able Hackett  and  bade  him  desist 
from  preaching,  the  man  of  God  did 
not  hesitate  a  moment,  but  said, 
"Soldier,  do  your  duty;  I  shall  con- 
tinue to  do  mine." 

When  General  Havelock,  known  as 
the  "Christian  soldier,"  was  told  early 
in  his  career  that  his  religion  would 
prevent  his  advancement,  he  replied, 
"I  humbly  trust  that  in  this  great 
matter  I  should  not  change  my  opin- 
ions and  practices  though  it  rained 
garters  and  coronets  as  the  reward 
of  apostasy." — A.  C.  Crews,  in  West- 
minster Teacher. 


SILENT  BELLS 


In  the  belfry  vestry  of  an  old 
church,  hung  a  bell,  but  when  tapped 
it  was  dead  and  dull.  On  examination, 
we  saw  that  the  whole  bottom  of  the 
bell  was  plugged  with  a  disc  of  wood; 
while  in  the  side  of  the  bell  they  had 
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cut  a  door,  with  a  hinge  and  pad- 
lock. They  were  using  the  old  ship's 
bell  for  a  strong-box.  Very  useful,  but 
it  was  not  that  for  which  the  bell 
was  made.  Christians  are  made  by  the 
Lord,  to  be  bells  to  sound  out  the 
notes  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ, 
and  tell  what  they  are.  But  many 
such  are  just  strong-boxes,  and  you 
cannot  get  any  sound  out  of  them. 
They  take  all  in,  and  give  nothing 
out,  and  they  pride  themselves  on 
being  saints. — Christian  Herald. 


SOMEONE   HAS  SAID 

Hunt  for  the  good  points  in  the 
other  fellow,  remembering  he  has  to 
do  the  same  in  your  case. 

One  may  be  exceedingly  religious 
and  exceedingly  unchristian  at  the 
same  time. 

Life  is  a  one-way  street,  and  you 
are  not  coming  back. 

The  sense  of  gratitude  ceases  to 
function  if  unexpressed. 

It  is  more  important  to  study  the 
Rock  of  Ages,  than  the  ages  of  the 
rocks. 


CONVICTION 

One  hundred  years  ago,  a  young 
man  became  a  bookbinder  in  New 
York,  having  come  to  America  from 
England  two  years  before.  But  he  in- 
dulged his  appetite  for  drink  and  lost 
his  job.  For  several  years  he  made  a 
poor  living  by  singing  comic  songs  in 
saloons.  One  day  he  attended  a  tem- 
perance meeting  and  took  the  pledge. 
There  and  then  John  B.  Gough  de- 
cided to  mend  his  ways.  He  became 
the  most  popular  temperance  lecturer 
of  his  day. 

We  can  see  the  secret  of  his  power 
in  the  following  words,  which  he 
spoke:  "Be  a  bold,  brave,  true,  honest 
man.  If  you  know  a  thing  is  right, 
do  it.  If  you  have  a  solemn  conviction, 
dare  to  utter  it  in  the  fear  of  God, 
regardless  of  the  wrath  of  man." 

This  is  the  kind  of  conviction  that 
wins  against  evil. 


KEEP   RIGHT 

Louise  Yates  Towriss 
Mag  was  a  chore-woman,  and,  when 
her  uncle's  wife  came  to  visit,  there 
was  usually  a  quarrel — often  a  fight. 
One  day,  the  householder  saw  the 
trouble-maker  coming,  and  locked  the 
doors.  Entreaties  and  threats  proved 
unavailing,  for  the  visitor  failed  to 
gain  admittance.  Later,  in  relating 
the  incident  to  her  employer,  Mag 
explained  her  course  of  procedure  by 
saying,  "It's  easier  to  keep  her  out 
than  to  get  her  out  after  she  gets 
in." 

Likewise,  it  is  easier  to  keep  right 
than  to  get  right  after  going  wrong. 
Someone  else  had  found  this  out,  for, 


posted  at  the  entrace  of  a  bridge  over 
which  I  was  driven  in  a  small  city, 
was  this  sign, 

"CAUTION,  KEEP  RIGHT." 
We  are  all  passing  over  the  "Bridge 
of  Life."  Many,  passing  over  ahead, 
have  sent  out  the  warning,  "Caution, 
keep  right."  From  the  Scriptures, 
from  good  men  and  women  who  have 
no  base  motive  to  serve  but  who  have 
our  good  at  heart,  we  learn  that  it 
is  much  easier  to  keep  right  than  to 
get  right  after  going  wrong.  The  way 
back  is  a  hard,  uphill  climb.  Beware! 
A    caution    comes    to    each,     "Keep 

right"; 
Ne'er  turn  aside,  keep  honor  bright, 
For  dangers  lurk  beside  the  way; 
Keep  right,  KEEP  RIGHT,  from  day 

to  day. 


THE  LOSS  OF  TIME 

"You  have  made  us  lose  a  whole 
hour,"  said  a  gentleman  to  a  lad  as 
he  came  into  a  room  where  an  im- 
portant committee  was  meeting.  "Beg 
pardon,  sir,  that  is  impossible,"  said 
the  youth,  taking  out  his  watch;  "I 
am  only  five  minutes  late."  "Very 
true,"  replied  the  other,  "but  there 
are  twelve  of  us  here,  and  each  one 
of  us  has  lost  five  minutes;  so  that 
makes  an  hour." — Dr.  Thain  Davidson. 


REPUTATION 

In  traveling,  some  years  ago,  I 
stopped  at  a  hotel  where  the  appoint- 
ments were  of  the  finest  and  where 
the  service  was  the  best  I  had  ever 
known.  The  proprietor  has  a  chain 
of  hotels  and  is  considered  the  most 
successful  man  in  the  business.  Be- 
hind the  desk  of  each  employee,  but 
hidden  from  public  view,  hangs  a 
little  sign  with  these  words,  "My  repu- 
tation is  in  your  hands."  The  same 
thing  is  true  in  the  spiritual  realm. 
We  who  are  Christians  give  either 
right  or  wrong  impressions  of  Jesus. 
In  a  sense,  His  reputation,  as  far  as 
the  majority  of  the  world  is  con- 
cerned, is  in  our  hands.  What  are  we 
making  it? 


LIFE'S  HIGHEST  ATTAINMENT 

Years  ago,  there  was  an  old  German 
professor  whose  beautiful  life  was  a 
marvel  to  his  students.  Some  of  them 
resolved  to  know  the  secret  of  it,  so 
one  of  their  number  hid  in  the  study 
where  the  old  professor  spent  his  eve- 
nings. 

It  was  late  when  the  teacher  came 
in.  He  was  very  tired,  but  he  sat  down 
and  spent  an  hour  with  his  Bible. 
Then  he  bowed  his  head  in  secret 
prayer;  and,  finally  closing  the  Book 
of  books,  he  said,  "Well,  Lord  Jesus, 
we're  on  the  same  old  terms." 

To  know  Christ  is  life's  highest  at- 
tainment; and,  at  all  costs,  every 
Christian  should  strive  to  be  "on  the 
same  old  terms"  with  Him.  The  reali- 
ty of  Jesus  comes  as  a  result  of  secret 
prayer  and  of  personal  study  of  the 
Bible  that  is  devotional  and  sympa- 
thetic. Christ  becomes  more  real  to 
the  one  who  persists  in  the  cultivation 
of  His  presence. 


</4  QtttdCH  JdCSSOH      BERTHA  INWOOD  MICHAEL 


Out  in  the  garden  God  taught  me  a 

lesson, 
While  I  was  delving  doivn  deep  in  the 

soil; 
Plants   that  I   cared   for  were   weedy 

and  tender, 
The  work  was  a  burden  and  caused 

me  much  toil. 
The  sun  shone  so  warm,  I  grew  very 

weary; 
It  took  all  my  courage  to  keep  back 

the  tears. 
Then  a  Voice  whispered,  "Shame  on 

you,  My  daughter, 
Look  up  and  have  faith,  it  will  drive 

out  your  fears; 
Don't  always  look  down  and  see  toil 

and  the  clod, 
But  lift  up  your  eyes,  and  find  beauty 

and  God." 


I    lifted    my    eyes,     beholding    such 

beauty 
No   artist   could   paint — it   was  lovely 

and  true. 
The  meadows  were  spread  toith  green 

velvet  carpets; 
The  flowers  were  in  bloom,  and  the 

sky  a  bright  blue. 
The  air  ivas    so    sweet    with    odor  of 

blossoms; 
The  wild  birds  were  singing  in  every 

green  tree. 
Nature     was     lovely,     rejoicing     and 

happy. 
And     nought     was     discouraged     or 

gloomy  but  me. 
Then  said  the   Voice  softly,  "There's 

work  and  the  sod, 
But  look  up  and  find  there  content- 
ment and  God." 


Then  my  heart  lifted — for  well  I  re- 
membered 
The  God  of  the  sparroio  cared  even 

for  me; 
And  smce  He  loved  us  He  poured  out 

this  beauty 
All  over  the  world,  so  abmidant  and 

free. 
Though  by  the  sweat  of  our  face  we 

are   earning 
The  bread  to  sustain  us,  we  need  not 

despair. 
For   the   dear   Father   gives    unto   us 

daily 
His   blessings   of   beauty   to   show   us 

His  care; 
So   when   labor   drives   us,   we'll   bow 

'neath  the  rod 
But  lifting  our  eyes,  we'll  find  beauty 

and  God.     — Selected. 
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THE   FLAG 

A  soft  breeze  rippled  the  flag  today. 
The   red,   the   white,   the   blue; 

And  there  waved  a  message,  exultant,  gay, 
A  message   for  me,   for  you ; 

"I   am  the  flag  of  the  Sunny  South, 

The  flag  of   the  Golden   West, 
1  am  the  flag  of  the  East  and  the  North. 


Psalm  119:105 


THE  EDITOR'S   MESSAGE 


PRAYER 

Dear  heavenly  Father,  we  ask  Thy 
guidance.  Thy  love,  and  Thy  power. 
We  are  eager  to  do  Thy  will.  Make  us 
strong;  give  us  courage  to  yield  our 
all  to  Christ.  Give  us  strength  to  help 
others  climb.  They,  too,  are  struggling 
up  the  heights  and  need  our  love  and 
lift.  Life  is  not  easy.  To  be  good, 
pure,  and  true  is  a  sacrifice  and  a 
struggle.  Life's  storms  are  often  bit- 
ing arid  fierce,  but  here  lie  opportuni- 
ties for  a  heroic  life.  Help  us  not  to 
fail.  We  ask  this  in  Christ's  name. 
Amen. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Have  you  ever  heard  the  expression  in  prayer,  "Lord, 
help  me  to  get  closer  to  thee"?  I  have  prayed  that  prayer 
many  times,  but  a  short  time  ago  as  I  was  praying  this 
prayer  the  Lord  spoke  to  my  heart  in  that  still  small  voice, 
"Why,  I  am  close  to  you.  I  am  in  you  and  around  you.  I 
am  everywhere."  He  said,  "What  you  want  to  pray  for  is 
that  you  will  yield  to  me.  I  am  here  waiting  lor  a  more 
completely  yielded  vessel  that  I  may  use."  Do  you  know 
that  has  been  a  great  comfort  to  me.  He  is  never  far  from 
us.  He  follows  us  whithersoever  we  go  seeking  our  best  for 
Him.  Sinner  friend,  He  is  round  about  you  also,  pleading 
with  you  to  give  your  heart  to  Him.  Isn't  that  wonderful? 
Just  now  He  is  knocking  at  your  heart's  door  begging  for 
admittance.  Surrendered  vessels  is  what  He  needs,  vessels 
meet  for  the  Master's  use.  He  can  use  any  kind  if  it  is 
only  yielded  to  Him. 

In  -Jeremiah  we  find  these  words,  "Arise  and  go  down 
to  the  potter's  house."  I  wonder  how  many  of  you  have 
ever  gone  through  a  pottery.  I  wish  I  could  take  you  all 
through  one  this  morning  and  talk  to  you  about  it  instead 
of  writing.  I  am  sure  you  have  walked  through  the  great 
stores  of  our  land  and  looked  longingly  at  the  beautiful 
pieces  of  pottery.  How  did  they  become  beautiful?  By  being 
pliable  in  the  hands  of  the  potter. 

One  time  I  had  the  privilege  of  going  through  the  pot- 
tery at  Erwin,  Tenn.  God  spoke  to  my  heart  many  times 
as  I  watched  the  process  through  which  this  pottery 
passed.  Our  guide  took  us  first  to  the  man  who  held  a 
little  lump  of  clay  in  his  hands.  We  saw  him  roll  it  in 
his  hands  and  place  it  on  a  mould  while 
the  machinery  whirled  it  into  the  shape 
of  a  dish.  It  was  still  clay.  Then  it  was 
passed  on  to  another  who  gave  it  an- 
other touch  and  on  and  on  until  it  came 
out  a  beautiful  piece  of  china.  Some  of 
these  places  through  which  each  piece 
must  pass  made  a  deep  impression  on 
my  mind.  One  especially  was  the  placing 
of  them  in  the  furnace  and  burning 
them  a  second  time  and  perhaps  a  third 
time.  I  remembered  the  many  times  I 
had  been  in  the  furnace  and  as  you  read 
you  will  remember  too.  Perhaps  you  are 
there  now.  If  so,  will  you  stay  there  un- 
til the  vessel  is  burned  sufficiently  to 
make  it  meet  for  the  Master's  use?  Or 
will  you  shrink  from  the  burning  and  be 
a  marred  vessel  and  have  to  be  made  all 
over  again?  This  is  the  reason  some  of 
God's  children  never  get  anywhere. 
They  are  not  willing  for  God  to  put 
them  through  the  furnace  and  so  they 
remain  just  crumbling  clay  and  must  go 
back  to  the  moulder  again  and  so  often 
each  time  when  they  come  to  the  fire 
they  shrink  from  the  burning  and  fail 
God.  If  you  have  ever  looked  into  the 
face  of  a  beautiful  Christian,  one  with 


OUR  NEW  BOOK 


We  are  giving  you  another  message 
which  was  written  a  few  years  ago. 
We  are  still  hoping  to  publish  our 
book  of  messages  sometime  soon. 
Do  you  not  think  that  a  message  like 
this  would  be  a  blessing  to  our  fu- 
ture generation  just  as  much  as  now? 
Do  you  think  that  these  messages 
have  been  inspired?  If  so,  could  we 
not  let  them  live  on  through  future 
years?  Many  have  written  and  are 
still  writing:  "Your  messages  have 
been  a  blessing  to  me."  "I  was  saved 
while  reading  your  message."  "I  was 
reclaimed  or  inspired."  One  man  was 
saved  on  his  deathbed.  Shall  we  let 
them  die? 

I  must  have  financial  aid  if  I  pub- 
lish them  in  book  form.  Write  me 
what  you  think  about  it  and  help  me 
if  God  speaks  to  you. — Editor. 


power,  one  who  is  a  soul-winner,  you  may  be  sure  he  ha: 
passed  through  this  furnace  by  will  of  the  great  Potter 
This  is  His  plan  and  no  other  kind  is  meet  for  the  Master'! 
use.  Do  you  want  to  be  one  of  the  beautiful  character; 
who  is  making  its  mark  in  the  great  harvest  field  foi 
Jesus  Christ  today?  Then  be  willing  to  stay  in  the  furnace 
until  He  says  it  is  enough. 

In  this  pottery  there  was  another  place  which  impressec 
me  very  much.  I  heard  a  rattle  of  dishes,  click,  click 
ahead  of  me  and  I  looked  to  see  what  the  noise  was  about 
It  was  a  number  of  girls  knocking  off  the  rough  corners 
little  ugly  knots  that  had  been  left  by  the  fire.  My,  i 
looked  like  they'd  break  the  dishes.  My  friend,  if  you  an 
in  God's  hands  and  He  is  fixing  you  up,  you  must  le 
Him  knock  off  the  rough  corners  in  your  life.  Yes,  yoi 
say  as  I  have  said,  "Oh,  it  seems  like  I  suffered  enougi 
when  I  went  through  the  furnace,  why  do  I  have  so  mucr 
else  to  suffer?  Is  tnere  no  end  to  my  suffering?"  It's  ur 
to  you;  if  you  want  to  be  a  vessel  meet  for  the  Master',' 
use,  then  be  still  while  one  by  one  they  hammer  on  you 
knocking  off  the  rough  corners  to  make  you  a  beautifu 
Christian,  a  powerful  Christian,  a  real  soul-winner  foi 
Jesus.  Wlio  does  tnis  hammering?  Sometimes  those  wh( 
are  nearest  and  dearest  to  you.  The  loved  one  at  home 
the  brother  or  sister  in  the  Church  from  whom  you  hac 
expected  so  much,  lack  of  appreciation  for  your  faithfu 
efforts,  the  waiting  time  when  you  can  see  no  fruits  foi 
your  labors.  He  says,  "Stand  still  and  see  the  salvation  ol 
the  Lord."  Are  you  and  I  standing  still  while  they  knoct 
off  these  rough  corners  which  keep  us  from  being  beauti 
ful? 

Then  we  saw  them  as  they  put  on  the  coloring  and  ther 
they  must  be  burned  again  to  burn  into  them  this  color 
ing.  My  friends,  if  you  have  gone  through  one  fire  aftei 
another,  just  remember  it  is  for  a  purpose.  Soon  you  wil 
come  out  with  such  a  glow  on  your  face  that  will  make 
those  about  you  know  that  your  life  is  different;  thej 
will  hunger  and  thirst  after  the  Christ  you  serve. 

We  noticed  that  all  of  these  vessels  were  not  made  alike] 
or  for  the  same  purpose.  Some  were  cups  from  which  tc| 
drink,  some  saucers,  some  vegetable  dishes,  some  plates 
then  some  were  simply  for  ornaments.  They  were  not  use-j 
ful  but  simply  to  beautify  the  home.  So  this  is  the  waj 
God,  our  great  Potter,  works.  He  doesn't  mould  us  all  foij 
the  same  kind  of  work,  but  there  is  one  thing  God  doesn't] 
do;  that  is,  He  doesn't  make  ornaments.  He  expects  evcrji 
individual  to  be  useful.  We  have  tod 
many  people  today  who  have  made; 
themselves  ornaments  and  are  spend 
ing  their  time  trying  to  be  beautiful  but 
not  trying  to  be  useful  in  the  Master^ 
vineyard.  The  beauty  He  desires  is  the 
glow  from  your  face  that  comes  from  the 
glow  in  your  soul  put  there  by  the  in- 
dwelling Christ. 


Now  we  noticed  another  thing  in  this 
pottery  as  we  looked  upon  the  finished 
product.  We  found  quite  a  few  of  these 
dishes  were  set  aside  and  were  called 
"seconds."  They  sold  very  cheaply.  But 
others  were  beautiful  indeed  and  the 
price  high.  I  wonder  if  many  of  us  are 
not  seconds.  We  have  not  been  entirely 
still  while  God  worked  on  us  and  He 
could  not  do  His  best  work  for  us  and 
on  us. 

Boys  and  girls,  please  put  yourselves 
entirely,  unreservedly  in  the  Master  Pot- 
ter's hands  and  let  Him  do  the  work  in 
your  life  that  will  make  you  a  first- 
class  (not  a  second)  vessel  meet  for  the 
Master's  use,  then  you'll  be  ready  when 
Jesus  comes. 


LOOK 


By  Harriet  Lummis  Smith 

The  two  young  people  who  sat  fac- 
ing each  other  across  the  small  din- 
ing table  were  unmistakably  brother 
and  sister.  Their  resemblance  was  in- 
tensified at  the  moment  by  the  ex- 
pression of  sheer  consternation  that 
shadowed  each  face.  To  David  and 
Patricia  Wright  the  world  seemed  to 
be  crashing  in  ruins  about  their  ears. 

The  experience  of  the  past  few 
months  would  have  tested  the  courage 
of  one  accustomed  to  the  buffeting  of 
fortune,  but  David  and  Patricia  had 
grown  up  in  the  most  friendly  possible 
world.  Six  months  before,  the  music 
to  which  they  had  been  keeping  step 
as  long  as  they  could  remember,  sud- 
denly changed  to  blaring  discord. 

They  had  realized,  of  course,  that 
finances  were  not  going  well  with 
their  father.  They  had  been  proud  of 
the  gallantry  with  which  he  went 
ahead,  refusing  to  alter  his  way  of 
living.  As  a  matter-of-fact,  this  was 
not  mere  bravado  on  his  part.  He 
was  unwilling  to  discharge  loyal  em- 
ployees and  faithful  house  servants 
because  each  month  he  was  worth 
less  than  the  month  before.  Needless 
to  say,  he  counted  confidently  on  re- 
trieving his  fortunes.  When  the  crash 
came,  he  had  not  time  to  adjust  him- 
self to  the  new  situation,  for  his 
heart,  weakened  by  the  long  strain 
of  anxiety,  stopped  under  the  shock 
of  knowing  himself  ruined. 

For  half  a  year  David  and  Patricia 
had  been  making  successive  adjust- 
ments. First  they  told  each  other  that 
instead  of  being  rich,  as  they  had  al- 
ways expected  to  be,  they  would  just 
be  comfortably  off;  then  another  re- 
adjustment was  necessary.  They  would 
not,  be  comfortably  off;  they  would 
just  be  able  to  get  along  by  practicing 
rigid  economy.  At  last  they  faced  the 
realization  that  nothing  would  be  left 
from  their  father's  estate. 

Characteristic  of  the  way  they  had 
been  brought  up  they  immediately 
wrote  their  great-aunt,  putting  their 
case  before  her.  Aunt  Matilda  was 
both  rich  and  charitable,  though  of 
course  the  help  they  asked  for  did  not 
come  under  the  head  of  charity.  They 
were  her  kindred.  She  was  the  natur- 
al person  to  assume  the  responsibility 
for  their  support,  and  make  it  possible 
for  David  to  finish  his  college  course. 
This  morning,  while  they  were  at 
breakfast,  Aunt  Matilda's  answer  had 
come;  a  staggering  answer. 

"I  wish  you'd  read  it  to  me,"  Patri- 
cia said.  "I  just  can't  take  it  in." 

Without  comment  David  picked  up 
the  letter  and  began  reading  aloud: 
My  dear  Children: 

Your  letter  was  a  shock  to  me  as 
I'm   afraid   this  will   be   to   you,   my 


dears.  Only  last  week  the  arrange- 
ments were  completed  for  my  enter- 
ing the  Old  Ladies'  Home  here.  For 
years  I  have  been  interested  in  it, 
little  thinking  that  one  day  I  should 
need  its  shelter.  I  had  planned  to 
write  you  as  soon  as  I  was  really 
settled. 

It  is  very  difficult  with  you  two,  just 
starting  out  in  life.  How  I  wish  I 
could  help  you.  But  though  I  am 
powerless,  you  have  a  heavenly  Fa- 
ther to  whom  you  can  turn  with  con- 
fidence. Take  your  problems  to  Him. 
"My  God  shall  supply  all  your  need." 
Pray  with  faith  and  be  sure  that  you 
will  not  be  forgotten. 

Lovingly  yours, 
Aunt  Matilda. 

Patricia  drew  her  hand  across  her 
brow.  "What  are  we  going  to  do?" 
she  asked.  Her  voice  sounded  fright- 
ened. 

"Aunt  Matilda  advises  us  to  pray," 
David  replied.  He  did  not  speak  flip- 
pantly, but  Patricia  stole  a  puzzled 
glance  at  him.  "Do  you  mean  that?" 

"Why  not?  We're  supposed  to  be 
Christians,   aren't  we?" 

"Of  course." 

"The  Bible's  full  of  it." 

"I  know,"  Patricia  answered  deso- 
lately. She  would  not  have  put  it  in- 
to words,  but  her  feeling  was  that  if 
there  was  nothing  between  them  and 
actual  want  except  the  power  of 
prayer,  the  outlook  was  terrifying  in- 
deed. 

"Listen,  Pat,"  David  said.  "Let's 
pray  for  help  as  honestly  and  earn- 
estly as  we  know  how." 

Patricia  did  not  reply. 

"I  didn't  mean  we  were  to  wait  for 
the  ravens  to  feed  us,"  her  brother 
hastened  to  say.  "Of  course,  this 
means  the  end  of  college.  I'm  going 
out  to  get  a  job,  but  you  know  that 
won't  be  easy." 

Patricia  shivered. 

"We've  talked  all  our  lives,"  David 
went  on,  "about  faith  in  God.  Now 
here's  our  chance  to  show  it."  He 
added,  "What's  our  balance  at  the 
bank?" 

"Ninety-seven   dollars." 

I'm  going  out  this  morning  to  hunt 
for  a  job.  Don't  expect  me  for  lunch- 
eon." 

"Shall  we  take  our  dinner  where 
we've  been  going?" 

For  a  moment  David's  face  was  il- 
lumined by  a  boyish  grin.  "Guess  it's 
safer,  isn't  it?" 

"I  suppose  so."  Patricia  laughed 
too,  but  she  flushed. 

When  they  had  come  into  the  little 
apartment  which  seemed  to  them 
both  more  like  a  doll's  house  than  a 
human  habitation,  they  had  assumed 
that  Patricia  would  do  the  cooking. 
Her  efforts  had  been  so  unsuccessful 
that  they  had  decided  it  would  be 
more  economical  to  go  for  their  din- 
ners to  a  near-by  boarding  house.  It 
was  a  cheap  place,  not  very  satis- 
factory; but  Patricia  realized  it  was 
costing  them  more  than  they  could 
afford. 

"It's  ridiculous,"  she  told  herself 
angrily,  "that  I'm  eighteen  and  can't 
cook   a   dinner   that's   eatable."    She 


wondered  what  the  little  woman  on 
the  first  floor,  from  whose  apartment 
such  appetizing  odors  rose,  would 
charge  to  teach  her  to  cook,  then  re- 
membered she  had  no  money  for  les- 
sons of  any  kind. 

Patricia  had  a  hard  time  keeping 
her  promise  to  David,  for  as  she  went 
to  her  room  and  knelt  down,  her  mind 
went  off  at  a  tangent.  She  had  a  bril- 
liant idea  about  those  cooking  lessons 
and  felt  she  could  not  do  justice  to 
her  prayers  until  she  had  seen  the 
woman  downstairs. 

When  she  stood  face  to  face  with 
her,  she  stammered,  "I've  come  to  ask 
a  favor  of  you." 

"Ye-es?" 

That  upward  tilt  of  the  voice  did 
not  make  matters  any  easier.  Patricia 
heard  herself  rushing  into  expla- 
nations, that  she  did  not  know  how 
to  cook  and  must  learn  and  that  if 
she  could  only  look  on  and  see  how  it 
was  done  she  would  do  anything  in 
payment,  wash  dishes,  clean  silver— 
anything. 

The  little  woman's  manner  had 
changed  magically.  "You  mean  you 
just  want  to  see  how  I  do  things,?" 

"That's  all.  But  it's  a  lot." 

"Come  right  in.  You've  come  to  the 
right  one.  Nobody  can  get  up  a  good 
meal  for  less  than  I  can." 

When  David  came  in  and  saw  the 
table  set,  he  looked  doubtful.  "Changed 
your  mind,  did  you?" 

"I've  tried  an  experiment.  Wait  till 
you've  tasted  things." 

One  of  the  triumphant  moments  of 
Patricia's  life  came  when  David 
smiled  with  incredulous  pleasure 
when  he  took  the  first  mouthful.  She 
was  thrilled  beyond  words;  but  she 
waited  until  he  had  finished  before 
presenting  the  crowning  surprise. 
"David,  what  do  you  suppose  this 
meal  cost?" 

"Haven't  the  least  idea." 

"Twenty  cents  apiece." 

David  could  hardly  believe  her,  but 
when  she  counted  up  the  items,  one 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Dear  M.  O.  H.  Children: 

I    am   sure    at   some    time   in   your 

life  you  have  been   taught  the  little 

bedtime  prayer: 
Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep; 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  keep, 
If  I  should  die  before  I  wake, 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take. 
Here  is   a  morning   prayer   that  is 

just  as  important  and  we  want  you 

to  memorize  it.  It  would  not  be  a  bad 

idea   for  us  older  people  to   learn  it 

also. 
Now  I  get  me  up  to  work; 
I  pray  the  Lord  I  may  not  shirk, 
If  I  should  die  before  the  night, 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  work's  all  right. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Christ's  name.  In  this 
letter  I'm  enclosing  the  sufficient 
amount  of  money  to  renew  my  sub- 
scription to  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
which,  next  to  the  "C.  A.  Herald,"  I 
consider  the  best  monthly  paper  I've 
ever  read. 

I  have  intended  to  write  you  for 
a  long  time,  but  somehow  never 
seemed  to  have  a  chance.  I  especially 
thank  you  for  publishing  the  letter 
from  Jerusalem  in  your  April  issue. 
I  really  enjoyed  reading  it  because 
I  have  been  interested  in  foreign  pen 
pals  for  a  long  time.  I  write  several — 
two  in  England,  one  in  the  Philip- 
pines, one  in  Holland,  and  one  in 
Canada.  Then  I  was  glad,  too,  that 
you  printed  the  photos  of  the  two 
children  from  Jerusalem  in  the  May 
issue.  I  am  only  a  child  myself,  just 
thirteen  years  of  age,  but  I  am  glad 
to  say  I'm  a  qualified  member  of  the 
M.  O.  H.  Club.  I  am  the  only  one  in 
or  around  Kerrville  who  belongs  to 
the  M.  O.  H.  Club.  I  will  graduate 
from  the  eighth  grade  May  29. 

I  didn't  like  the  articles  concerning, 
"My  Ideal  Boy  Friend  and  Girl 
Friend,"  in  the  April  issue.  I  don't 
think  they  helped  Christians  one  bit, 
and  I'm  pretty  sure  they  didn't  do 
sinners  any  good.  My  hobby  is  read- 
ing and  I  like  articles  that  help  me 
in  my  Christian  life,  as  well  as  good 
books  to  enjoy.  The  late  Grace  Liv- 
ingston Hill  was  my  favorite  author. 
I  believe  she  had  written  more  books 
than  any  other  author  in  the  whole 
world  when  she  died.  I  want  to  be 
an  author  of  Christian  fiction  just 
like  my  heroine  when  I  grow  up.  I  have 
already  written  an  outline  for  a  book. 
I  want  to  write  when  I've  finished  my 
education.  My  best  friend  and  I 
started  this  quite  some  time  ago.  I  am 
interested  in  art  and  am  going  to 
start  studying  it  next  year  in  school. 

My  father  is  a  deacon  in  the  As- 
sembly of  God  church  here  in  Kerr- 
ville. I  don't  think  I've  ever  been  in 
a  Church  of  God  church,  but  I  would 
like  to  visit  one  sometime. 

All  in  all,  Sister  Harrison,  I  think 
your  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  rather  nice 
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paper,  that  is  why  I  am  subscribing 
for  another  year,  but  I  think  the 
M.  O.  H.  Club  is  the  nicest  thing  about 
the  paper,  and  I  wish  you  would  start 
printing  the  children's  letters  again. 
I  like  to  read  them  and  I  think  others 
do  too. 

God  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison,  and 
will  you  send  me  the  June  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway? — Gladys  Chap- 
man, R.  F.  D.  1,  Kerrville,  Tenn. 

Note:  Dear  Gladys,  I'm  glad  to 
make  your  acquaintance.  I  think  we 
are  just  twin  sisters  because  our 
church  and  yours  are  so  much  alike. 
Your  letter  was  very  interesting  and 
I  imagine  by  the  tone  of  your  letter, 
if  you  keep  straight  ahead,  that  you 
are  going  to  make  life  count  some 
day. 

The    letters    you    object    to    in    the 

THE  RIGHT  KBND  OF  BOY 

Annie  Willmeyer 

Show  me  the  boy  who  is  open  and 
frank 
And  carries  a  smiling  face; 
Who    looks   you   straight   in   the   eye 
when  he  speaks, 
And  listens  with  modest  grace. 

A  boy  who  follows  his  mother's  advice, 
And  is  not  afraid  to  work; 

And  attends  to  his  duties  day  by  day, 
And  never  attempts  to  shirk. 

A  boy  who  is  ready  with  heart  and 
hand, 
To  help  you  in  time  of  need; 
Who   stands    by   his   principles,   firm 
and  strong, 
Whatever  may  be  his  creed. 

And  I'll  show  you  a  little  gentleman, 
Who'll  be  a  great  man  some  day; 

For  a  man  is  only  a  boy,  full  grown, 
No  matter  what  men  may  say. 

—Sel. 


April  issue  were  not  meant  for  in 
spiration,  but  to  show  the  attitude  c 
the  high  school  boys  and  girls,  thes 
days.  Some  of  them  were  not  eve 
Christians.  How  about  your  writin 
one  on  the  same  subject?  Maybe  w 
will  have  room  for  two  or  three  ne> 
issue.  Let  us  see  what  Christian  boj 
and  girls  think. — Editor. 


I   REFUSED  TO  BE  DEFEATED 

During  the  past  summer  while 
was  at  home,  the  Lord  laid  it  on  m 
heart  to  teach  the  children  of  ot 
neighborhood.  For  a  few  weeks  I  trie 
to  ignore  the  burden,  but  it  becam 
too  great  for  me.  I  could  not  rest  £ 
night  because  I  knew  that  I  was  fail 
ing  God.  A  few  days  later  I  starte 
doing  something  about  this,  althoug 
I  had  no  one  to  help  me.  I  decide 
I  would  do  something  for  God.  I  sa' 
the  need,  and  God  told  me  to  do  tb 
work. 

One  evening  I  called  all  the  boj 
and  girls  from  their  play  and  we  gc 
together  in  a  vacant  lot  by  the  sid 
of  the  road.  There  I  taught  thei 
choruses  and  told  them  about  Jesu 
The  first  evening  blessed  my  hear 
as  they  listened  so  attentively  to  tb 
stories  that  I  told  them.  From  th£ 
day  I  was  never  free  in  the  evening 
as  the  children  were  always  askin 
if  we  were  going  to  have  a  Happ 
Hour.  I  said,  "I  will  meet  with  yo 
every  day  after  supper  and  we  wi 
sing  and  I  will  tell  you  a  story."  A 
each  meeting  there  was  an  averag 
of  seventeen  boys  and  girls  eager  t 
hear  the  good  things  of  God  and  Hi 
precious  Word.  Some  of  these  childre 
did  not  recognize  the  Bible.  It  ws 
just  another  book  to  them  when 
started  teaching  them,  and  they  ha 
not  heard  much  of  Jesus  except  t 
curse  Him. 

The  last  meeting  that  I  had  wit 
them  before  I  came  back  to  schoc 
here  was  one  of  the  happiest  ths 
I  have  ever  had. 

I  had  made  paper  headbands  fc 
them  to  wear,  and  each  had  a  mes 
sage  written  on  it  so  that  all  wh 
saw  them  could  read  the  scriptur 
that  they  were  wearing.  The  band 
had  such  verses  and  sayings  as:  Com 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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balanced  is  sometimes  more  of  a 
problem  than  balancing  the  budget. 
While  the  advancement  of  some  of 
the  children  require  more  expenditure 
than  is  necessary  on  a  younger  child, 
it  is  often  not  easy  to  keep  down  the 
feeling  that  more  is  being  spent  on 
one  than  on  another.  So  the  home 
must  become  a  school  of  reasoning 
and  it  must  be  of  the  cool,  calm  kind, 
for  if  heat  is  created  then  reason  loses 
its  balance  and  emotion  takes  the 
place  of  reason. 

Children  in  the  home  can  con- 
tribute greatly  toward  the  making  of 
a  happy,  even-balanced  home.  David 
pictured  a  beautiful,  well-rounded 
family  in  Psalms  128:3.  "Thy  wife 
shall  be  as  a  fruitful  vine  by  the  sides 
of  thine  house:  thy  children  like  olive 
plants  round  about  thy  table."  He  re- 
fers here  to  the  vigorous  offshoots 
which  spring  from  and  around  an 
aged  olive  tree,  ready  to  take  the 
place  of  the  parent  plant.  Incidental- 
ly, this  is  the  third  point  of  blessed- 
ness that  David  refers  to  in  this  chap- 
ter. We  get  a  glimpse  here  of  where 
family  joys  may  be  found.  The  fath- 
er feared  the  Lord,  worked  for  his 
living,  and  all  enjoyed  it.  The  wife 
found  her  highest  joy  in  the  home 
among  the  children,  instead  of  lead- 
ing a  poodle  dog,  dancing,  playing 
cards,  bridge,  or  spending  endless 
hours  in  some  society  "blowout."  As 
the  cluster  of  olive  plants  grew  up 
around  the  olive  tree,  just  like  the  old 
tree,  ready  to  take  its  place,  bear  its 
burdens,  bear  its  fruits,  so  the  chil- 
dren of  the  family  were,  as  they  sat 
round  about  the  table. 


5o    long    as    there    are    homes    where    lamps 

are  lit 
\nd  prayers  are  said; 

Although  a  people  falters  through  the  dark 
\nd  nations  grope, 

With  God  Himself  back  of  these  little  homes 
*Ve  still  can  hope. 

— Grace  Noll  Crowell. 

LIVING  TOGETHER 

There  are  certain  well-defined  du- 
:ies  between  parents  and  children  and 
oetween  children  and  children.  With 
:hese  duties  all  performed  well,  the 
lome  will  be  a  wonderful  place  in 
which  to  live;  cheerfulness  will  abide 
;n  the  home;  consideration  will  al- 
ways be  in  action;  devotion  will 
spread  her  wings.  In  fact,  home  will 
oe  the  best  place  on  earth. 

When  children  come  into  the  home, 
new  responsibilities,  duties,  and  obli- 
gations come  with  them.  The  extra 
expense  and  the  extra  time  that  must 
ae  given  to  their  care  taxes  both  time 
uid  the  family  budget.  The  income 
;hat  has  gone  to  the  need  of  just  two 
persons  now  must  be  divided  with  three 
persons.  This  means  that  some  way 
nust  be  found  to  cut  expenses,  or  do 
without  some  things  that  the  third 
oarty  may  have  a  chance.  This  pro- 
jess  continues  as  the  family  enlarges, 
rhis  is  one  phase  of  economics  that 
10  one  has  ever  been  able  to  explain 
/et:  just  how  a  family  may  increase 
'rom  two  to  ten  and  get  along  on  the 
>ame  salary  that  was  made  when 
;here  were  only  two  in  the  family, 
rhen  too,  there  is  the  extra  expense 
)f  education,  besides  the  provision  for 
;he  three  necessities  of  food,  clothing 
ind  shelter.  Some  of  the  government 
)fficials  who  cannot  balance  the  bud- 
jet  would  do  well  to  study  economics 
)f  some  such  homes. 

While  there  comes  the  sharing  of 
ixpense  with  the  increase  of  the  fam- 
ly,  there  also  comes  the  sharing  of 
■ights.  To  keep  the  rights  of  everyone 
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JUVENILE  JUDGE  PLANS  SCHOOL 
FOR  PARENTS 

Judge  Pauline  Lamar,  of  juvenile 
court,  announced  plans  today  to  es- 
tablish a  "school"  for  parents  involved 
in  delinquencies.  Parents  of  children 
appearing  in  court  would  be  "sen- 
tenced" to  attend,  she  said. 

Citing  increased  juvenile  court 
cases  the  woman  jurist  said  that 
"something  is  drastically  wrong  with 
our  home  life."  She  said  that  Judge 
George  T.  Martin,  of  Dearborn,  Mich., 
will  be  asked  to  lecture  at  the  school. 
— Columbus,  Ga. 

Note:  For  two  or  three  years  we 
have  been  urging  our  people  to  have 
study  groups  for  young  parents.  If  we 
do  not  do  it,  the  juvenile  court  can. 
Shame  on  the  Christian  people  who 
sit  idly  by  with  no  vision.  Community 
circles  will  help.  Try  it. — Ed. 


APPRECIATION   MAKES  HOME 
HAPPY 

But  Appreciation  Should  Not  Be  All 
On   One  Side 

By  Roberta  Treat 

We  hear  a  great  deal  about  unap- 
preciative  children,  but  in  a  friend's 
home  one  Sunday  evening  recently  I 
heard  something  which  made  me 
wonder  if  the  trouble  doesn't  some- 
times begin  with  unappreciative 
parents. 

"I  didn't  think  I  was  hungry,"  I  told 
my  hostess  at  supper  time,  "but  your 
good  food  gives  me  an  appetite,"  and 
I  took  another  slice  of  her  homemade 
bread.  "I've  been  living  on  store  bread 
now  that  I'm  alone.  It  isn't  any  fun 
baking  when  there  is  nobody  to  thank 
me  for  it." 

"We  don't  always  thank  Mother," 
one  of  the  children  said,  rather  peni- 
tently, "but  she  keeps  on  making  it." 

"And  you  keep  on  eating  it,"  said 
their  mother,  "and  that  shows  you 
appreciate  it." 

Having  finished  an  exceedingly 
palatable  supper,  I  was  now  given  a 
large  piece  of  sponge  cake  with  which 
to  end.  No,  not  bakery  sponge  cake, 
such  as  I  sometimes  buy  for  myself — 
real  sponge  cake,  such  as  I  would 
never  think  of  taking  the  trouble  to 
make  when  there  was  no  one  to 
thank  me  for  it,  and  I  said  as  much 
to  my  hostess. 

"We  didn't  thank  Mother  for  the 
cake,  either,"  said  the  same  little  girl 
who  had  been  contrite  about  not 
thanking  her  for  the  bread,  "but  she 
always  makes  cake  and  pie  and  pud- 
ding all  the  time." 

"And  you  always  eat  it,"  said  their 
mother,  cheerfully.  "If  you  didn't  like 
it,  you  wouldn't  eat  it.  Nobody  makes 
you.  When  you  ask  me  for  another 
piece,  that's  all  the  thanks  I  need." 

This  could  have  been  said  sarcasti- 
cally, but  it  wasn't.  I  wish  I  could  con- 
vey to  you  the  affectionate,  cheerful, 
appreciative  tone  of  the  voice  in 
which  it  was  said.  Her  children 
pleased  her,  and  she  frankly  let  them 
know  that  she  was  pleased.  In  other 
words,  she  showed  appreciation  of 
their  good  points,  and  it  is  not  to  be 
wondered  at  that  they  showed  appre- 
ciation of  hers — if  not  in  words,  at 
least  in  unmistakable  expressions  of 
gratitude,  and  she  made  no  mistake 
in  interpreting  them  as  expressions  of 
gratitude. 

With  this  for  a  starter,  she  went  on 
talking  to  me  about  her  children's 
gratitude.  "That's  one  thing  I  can't 
complain  about,"  she  told  me.  "My 
children  have  their  faults,  of  course, 
but  they  are  appreciative.  And  that  is 
what  makes  home  happy.  I  pity  those 
mothers  whose  children  are  always 
grumbling."  Then  she  went  on  to 
speak  of  other  topics,  but  more  than 
once  she  came  back  to  this  which  was 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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HELPS   FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


SHiNING  IN  THE  DARKNESS 

When  the  world  is  darkest  the  light 
of  the  gospel  is  most  needed.  It  is 
shed  abroad  only  through  the  written 
Word  of  God  and  through  Christians, 
who  are  living  epistles.  Our  Lord 
Jesus  said,  "I  am  the  Light  of  the 
world,"  and  in  His  infinite  grace  and 
mercy,  and  because  of  what  He  was 
about  to  do  for  His  own,  He  said  of 
His  disciples,  "Ye  are  the  light  of  the 
world."  In  most  of  us  at  one  time 
or  another  that  light  has  flickered 
low,  but  the  cause  of  the  dimness  lies 
in  the  heart  and  not  in  the  outward 
darkness  or  storm. 

From  the  windows  of  the 
Times  office  a  large  illumi- 
nated sign  is  visible.  It  hangs 
on  the  facade  of  a  small, 
three-story  brick  building 
where  signs  of  all  kinds  are 
made,  and  it  bears  the  word 
"Signs."  Someone  in  that 
little  shop  must  be  very  alert, 
for  whenever  the  clouds 
gather  and  a  storm  threatens, 
the  electricity  is  turned  on 
and  the  green  letters  shine 
brightly,  sending  their  mes- 
sage far  up  and  down  the 
darkened  street.  The  darker 
the  day  the  brighter  the  sign 
appears,  and  it  stands  out 
most  clearly  as  darkness  falls 
in  the  late  winter  afternoons. 

It  is  a  good  picture  of  what 
all  of  us  who  belong  to  Christ 
ought  to  be:  holding  perhaps 
a  humble  place,  but  shining 
"in  season,  (and)  out  of  sea- 
son," proclaiming  one  mes- 
sage clearly  and  boldly,  and 
giving  more  light  as  the  day 
grows  shorter  and  darker. 
And  there  is  another  lesson  in 
that  commonplace  object,  for  the  sign 
glows  not  through  its  own  power,  but 
only  as  it  is  connected  with  the  source 
of  power  and  the  wires  are  kept  free 
of  obstructions  and  short  circuits. 
Those  who  are  born  again  are  joined 
to  the  Light  of  the  world.  Of  them 
Paul  writes,  "It  is  God  which  worketh 
in  you  both  to  will  and  to  do  of  His 
good  pleasure";  and  they  are  to  "be 
blameless  and  harmless,  the  sons  of 
God,  without  rebuke,  in  the  midst  of 
a  crooked  and  perverse  nation,  among 
whom  ye  shine  as  lights  in  the  world" 
(Phil.  2:13-15). — The  Sunday  School 
Times. 

ROCK  FLOWERS 

I  have  always  been  glad  the  Psalm- 
ist said  to  God  that  some  things  were 
hard.  There  is  no  mistake;  there  are 
hard  things  in  life.  Some  beautiful 
pink  flowers  were  given  to  me.  and 
as  I  took  them,  I  said,  "What  are 
they?"  The  answer  came,  "They  are 
rock  flowers;  they  grow  and  bloom 
only  on  rocks  where  you  see  no  soil." 
Then    I    thought    of    God's    flowers 
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growing  in  hard  places;  and  I  feel 
somehow  that  He  might  have  a  pe- 
culiar tenderness  for  His  "rock 
flowers"  that  He  does  not  have  for 
His  lilies  and  roses. — Margaret  Bot- 
tome. 


JUST  S8NGING  IN  THE  COLD 

During  a  bitter  cold  spell,  when  the 
ground  all  about  was  frozen  solid  and 
snow  covered  everything,  I  noted  a 
bird  perched  on  a  telephone  pole 
singing  with  all  the  power  of  his 
feather-throated   flute.  He  was  mak- 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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RTOONS    LONGWOOD.  PLK 
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JESUS  LEADS 

Jesus  leads  and   I   will   follow. 

Follow  on  to  do  His  will, 
I  can  never  doubt  His  goodness; 

Ev'ry  promise  He'll  fulfill; 
Sweetest  counsel  He  doth  give  me 

As  I  trust  Him  more  and  more. 
For  where'er  my  Savior  leads  me 

He  has  gone  the  way  before. 

Jesus  leads  and  I  will  follow. 

He  will  ever  be  my  Guide, 
Daily  manna  He  provides  me 

And  my  soul  is  satisfied; 
Tho'  the  cares  are  sometimes  heavy 

And  the  days  are  dark  and  drear. 
Still  my  heart  is  ever  singing 

For  I   know  my  Lord   is  near. 

Jesus  leads  and  I  will  follow. 

Oh,  the  wonder  of  His  love! 
From  all  danger  He  doth  keep  me, 

Ev'ry  fear  He  doth  remove; 
He  will  share  each  joy  and  sorrow 

All  along  my  pilgrim  way. 
And  He'll  lead  me  safely  onward 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day. 
— Bessie  Patten  Gilmore. 


ing  the  cold  atmosphere  of  the  morn 
ing  ring  with  the  music  sent  out  froi 
his  perch. 

I  thought  of  the  matchless  words  c 
Jesus  about  the  birds  and  the  lesso 
we  can  learn  from  them.  "They  so 
not,  neither  do  they  reap,  nor  gathe 
into  barns;  yet — ."  It  was  near  noo 
and  to  me  his  outlook  for  a  goo 
breakfast  looked  slim.  I  didn't  se 
much  chance  for  him  to  find  a  bug  c 
a  worm,  and  doubtless  human  bein£ 
had  not  thought  of  putting  out  an 
crumbs  for  him.  And  yet  — there  r 
was  singing  in  the  cold. 
It  would  be  fine  if  we  who  belon 
to  a  higher  realm  of  life  an 
know  with  our  intelligenc 
the  laws  of  God  and  tr 
way  to  have  faith  in  Hir 
could  learn  this  lesson  J( 
sus  tried  to  teach  us  aboi 
the  birds.  Too  many  of 
do  not  sing  in  the  cold.  'W 
get  all  upset  and  rebellioi 
when  things  do  not  come  a 
cording  to  our  own  prograr 
When  the  prospect  is  not  f 
bright  and  the  things  we  d 
mand  are  not  in  sight,  v 
have  little  disposition  to  sir 
or  trust  our  heavenly  Fathi 
for  the  future.  We  run  awful 
short  on  confidence  and  fait 
many  times.  We  want  full  ev 
dence  at  hand  that  everythir 
will  come  out  all  right.  If  nc 
no  song  will  come  from  01 
lips.  No  smile  will  be  on  01 
faces.  Things  must  come  01 
as  we  desire.  We  must  ha1 
what  we  want.  If  this  progra 
fails,  we  mope  instead  of  sh 
and  grumble  rather  than  n| 
joice.  But  why  not  copy  tli 
birds,  singing  our  trust  in  til 
father's  care?  —  Richmor 
Christian  Advocate. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  ENVIRONMEN 

Above — "His  banner  over  me  w 
love." 

Underneath — "Underneath  are  tl 
everlasting  arms." 

Round  About — "The  angel  of  t 
Lord  encampeth  round  about  the 
that  fear  him." 

Before — "And  when  he  putte 
forth  his  own  sheep,  he  goeth  befo 
them." 

Behind — "Surely  goodness  and  rat 
cy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  n 
life."— Set. 


Prayer  pulls  the  rope  below  a; 
the  great  bell  rings  above  in  the  ea 
of  God.  Some  scarcely  stir  the  be 
others  give  an  occasional  pluck,  b 
he  who  wins  with  heaven  is  the  m; 
who  grabs  the  rope  and  pulls  co 
tinually  with  all  his  might. — Select* 


THE   PLACE   OF  AMUSEMENT 
Let  amusement  fill  up  the  chinks 
your    existence,    but    not    the    gre 
spaces  thereof. — Theodore  Parker. 
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Our  fourth  of  fjuly  President 


Our  only  President  to  have  a 
birthday  on  our  national  holiday 
was  the  one  who  was  born  in  a 
little  village  called  Plymouth 
Notch.  This  small  place,  with  so 
few  houses  and  barns  that  the 
boys  and  girls  there  when  this 
President  was  a  boy  could  touch 
them  all  in  a  five-minute  run,  is 
in  the  state  known  as  the  Green 
Mountain  state. 

This  President,  until  he  was 
thirteen,  knew  only  three  books, 
outside  of  schoolbooks:  the  Bible, 
and  two  stories  of  Revolutionary 
days. 

His  father  and  mother  were 
lovers  of  the  Bible  and  taught 
their  son  to  believe  in  it,  which 
he  did  all  his  life.  When  he  was 
President  he  praised  the  Bible  on 
several  occasions.  The  Bible  was 
his  first  reader. 

Readers  who  know  where  Ply- 
mouth Notch  is,  know  I  am  writ- 
ing about  President  Calvin  Cool- 
idge,  who  came  to  this  office 
from  the  vice-presidency  when  Presi- 
dent Harding  died  in  1923. 

As  a  boy  he  knew  what  hard  work 
was,  and  it  is  said  that  he  sowed  his 
first  wheat  when  his  grandfather 
took  him  to  the  fields  at  the  age  of 
six.  He  had  to  help  with  work  in  the 
house,  in  the  woods,  and  in  the  fields 
from  the  time  he  began  to  go  to  the 
little  country  school.  Making  maple 
syrup  in  the  spring  was  about  the 
nicest  work  he  helped  with. 

His  mother  and  only  sister  died  be- 
fore he  was  fifteen,  and  he  had  no 
brothers.  There  were  only  three 
chums  his  age  in  the  little  mountain 
fastness,  so  Calvin  had  to  spend  a 
good  bit  of  time  chumming  with  the 
mountains.  He  grew  up  a  rather  quiet 
boy  and  was  nicknamed  "Silent  Cal" 
when  he  was  President.  He  was  not 
so  silent,  however,  among  friends  and 
intimates. 

One  fine  thing  about  this  Presi- 
dent was  his  devotion  to  his  father, 
with  whom  he  planned  and  talked 
over  every  thing  in  his  life  as  a 
young  man.  He  spent  a  number  of 
vacations  with  him  up  among  the 
scenes  of  his  boyhood  after  he  was 
President,   and   his   father,   who   was 


A  PRAYER  FOR   INDEPENDENCE  DAY 


Great  God,  our  Father  in  heaven,  we  thank  Thee 
for  our  beloved  land — for  its  spacious  mountains 
and  hills,  fruitful  valleys  and  fields,  mighty  rivers 
and  far-flung  coasts.  On  this  day  of  national  re- 
joicing, we  give  Thee  thanks  for  our  homes  and 
schools,  for  our  hospitals  and  churches,  and  for 
every  other  institution  that  enriches  and  expresses 
the  life  of  our  people.  Especially  do  we  give  Thee 
praise  for  the  freedom  and  culture,  the  security 
and  peace,  which  have  come  to  us  through  the 
sacrifice  and  the  labor  of  the  generations  that  are 
gone.  Help  us  to  appreciate  our  inheritance  as  a 
nation,  and  grant  that  we  may  so  use  it  that  fu- 
ture generations  might  be  blessed.  From  selfish- 
ness and  greed,  from  social  evils  and  economic 
injustice,  from  civil  strife  and  international  enmi- 
ties, deliver  us.  Show  us,  O  God,  the  responsibili- 
ties of  citizenship,  and  strengthen  us  to  serve  each 
other  as  brethren.  What  things  are  great  and  good, 
help  us  to  espouse  and  perpetuate.  Give  us  confi- 
dence in  righteousness  and  grant  us  to  know  that 
its  ends  exalt  a  people.  May  thy  benediction  rest 
upon  us  and  all  Thy  people  everywhere.  Through 
Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen. 


very  proud  of  him  all  his  life,  would 
answer  questions  people  asked  when 
they  would  come  from  far  and  wide 
to  try  to  get  a  glimpse  of  their  Presi- 
dent on  vacation. 

I  think  you'll  be  glad  to  know  of 
two  things  this  happy  old  man  told 
about  Calvin  when  a  boy. 

"He  always  did  what  he  was  told 
to  do,  and  did  it  the  first  time  he 
was  told.  You  could  always  depend 
on  him,"  his  father  liked  to  recall. 
And,  "If  he  didn't  like  a  job  given 
him,  he  never  said  so." 

I  don't  know  many  finer  things 
than  these  that  could  be  said  about 
a  boy  or  girl. 

Calvin  Coolidge  had  great  respect 
for  his  parents.  He  loved  his  grand- 
parents, too.  An  incident  which  shows 
this  is  that  at  his  inauguration  (in 
1925)  his  aged  father  brought  along 
to  Washington  the  little  Bible  which 
Calvin's  grandmother  had  given  him 
as  a  boy.  When  he  stepped  up  to  be 
inducted  into  the  office  by  Chief 
Justice  Taft,  the  President  put  his 
hand  on  this  little  book,  opened  at 
the  first  chapter  of  John's  Gospel, 
which  his  grandmother  often  read  to 
him. 


Calvin  Coolidge  never  saw  a 
railroad  train  until  he  was  thir- 
teen, and  never  was  in  another 
village  until  he  was  that  old. 
Then  he  went  to  Ludlow,  thir- 
teen miles  away  from  Plymouth 
Notch,  to  attend  the  Black  River 
Academy.  This  was  the  nearest 
railroad  station  to  his  native 
place. 

Great  was  Calvin's  joy  when  he 
found  that  the  school  had  a  li- 
brary and  he  read  the  histories 
of  other  nations  and  the  doings 
of  their  great  men  during  all  his 
spare  time.  These  early  readings 
helped  him  later  as  student  at 
the  Saint  Johnsbury  Academy 
and  at  Amherst  College,  from 
which  he  was  later  graduated. 

He  didn't  stand  first  in  all  his 
classes,  and  he  wasn't  an  athletic 
young  man,  but  he  was  a  great 
lover  of  the  school  sports  and  a 
great  rooter  for  the  college  teams. 
"A  good,  common  boy,"  his  fa- 
ther used  to  say  about  his  son 
when  he  became  governor  of  Massa- 
chusetts and  people  became  inter- 
ested in  knowing  about  his  early 
years. 

He  wasn't  goody-goody,  though,  for 
now  and  then  he  helped  to  play 
harmless  tricks  at  school,  and  once 
was  punished  as  the  ringleader  at 
the  Ludlow  school  in  getting  a  little 
donkey  up  the  attic  steps  of  the 
school  building  and  tying  him  to  the 
bell-clapper,  so  that  the  master  of 
the  school  couldn't  pull  the  morning 
bell  rope  to  call  the  boys  to  classes. 
He  believed  sincerely  in  our  demo- 
cratic form  of  government  which 
places  power  in  the  hands  of  the 
whole  people,  a  good  principle  to 
think  about  on  our  Fourth  of  July 
and   on  his  birthday. 

If  we  don't  remember  the  birth- 
days of  many  Presidents,  I  am  sure 
that  Calvin  Coolidge's,  coming  as  it 
does  on  this  holiday,  is  one  that  we 
will  all  easily  remember. — Lutheran 
Young  Folks. 


How  beautiful  is  modesty!  It  win- 
neth  upon  all  beholders;  but  a  word 
or  a  glance  may  destroy  the  pure 
love  that  hath  been  for  thee. — Tupper. 


A    D  EC  LA  RATI O  N 

CLARENCE  EDWIN  FLYNN 

I  declare  my  independence 

Of  the  narrow,  petty  ways 
That  constrict  the  soul  within  me 

And  ensmall  the  passing  days. 

I  declare  my  independence 

Of  the  hatred  and  the  strife 
That  so  shrivel  up  the  spirit 

And  defeat  the  aims  of  life. 


OF  INDEPENDENCE 

I  declare  my  independence 
Of  the  voices  that  appeal 

To   the    heart   to   live    for  something 
Temporarv  and  unreal. 

I    declare    my    independence 

Of  the  ordinary  ways 
That  would  lead  me  ever  farther 

From  sun-crowned,  triumphant  days. 

— Selected. 
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THE  FLAG  OF  THE  FREE 

Alice   G.   Duffill 

We  say  our  flag  is  the  flag  of  the 
free  This  is  indeed  true.  Every  Sun- 
day boys  and  girls  and  men  and 
women  gather  at  the  churches  of 
their  choice.  We  in  America  are  free 
to  worship  God  as  we  wish.  We  are 
also  free  to  read  the  Bible  there  and 
in  our  homes,  and  to  lead  others  to 
Christ  This  is  not  true  today  of  many 
boys  and  girls  and  men  and  women 
across  the  sea.  They  do  not  have  the 
religious  liberty  that  we  enjoy.  Some 
of  them  are  even  persecuted  because 
of  their  religion. 

In  our  homes  and  in  our  schools 
and  libraries  there  are  many  books, 
papers,  and  magazines  containing 
stories  and  information  about  our 
country  and  other  lands.  Questions  of 
the  day,  concerning  even  our  govern- 
ment and  our  president,  are  freely 
written  about.  We  are  free  to  read 
both  sides  of  every  question.  This  is 
freedom  of  the  press. 

In  our  country  if  a  person  feels  he 
has  something  important  to  say  to 
the  people,  he  is  free  to  tell  it,  and 
others  are  free  to  listen  and  to  dis- 
cuss what  they  hear  and  read.  This 
is  freedom  of  speech.  In  some  coun- 
tries today  many  persons  place  them- 
selves in  great  danger  or  even  lose 
their  lives  because  they  say  or  write 
what  they  believe  to  be  true. 

Every  person  in  our  land  is  free  to 
follow  the  lifework  that  he  chooses, 
for  the  United  States  is  above  all 
lands  the  land  of  opportunity  to  the 
person  who  really  tries,  no  matter 
how  poor  he  may  be. 

So  our  flag  really  is  the  flag  of  the 
free  Whenever  we  see  it  waving  there 
on  its  staff,  let  us  thank  God  for 
these  great  blessings  that  we,  as 
Americans,  enjoy,  and  let  us  deter- 
mine to  serve  this  great  country  of 
ours  daily  by  living  lives  that  are  good 
and  true. 


BOOKS  WRITTEN  IN  PRISON 

By  F.  C.  Hoggarth 

In  the  year  1669  William  Penn  was 
imprisoned  in  the  Tower  of  London. 
He  had  become  a  Quaker  preacher 
and  imprisonment  was  the  way 
adopted  in  those  days  for  silencing 
such  a  man.  At  times  the  prisons  of 
England  were  crowded  with  Quakers, 
whose  only  offense  was  gathering  to- 
gether to  worship  God  in  their  own 
meetinghouses  rather  than  in  the 
parish  churches.  Penn  had  also  written 
a  pamphlet  which,  partly  through 
misunderstanding,  had  given  offense 
to  some  "at  the  helm  of  the  Church." 

Restrained  from  preaching,  he  ap- 
plied himself  to  writing,  and  out  of 
that  prison  came  his  book,  "No  Cross, 
No  Crown,"  long  regarded  as  a  Quak- 
er and  religious  classic.  That  was  the 
book  which  later  set  a  kindly  guiding 


light  at  the  feet  of  young  Stephen 
Grellet,  a  French  exile  of  the  Revolu- 
tion, who  had  escaped  to  America. 
Brought  up  a  Roman  Catholic,  he  had 
turned  skeptic,  until  he  began  with 
the  aid  of  a  dictionary  to  read  Penn's 
book,  which  had  been  recommeded 
to  him  as  an  aid  to  improve  his 
knowledge  of  the  English  language. 
Grellet  became  a  Quaker  and  lived 
a  life  of  amazing  devotion  and  worth- 
while service,  on  behalf  of  slave 
emancipation,  prison  reform,  and 
world  peace. 

Another  prisoner  in  the  Tower  of 
London,  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  wrote  a 
book  while  there.  Raleigh  is  one  of 
the  great  Englishmen  who  shed  luster 
on  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth. 
James  I,  however,  "hated  the  great 
adventurer  with  a  mean  and  bitter 
hatred,  and  determined  to  ruin  his 
fortunes  and  if  possible  to  bring  him 
to  the  scaffold."  He  succeeded  to  the 
full  extent  of  his  desire.  Raleigh  was 
arraigned  on  a  number  of  charges 
before  a  packed  bench,  his  fate  de- 
cided before  the  trial  began.  "On  the 
evidence  of  one  witness  only — known 
to  be  a  rascal — and  who  was  not  even 
called,  Sir  Walter  was  condemned  to 
death." 

The  king,  however,  afraid  of  public 
opinion,  did  not  immediately  carry 
out  the  sentence,  but  sent  Raleigh  as 
a  perpetual  prisoner  to  the  Tower  in 
December,  1603.  That  imprisonment 
lasted  thirteen  years  and,  after  a  brief 
release,  ended  on  the  scaffold.  Such 
were  the  things  once  done  in  "Merrie 
England." 

Unable  to  roam  the  world  in  quest 
of  adventure,  Raleigh  began  a  great 
adventure  of  the  mind.  During  those 
long  years  of  imprisonment,  he  wrote 
"The  History  of  the  World,"  an  early 


GOD  HAS  BEEN  GOOD  TO  ME 

By  James  Asa  Johnson 

God  has  been  good  to  me! 

Other  men  have  had 

A    thousand    things    I    set    my    heart 

upon; 
I  have  no   land,  or  house,  or  home, 
And  precious  little  else 
That  men  could  set  a  price  upon. 

But,  I  have  friends,  true  friends, 

And  I  have  love,  and  books. 

A  soul  to  see  beauty  in  the  common- 
place, 

Ears  to  hear  melody, 

And  in  my  heart  I  have  a  song — 

A  song  that  lingers  through  storm 

Or  shadows, 

And  is  not  lost  amid  the  din  of  pleas- 
ures. 

Yes,  whatever  I  have  sought,  or  lost 

Or  grieved  for, 

I  still  have  God, 

And  God  has  been  good  to  me. 

— "The  World's  Crisis" 


copy  of  which,  through  the  generosit; 
of  a  former  Lord  Mayor  of  Londor 
lies  on  a  table  in  the  bloody  Towei 
perhaps  on  the  very  spot  where  i 
was  written.  On  the  day  of  executioi 
in  Palace  Yard,  when  about  to  knee 
before  the  block,  it  was  suggestei 
that  he  should  face  the  east.  Raleig] 
complied,  but  remarked,  "What  mat 
ter  which  way  the  head  lie  so  th 
heart  be  right?" 


RECOMMENDED   BOOKS 
Prayer 

A    VERY    PRESENT    HELP 
By  Lt.  Gen.  Sir  William  Dobbie 

General  Dobbie  was  the  heroi 
governor  of  the  famous  island  of  Mai 
ta  when,  in  1940,  it  was  bitterly  be 
sieged  by  fierce  enemies  who  sough 
to  seize  it.  But  Malta,  "the  mos 
bombed  spot  on  earth,"  did  not  fall 
God — the  miracle-working  God — ;  ": 
very  present  help" — delivered  th 
enemy-battered  island. 

The  world-renowned  General  be 
lieves  in  the  power  of  prayer.  Speak 
ing  of  the  Malta  miracle,  he  say 
with  conviction,  "God  was  with  ue 
I  know  He  was,  definitely  and  prac 
tically,  in  our  difficult  times.  It  i 
marvelous  in  our  eyes."  Price  $1.50. 

Biography 

MARY  SLESSOR,  WHITE  QUEEN  OI 

CALABAR 

By   Basil  Miller 

"If  I  told  you  what  I  have  seen  an< 
known  of  human  sorrow,  you  woulc 
weep  till  your  heart  ached  .  .  .  Yoi 
don't  wonder  that  I  slept  little.  Bu 
I  had  a  comfortable,  quiet  night  ii 
my  own  heart.  .  .  What  the  Lore 
ordains  is  right  ...  He  knows,  anc 
that  is  enough  ...  I  am  tired,  tired 
It  is  rather  lonely  tonight  with  s< 
many  memories  ...  I  should  choos< 
this  life  if  I  had  to  begin  again." 

In    this    biography    Basil    Miller— 

with  satisfying  astuteness  catches  thi 

courage  and  character  of  the  Whit< 

Queen  of  Calabar.  Price  $1.25. 

Fiction 

GLORIOUS  TRIUMPH 

By  Louise  Harrison  McCraw 

Most  present-day  fiction  omits  wha' 
is  most  fundamental  in  human  life 
man's  relation  to  God.  Miss  McCravs 
includes  it,  in  a  wholesome  and  con- 
vincing picture  of  what  Christ  car 
mean  in  a  life  when  it  is  turned  ovei 
to  His  guidance.  Price  $2. 


YOUTH'S  PROBLEM  No.   1 
By  Alfred  L.  Murray 

"Here  is  a  book  that  should  be  ir 
the  hands  of  every  teen-age  boy  anc 
girl  in  the  land.  It  comes  nearer  meet- 
ing the  needs  of  average  young  people 
of  our  churches  than  anything  else 
that  the  reviewer  has  seen  in  print 
...  It  should  be  in  the  hands  of  all 
ministers  and  leaders  who  are  seeking 
on  the  basis  of  Christian  reality,  tc 
help  young  people  meet  the  deepest 
and  most  urgent  issues  of  their  life 
today  with  an  adequate  Christian  phi- 
losophy." —  Review  and  Expositor. 
Price  $1.50. 

Order  above  books  from  the  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 
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By  Jack  Crawford 

Out  of  my  experience  as  a  worker 
in  the  Church  I  have  naturally 
formed  certain  convictions  as  to 
what,  to  me,  composes  a  model 
2hurch.  I  will  mention  a  few  of  these, 
and  endeavor  to  refrain  from  repeat- 
ing any  of  those  points  presented  by 
the  Editor  in  the  May  edition  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  an  article  that  I 
greatly  appreciated  and  one  that  ex- 
pressed my  own  views. 

First,  a  spiritual  church  must  be 
a  characteristic  of  the  model  church. 
The  spiritual  church  must  not  be 
determined  by  the  volume  or  quantity 
af  shouting  or  ecstatic  manifestations. 
However,  I  am  not  opposed  to  shout- 
ing. In  fact,  I  often  pass  through 
moments  of  great  overflowing  of  my 
soul.  But  shouting  can  not  be  the 
norm  by  which  a  spiritual  church  is 
judged.  I  think  the  norm  must  lie 
in  the  field  of  the  productivity  or 
creativeness  of  the  church.  What 
good  or  benefit  is  spirituality  if  it 
doesn't  move  individuals  or  collective 
bodies  to  do  something  for  the  mak- 
ing of  a  better  world? 

The  spiritual  church  will  deny  itself 
that  others  may  not  be  denied.  It 
will  love  those  human  beings  who 
are  not  loved.  It  will  support  any 
enterprise  or  endeavor  which  is  for 
the  good  of  the  community,  the  na- 
tion, or  the  world  at  large.  The  spirit- 
ual church  must  be  interested  in  the 
world  as  a  whole  (not  isolationist)  in 
its  perspective,  and  strive  to  make 
its  influence    felt   around   the   world. 

Second,  the  Model  Church  must 
take  a  positive  attitude  toward  life, 
for  to  long  the  Church  has  taken 
the  negative  action. 

The  three  following  paragraphs  are 
taken  from  an  article  by  E.  Stanley 
Jones,  which  expresses  thoughts  con- 
3erning  positivism  and  negativism, 
that  I  like  very  much: 

"Modern  psychology  describes  nega- 
tivism as  a  form  of  fear.  People  with 
inner  conflicts  find  it  hard  to  be 
positive  in  their  attitudes  and  de- 
;isions,  so  they  retreat  into  the  nega- 
tive. When  a  proposition  or  oppor- 
tunity is  presented  to  them,  their 
first  impulse  is  to  reject  it.  Almost 
everything  comes  to  them  difficulty 
foremost.  As  a  consequence,  they  live 
in  an  almost  state  of  'No.'  They  can- 
not gather  up  the  forces  of  the  soul 
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within  themselves  sufficiently  to  say, 
'Yes.'  They  are  negative  natures. 

"Such  negative  natures  cannot  lead 
others.  It  is  the  positive,  hopeful,  af- 
firmative type  that  becomes  a  leader 
of  others.  Besides  to  be  negative  is 
to  be  unchristian.  The  Christian  is 
positive,  affirmative,  hopeful.  Some- 
times he  does  say,  'No,'  but  only  to 
say  a  greater,  'Yes.'  Paul  felt  the 
sheer  hopefulness,  the  sheer  affirma- 
tive nature  of  the  gospel  and  said,  'In 
Him  is  the  yes,'  or,  as  Moffatt  puts 
it,  'In  Him  the  divine  yes  has 
sounded.'  To  be  in  Him,  then,  is  to 
take   a  positive   attitude   toward  life. 

"This  morning  in  my  daily  reading 
I  read  this:  'Judas  then,  having  re- 
ceived a  band  of  men  and  officers 
from  the  chief  priests  and  Pharisees, 
cometh  thither  with  lanterns  and 
torches  and  weapons.  Jesus  therefore, 
knowing  all  things  that  should  come 
upon  him,  went  forth.'  'Jesus  .  .  . 
knowing  all  things  that  should  come 
upon  him' — did  what?  prepared  to 
compromise?  to  escape?  to  soften  the 
blow?  No,  'went  forth'  to  meet  it! 
At  the  moment  of  the  great,  'No,'  the 
betrayal,  He  was  positive.  Be  positive 
even  in  the  face  of  impending  calami- 
ty. Wring  out  of  it  a  victory.  Keep 
affirmins  to  yourself,  'I  can  do  all 
things  through  Christ  which  strength- 
ened me."  Then  your  negative  fears 
will  drop  off  before  the  rising  sap 
of  a  new,  abundant,  affirmative  life, 
for  the  Christian  belongs  to  the  great 
affirmation." 

May  I  add  a  few  more  thoughts  to 
the  article  of  Dr.  Jones?  A  negative 
church  adopts  the  Pharisaic  philoso- 
phy of  "Don't."  It  then  proceeds  to 
lay  down  a  catalogue  of  "Don't's" 
which  eventually  drives  the  adherent 
into  the  cave  of  Adullam  (cave  of 
gloom  and  frustration)  and  there  in 
the  negative  is  sealed  his  talents, 
potentialities  and  energy — shut  off 
from  the  world  when  these  attributes 
should  have  been  loosed  upon  the 
world.  The  Model  Church  must  be 
free  from  the  don't's  of  bigotry,  preju- 
dice, and  narrow-mindedness.  If  tied 
down  by  these  things,  an  individual 
or  group  of  individuals  will  more 
than  likely  become  Pharisaical,  re- 
ligious outwardly  but  not  inwardly; 
hypocritical  and  self-righteous.  Yes, 
the  Model  Church  must  be  positive — 
face  the  facts  of  reality  with  sinceri- 
ty, hopefulness,  and  courage,  never 
refusing  to  change  traditional  policy 
or    make    new    adaptations    whereby 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Never  in  my  life  have  I  taken  the  initia- 
tive to  make  a  formal  comment  on  any  ar- 
ticle published.  However,  your  article  en- 
titled "A  Model  Church"  is  more  than  de- 
serving of  any  comment  or  commendation 
that  I   could  give. 

The  excellency  of  the  article  stands  out 
in  wisdom  and  good  common  sense.  The 
spirit  of  the  article  was  manifest  in  the  true 
evangelistic  appeal.  God  bless  you  for  be- 
ing the  spiritual  channel  for  such  a  pro- 
found, yet  simple  message  to  Pentecostal 
people.  —  Yours  in  His  matchless  name, 
M.  P.  Crump,  Bob  Jones  College,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 


the  kingdom  would  benefit. 

Third,  the  Model  Church  must  be 
tolerant.  Of  course,  we  realize  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  being  so  tolerant 
or  broad  that  we  don't  stand  for  any- 
thing. Too,  we  can  be  so  narrow  that 
it  is  extremely  hard  to  live  with  our- 
selves, our  fellow-man,  or  our  God. 
We  should  seek  to  find  the  middle 
of  the  road.  The  Model  Church  would 
not  take  the  "more  holy  than  thou" 
attitude  toward  life.  I  have  seen  many 
people  so  determined  to  impress 
others  with  their  holiness,  until  you 
can't  see  it  for  their  pride.  Further- 
more, they  get  offended  if  you  don't 
do  as  they  do  or  come  up  to  their 
own  standard. 

The  Model  Church  must  not  be  so 
intolerant  as  to  lay  down  a  definite 
pattern  of  living  for  everybody,  who 
is  a  formulation  of  ecclesiastical  law 
that  destroys  individual  freedom;  law 
which  demands  that  each  individual 
must  have  the  same  conviction  to- 
ward the  negative  phase  of  religion 
and  act  accordingly.  If  I  feel  free  to 
participate  in  certain  recreational 
activity,  please  don't  make  me  "hell 
bound"  because  you  differ  from  me 
in  my  view  of  recreation.  Also,  if  I 
dress  a  little  differently  to  you,  please 
let  me  continue,  in  peace,  on  my 
road  to  heaven — my  trip  will  be  much 
easier  and  more  pleasant.  I  am  op- 
posed to  everything  that  impedes  the 
growth  and  development  of  the  soul, 
and  certainly  there  are  pleasures  and 
practices  of  conduct  which  are  ques- 
tionable; from  such  Christians  should 
abstain.  However,  I  can't  afford  to 
condemn  everybody  who  doesn't  see 
eye  to  eye  with  me.  I  do  believe  that 
if  we  will  be  sincere  and  honest,  lay- 
ing aside  all  prejudice  and  the  tradi- 
tion of  the  fathers  we  can  know  what 
practices  are  best  for  us. 

The  Model  Church  should  be  toler- 
ant of  other  races  of  people — a  man 
is  a  man  for  whom  Christ  died,  and 
Christ  died  for  the  world.  "God  made 
of  one  blood  all  nations  for  to  dwell 
on  the  face  of  the  earth."  Therefore, 
as  a  follower  of  Christ,  the  Model 
Church  must  love  all  peoples  and 
work  for  their    interest    and  growth. 

Fourth,  the  Model  Church  will  take 
much  interest  in  its  young  people. 
Recently  I  read  of  an  archeologist 
in  Egypt,  who  had  been  digging  in 
the  earth  in  search  of  the  remains  of 
a  past  civilization.  He  found  a  piece 
of  writing  dating  back  three  thousand 
years.  This  writing,  stated  that  the 
"youth  was  going  to  the  dogs,  that 
every  boy  wanted  to  write  a  book  and 
have  a  lot  of  money."  Well,  for  three 
thousand  years  each  generation 
speaks  of  the  other  as  going  to  the 
dogs.  My  grandfather,  perhaps,  saw 
little  hope  in  my  father's  generation. 
Maybe  my  dad  doesn't  see  anything 
but  decadence  and  wreckless  youth 
rising  out  of  my  generation.  In  a  few 
more  years  I  might  have  a  family  of 
my  own  and  will  be  painting  ominous 
pictures  of  the  young  people.  I  trust 
I  will  be  different.  Time  will  tell. 

Of  course,  the  older  generation 
doesn't  seem  to  realize  that  each  age 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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INSPIRATIONAL 


I  /tm  Your  K  B«i«» 


I  am  Your  Flag! 

You  see  me  everywhere  today  on  this  the  birth- 
day of  your  nation. 

Fluttering  in  the  breeze,  worn  on  coat  lapels, 
carried  tightly  in  the  chubby  hands  of  children 
trudging  in  multitudes  of  parades,  I  am  called 
forth  for  my  annual  summons  to  your  soul. 
I  am  a  symbol  of  a  mighty  past. 
The  hope  and  devotion  of  the  fathers  of  your 
country  are  woven  into  my  strands. 

The  blood  of  their  devotion  has  reddened  me 
forever. 

Whenever  I  am  held  aloft,  their  unseen  hands  reach  out  of  the  past 
and  help  to  hold  me  high. 

My  fabric  is  the  interweaving  of  the  ideals  of  a  great  people. 
But  to  that  fabric  each  age  gives  a  new  and  a  greater  meaning.  Each 
generation  I  am  remade  by  the  hopes  and  the  inner  purposes  of  the  living. 
For  the  living  must  always  reshape  the  work  of  the  dead. 
Thus,  today  jour  ideals  wave  in  the  breeze  in  me. 
/  am  Your  Flag!  -Selected. 


SERVICE  FOR  CHRIST 

Eva  E.  Gilger 
When  the  sculptor  has  forgotten  his 
chisel, 
And     his     statues     have     moldered 
away; 
When  his  name  has   at  length  been 
forgotten 
With  the  marble  that  crumbled  like 
clay- 
When    the    artist    has    forgotten     his 
canvas, 
And  the  oil's  glorious  luster's  grown 
dim; 
When  the  productions  that  once  made 
him  famous 
Have  sunk  in  oblivion  with  him — 
When    the    poet    has    forgotten    the 
music 
That  once  surged  its  way  from  his 
heart; 
When    the    rythm    and    rhyme    have 
been  silenced 
And  forgotten  in  whole  or  in  part — 
When   the   singer   his   song   has   for- 
gotten 
Though  its  notes  were  both  golden 
and  pure — 
When  all  of  these  are  deemed  worth- 
less, 
Service  for  Christ  will  endure. 

— Selected. 


If   ivork    is    left    unfinished,    toe    will 
rue  it; 
Attempted  toils  neglected  ne'er  are 

IVOJl. 

It  isn't  what  we  try  that  counts  for 
gain, 
Nor  that  which  gives  us  momentary 
praise; 
It  isn't  all  our  drudgery,  or  the  pain 
Of  struggles  over  rough  and  stony 
ways. 

Some  labor  till  the  setting  of  the  sun; 
And  others  see   the  setting   of  the 
moon; 
But  no  reward  there'll  be  if  left  un- 
done 
The   greatest   task,    because   we've 
quit  too  soon. 

But  if  we'll  work  until   the   task  is 
done, 
We'll    reap    rewards     that    others 
should  have  gained; 
And  then  our  striving  souls  can  greet 
the  sun, 
And  know  that  yesterday  our  prize 
attained. 

— The  S.  S.  Banner 


THE   FINISHED   TASK 

J.   Gilbert   Mortimer 
I'd  rather  have  one  task  to  do   and 
do  it, 
Than    leave    a    dozen    tasks    before 
they're   done; 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  greatly  impressed  with  the 
little  story  in  your  Editor's  message 
for  February,  and  my  first  though 
was,  'What  a  title  for  a  song!"  I  gave 
it  some  study  and  this  is  the  result. 
— L.  M.  Durham,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

TAKE  ME  WITH  YOU 

In    a   little    Scottish   village,    on    one 
dark  and  stormy  day, 


While  the  waves  in  furry  beat  agains 

the  shore, 
A   group   of    sturdy    fishermen  '  weri 

idling  time   away 
Around    their   boats   until   the   storn 

was  o'er. 
Two    young    men     then    approache< 

them,  asked  a  boat  to  brave  thi 

storm, 
And  they  said,  "We'll  surely  go;  we'n 

not  afraid." 
Though  some  thought  not  of  danger 

and    that     they    might     come    t< 

harm, 
An    old    man     turned     to    them    am 

softly  said: 

CHORUS 

Take  me  with  you  on  your  journey 
It  is  not  safe  for  you  to  go  alone; 
If  you   ivill  go   today,   take   me  witl 

you. 
I'll   guide   and    protect   you    as   mim 

own. 

There's  a  storm   that  now  is   raging 

on  the  restless  sea  of  life, 
While    the    waves   against   the    shon 

so  fiercely  beat; 
You  wish  to  take  a  journey  o'er  those 

waves  of  sin   and  strife, 
You're  not  afraid  of  danger  or  defeat 
Some    standing    round    will    tell    yoi 

that  there  is  no  need  of  fear; 
All  the  furry  of  the  storm  has  passec 

away, 
But  someone's  standing  near  you  anc 

His  pleading  voice  you  hear, 
Will   you   heed   Him   when   you  heai 

Him  gently  say: 

CHORUS 

If  you  want  to  take  a  journey  o'ej 

this  dark  and  stormy  sea, 
Though  you  do  not  fear  the  furry  ol 

the  waves, 
There's  One  who'll  be  your  Pilot;  He 

your  Friend  will  ever  be. 
Come,  put  your  trust  in  Him  the  One 

who  saves. 
The   enemy   will   tell   you   there's   nc 

need  to  be  afraid, 
For   the   storm  will  soon   be  over,   is 

his  plea; 
But  Jesus  sees  the  danger,  and 

He  offers  you  His  aid, 
Come,    accept    Him    as    He    sweetly 

pleads  to  thee. 


YOUR  BEST 

When  your  life  down   here  is   ended 

And  your  body  lies  at  rest, 

Will   the    friends    who    gather    round 

you 

Say  that  you  have  done  your  best? 
Done  your  best  to  live  for  Jesus 
And  to  be  a  friend  to  man; 
Cheered  the  lonely,  helped  the  fallen. 
Took  the  weak  ones  by  the  hand. 

Have  you  spoken  a  word  of  comfort 
To  a  sinsick,  troubled  soul? 
Have  you  given  the  invitation: 
Come,  ye  weary,  be  made  whole? 
Have   you  helped   the   little    children 
As  they  go  from  day  to  day? 
Have  you  told  them  of  the  Savior? 
Have  you  taught  them  how  to  pray? 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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to  find  Christ  and  to  accept  Him.  You 
certainly  are  being  used  of  God.  I 
believe  in  giving  our  roses  while  one 
can  appreciate  them.  May  God  bless 
you.— Mrs.  W.  C.  Reeves,  Ruth,  Calif. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  to  you  this,  morning,  and 
may  God  bless  you  for  the  wonderful 
work  you  are  doing  for  Him.  I  have 
just  finished  reading  the  parents'  is- 
sue of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  it 
was  food  to  my  soul.  I  have  always 
enjoyed  reading  the  Editor's  Message, 
and  I  never  fail  to  get  a  blessing  out 
of  it.  I  liked  the  article,  "A  Model 
Church,"  and  I  think  one  built  along 
those  lines  would  be  near  perfection. 
The  poem  in  your  honor,  "Roses  for 
Mother's  Day,"  is  a  beautiful  tribute 
to  you,  and  one  you  have  well  earned. 
I  must  not  forget  to  mention  how 
touching  "Finding  a  Place  for  Moth- 
er" was,  and  how  true  it  is  of  young 
folk  of  today,  to  be  so  engrossed  in 
their  own  pleasures  as  to  forget  their 
duty  to  parents.  I  would  like  to 
elaborate  on  the  blessing  of  each 
article  contained  in  the  paper,  but 
space  does  not  permit.  So  let  it  suf- 
fice when  I  say  all  of  it  was  a  blessing 
to  my  soul.  May  the  author  of  each 
receive  a  blessing  for  their  efforts. — 
Mrs.  Eula  Eubanks,  West  Durham, 
>J.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  take  this  happy  privilege  to  write 
you  this  letter  today.  I  have  just 
finished  reading  the  Editor's  mes- 
sage in  the  May  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  it  has  been  a  blessing 
to  my  soul.  Sister  Harrison,  I  wish  to 
express  my  appreciation  for  you  and 
;he  paper.  I  thank  God  for  the  sainted 
mother  that  I  believe  you  are,  and 
the  many  blessings  the  paper  has 
oeen  to  me.  I  don't  have  a  Christian 
nother  or  father  to  help  me  when 
[  need  them  most.  I  am  the  only  one 
jut  of  a  family  of  seven  who  is  in 
;he  Church  of  God. 

As  I  read  your  message,  it  brought 
jack  memories  of  a  little  over  a  year 
ago  when  we  lost  our  darling  baby  girl. 
3he  lived  only  three  hours  in  this 
ife,  but  I  am  looking  forward  to 
neeting  her  up  yonder  some  day.  I 
;hought  before  our  child  was  born  of 
low  much  happiness  it  would  bring 
;o  our  home  and  how  we  could  teach 
ler  the  right  way  to  live,  but  God 
;aw  fit  to  take  her  home. 

My  husband  and  I  are  both  Chris- 
;ians  and  belong  to  the  Church  of 
3-od.  Pray  that  our  home  will  ever 
De  a  home  with  which  God  will  be 
aleased. — Mrs.  L.  N. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  every  issue  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  wish  to  keep  it 
loming  to  my  home.  I  find  your  little 
paper  a  great  help  in  teaching  my 
mildren  to  live  for  Jesus.  I  am  a 
nother   of  one   girl   and   three   boys. 

Your  messages  are  always  so  sweet 
ind  the  paper  is  good  from  cover  to 
:over,  but  "Happy  Home  Circle"  and 
'Helps   for  Tempted   and   Tried"   are 


my  favorites.  I  also  like  to  read  the 
children's  page  to  my  children. 

After  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
I  pass  it  on  to  Mother  and  she  gives 
it  to  others. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you,  Sister 
Harrison.  May  we  meet  in  heaven 
where  all  is  peace  and  love.  —  Mrs. 
Alice  Spencer,  Placid,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  lover  of  your  paper 
for  many  years.  I  always  read  the 
paper  from  cover  to  cover.  Now  for 
more  than  six  months  I  have  spent 
most  of  my  time  in  bed  with  a  bad 
heart.  Your  paper  has  given  me  much 
pleasure  and  comfort. 

I  enjoy  writing  poems  and  stories. 
Although  I  haven't  had  anything 
published,  I  have  had  some  of  my 
writings  used  in  young  people's  meet- 
ings and  programs.  I  always  have 
liked  to  work  for  the  Lord.  When  I 
was  able  to  go,  I  spent  much  time 
visiting  the  sick  and  bringing  cheer 
and  comfort  and  help  where  I  could. 
Now  that  I  am  unable  to  go  out,  I 
would  like  to  find  a  way  with  my 
pen  to  send  messages  of  cheer  and 
help  to  as  many  as  I  can  reach. — Mrs. 
Georgia  McCallister,  318  Prospect  St., 
Huntington  2,  W.   Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Your  prayer  for  the  boys  and  girls 
in  the  March  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  touched  my  heart.  I  know 
that  your  reward  in  heaven  will  be 
great,  for  you  have  sacrificed  every- 
thing to  help  the  youth  of  our  land 

Hluiays  the  Same 

Heb.    13:8 

By  GRACIE  ELWOOD 

Yesterday,  today,  and  forever,  Jesus  is  al- 
ways the  same. 

Holy,  compassionate  Savior,  I  would  praise 
Thy   glorious    name. 

Others  may  change,  but  Thou  never,  pre- 
cious   Redeemer   and    Friend; 

Over  and  over  i've  proved  Thee;  on  Thee  I 
can  always   depend. 

Thy  love  is  so  true  and  so  steadfast;  Thy 
grace  so  rich  and  so  free. 

Jesus,  my  wonderful  Savior,  always  the  same 
to   me. 

Yesterday,  today,  and  forever,  unchangeable 

Savior  of  men. 
Thy  power  can  break  every  fetter;  Thy  blood 

can  cleanse  every  stain. 
Our    sins    may    be   as    the    scarlet.    You    can 

make  them  as  white  as  the  snow; 
And    though   they   be   red   like   crimson,    you 

can    wash    them    and     make    them    as 

wool. 
Thou  alone  can  save  to  the  uttermost;  Thou 

alone  can  give  peace  within. 
Jesus,    wonderful    Savior,    unchangeable,    al- 
ways the  same. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Praise  the  Lord  this  beautiful 
morning  for  His  wonderful  love.  I 
realize  His  love  to  us  more  every  day 
in  His  keeping  power.  My  heart  is 
grieved  for  those  victims  of  the  torna- 
do and  also  for  the  loved  ones  that 
were  lost  in  the  mine  disaster.  I  can 
truly  say  God  is  worthy  of  all  the 
praise  we  could  ever  give.  We  can 
never  praise  Him  enough.  I  surely  do 
appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
has  been  a  blessing  in  our  home.  The 
children  enjoy  it,  too. — Mrs.  Carpen- 
ter, Essex,  Mo. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Enclosed  is  money  to  pay  for  a 
year's  subscription.  There  hasn't  been 
anyone  around  selling  the  paper  for 
some  time  and  I  surely  miss  reading- 
it.  I  think  it  is  the  most  interesting 
paper  I  have  found  besides  the  Bible. 
— Mrs.  Lena  Reurs,  Chokoloskee,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Enclosed  is  my  renewal  subscription 
to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  don't  feel 
that  I  can  do  without  the  paper  for 
it  is  so  uplifting.  When  I  feel  so  blue 
and  downhearted,  I  can  hardly  wait 
for  it  to  come.  Pray  for  me,  that  I 
might  be  counted  worthy  to  escape 
the  things  that  are  coming  upon  the 
earth.— Mrs.  G.  J.  Melvin,  Rt.  1,  Pin- 
son,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

After  reading  the  May  issue  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  I  thought  I  would 
write  you.  I  noticed  the  poem  on  page 
13  with  Author  unknown.  Well,  Sister 
I  well  remember  in  the  spring  of  1930, 
while  husband  was  away  at  work  and 
my  little  children  were  out  at  play, 
I  was  inspired  to  write  this  poem 
(or  song).  I  called  the  children  in 
after  I  finished  it  and  sang  it  to  them 
and  taught  it  to  them.  I  see  a  few  of 
the  words  are  just  a  little  different 
now.  Since  I  only  had  ballads  made 
and  sold  them,  I  guess  people  just 
hearing  the  song  caught  the  words 
a  little  differently.  Anyway,  I  am 
sending   you  a  copy  of  the   original. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  admire  your  work 
so  very  much.  You  have  been  a  great 
blessing  and  inspiration  to  the  youth 
of  our  land  and  to  older  ones  as  well. 
I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  be- 
lieve, more  than  I  could  have  when 
I  was  fifteen.  I  know  it  is  a  blessing 
to  our  young  people  all  over  the  world 
who  are  privileged  to  receive  it.  I 
can't  see  how  any  pastor  could  fail 
to  take  an  interest  in  such  a  wonder- 
ful paper.  If  they  would  read  it  they 
would  think  differently.  May  God 
bless  you  and  strengthen  you  in  body 
so  you  can  carry  on  many  years  to 
come.  —  Nattie  M.  Hanvey,  Rt.  1, 
Laurens,  S.  C. 


rULY,  1947 
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MAHO^Al  Y.  M».  E.  and 

RALPH  E.  WILLIAMS 


Outstanding  on  the  front  page  of  the  Cleveland  Daily  Banner  for 
Saturday,  May  24,  1947,  was  a  large  picture  of  NORMAN  (Shorty) 
JORDAN,  whose  likeness  appears  above  in  the  July  SPOTLIGHT.  Ac- 
companying the  picture  in  the  Banner  was  a  glowing  write-up  of 
Cleveland  Bradley  High's  all-time  honor  graduate,  and  in  a  special 
broadcast  of  the  graduation  exercises  over  Mutual's  WBAC,  in  tribute 
to  his  exempler  conduct  and  achievements,  awards  were  presented 
Shorty  by  leading  merchants  of  the  city.  Following  is  a  brief  excerpt 
of  the  news  article:  "Norman  Jordan,  outstanding  Bradley  High  School 
student  and  athlete,  received  the  faculty  award  last  night  at  the 
31st  annual  commencement  exercises  held  at  the  high  school,  in  recog- 
nition of  his  high  scholastic  achievement  while  a  student  at  Bradley. 

"Young  Jordan,  one  of  the  most  popular  students  ever  to  attend 
Bradley  High  School,  excelled  in  all  his  subjects  and  was  exceptionally 
outstanding  in  sports.  ...  He  is  a  four-year  honor  student,  president, 
of  the  Senior  Class  and  a  member  of  the  National  Honor  Society.  He 
served  as  president  of  the  Junior  Class  last  year." 

Possibly  this  wouldn't  mean  so  much  to  you,  were  it  not  for  the  fact 
that  "Shorty"  is  our  own  boy;  and  for  that  reason,  we  know  you'll 
have  a  little  feeling  of  pride  in  the  knowledge  that  you  help  maintain 
an  orphanage  institution  in  the  Church  of  God.  Ever  since  coming  to 
the  Home  at  the  tender  age  of  seven  (August  15,  1936,  to  be  exact), 
Shorty  has  proven  worthy  of  any  trust  committed  to  him,  and  that 
is  precisely  why  the  Church  of  God  B.T.S.  and  Junior  College,  which 
will  occupy  the  vast  and  beautiful  institution  recently  purchased  in 
Cleveland  from  the  Bob  Jones  College,  has  given  him  a  scholarship 
with  the  understanding  that  he  assist  Earl  Paulk,  Jr.,  in  the  realm 
of  physical  education  there  in  spare  hours.  The  Church  is  awaking 
to  its  responsibilities  and  opportunities,  and  is  developing  its  talent 
(of  which  it  has  plenty)  into  products  of  which  we  may  rightly  be 
proud.  Shorty  has  received  his  entire  education  through  the  bene- 
ficent care  of  the  Church  of  God,  and  now  turns  a  deaf  ear  to  offers 
from  other  schools,  to  serve  where  he  can  be  most  useful,  and  will 
have  finished  junior  college  in  the  Church,  God  willing,  while  so  doing. 

He  was  left  an  orphan  eleven  years  ago,  but  is  now  ready  to  face 
life  with  his  chin  up.  We  are  confident  that  were  his  parents  alive 
today,  they  would  be  proud  of  Shorty,  as  are  we.  Success  is  predicted 
for  him,  as  he  seeks  divine  guidance  in  the  course  of  his  career.  Meet 
him   in   B.T.S.   next   term! 


The  young  lady  in  our  spotlight  is  one  of  the  Church's  promisin; 
young  missionaries.  She  is  MISS  VIRGINIA  GREEN,  daughter  of  one  o 
the  ministers  in  the  Church  of  God.  Her  father,  J.  P.  Green,  is  a  well- 
known  and  well-liked  Georgia  preacher.  He  has  given  many  years  t< 
the  Church,  but  now  is  sick  and  can  not  serve  as  well  as  he  once  did 
During  her  first  year  in  Bible  School,  Virginia  felt  she  should  give  he: 
life  for  foreign  missions.  She  especially  felt  the  Lord  would  have  he: 
serve  in  Africa.  The  other  five  years  of  her  stay  at  Bible  School  wen 
spent  preparing  for  a  future  work  in  dark  Africa.  Soon  she  will  be 
leaving  for  Brazil  in  order  to  study  the  Portuguese  language.  She  i: 
preparing  to  go  to  Angola,  Portuguese,  West  Africa,  as  a  missionary- 
teacher  as  soon  as  the  Government  of  that  country  will  permit  it. 

Virginia  did  not  have  the  opportunity  to  attend  High  School  whei 
she  finished  Junior  High,  but  waited  several  years  later  and  attendee 
B.T.S.  She  graduated  from  the  High  School  Department  there  witl 
the  honor  of  valedictorian.  She  then  took  up  her  Junior  College  worl 
and  graduated  from  the  college  with  the  same  high  honor.  Durinj 
these  six  years  in  high  school  and  college,  she  managed  to  take  a  com- 
plete Christian  Workers'  Course  on  the  side.  She  was  assistant  girls 
dean  for  about  two  years.  She  won  many  honors  other  than  scholastic 
such  as  being  elected  to  the  student  council,  president  of  her  class 
editor  of  the  Vindagua,  and  many  others. 

In  1945  Virginia  went  to  Mexico  City  to  attend  the  summer  schoo 
session  of  the  University  of  Mexico.  There  she  studied  languages  whlcl 
would  later  prove  a  help  to  her  in  the  learning  of  the  Portuguese  lan- 
guage and  the  dialects  of  her  field  of  work. 

Her  classmates  will  assure  you  that  she  lived  a  consecrated  life  ant 
trusted  in  the  Lord.  Evidence  to  this  fact  is  that  she  worked  her  waj 
through  six  years  of  schooling.  Now  she  has  put  her  trust  in  the  Lore 
to  keep  her  on  the  mission  field. 

There  are  many  fine  tributes  that  we  could  pay  to  Virginia,  but  wc 
really  think  her  records  of  achievements  speak  for  her  and  for  them- 
selves. Our  hats  are  off  to  her  for  her  noble  character.  Our  prayer; 
are  for  her  as   she  tries  to   fulfill  her  part   of   the   great   commission 


Dear   Brother   Williams: 

Without  the  assistance  of  a  visiting 
quartet  or  other  form  of  attraction 
outside  local  talent,  dynamic,  young 
Pastor  Bill  Brown,  of  Benton,  Illinois, 
has  just  broken  the  all-time  Sunday 
School  record  attendance  for  the 
Church  of  God  in  the  state  of  Illinois. 
Until  last  Sunday,  May  4,  the  state 
record  stood  at  393;  Benton's  attend- 
ance Sunday  was  540. 

Along  with  their  Sunday  School,  the 
Y.P.E.  is  growing  by  leaps  and  bounds. 
They  have  approximately  40  to  50 
young  people  "on  fire"  for  God,  who 
meet  at  the  church  each  Sunday 
afternoon  for  prayer  and  Bible  study. 
Their   Saturday    night   Y.P.E.    service 
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commonly   averages   better  than  200. 

Not  only  the  spirituality  and  at- 
tendance are  flourishing  in  Benton, 
but  the  Sunday  School  is  sponsoring 
a  general  building  fund,  and  con- 
struction of  a  new  church  building 
is  to  begin  in  the  immediate  future. 

In  conjunction  with  the  Sunday 
School  Home  Extension  Department 
a  vacant  building  has  been  rented  in 
an  adjacent  town,  where  regular  serv- 
ices are  being  scheduled.  And  as  a 
result  of  the  Benton  Sunday  School 
Home  Department,  we  are  going  to 
have  another  new  church  in  the  state 
of  Illinois. 

By  some  method,  Brother  Brown 
slips    into    this    crowded    schedule    a 


weekly  radio  broadcast  (driving  some 
60  miles  for  said  program) ,  acts  as 
district  pastor  and  serves  on  the  Mis- 
sion Board.  God's  business  is  booming 
in  -Benton!  —  J.  Newby  Thompson 
Illinois  Youth  Director. 

Many  of  us  feel  that  we  will  have  al 
eternity  to  thank  the  Lord  for  what 
He  has  done  for  us.  But  the  time  tc 
begin  to  thank  Him  is  now.  If  we  dc 
not  thank  Him  now,  we  may  not  have 
the  privilege  to  thank  Him  in  eter- 
nity. 

The  happy  people  are  those  who  are 
producing  something;  the  bored  peo- 
ple are  those  who  are  consuming  much: 
and  producing  nothing. — Unknown. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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On  the  afternoon  of  May  28,  about  3:45  o'clock,  in  the  vicinity  of  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
tragedy  struck  suddenly  and  took  from  us  two  very  precious  young  men.  Brother  W.  C.  Weaver, 
State  Youth  Director  of  Tennessee,  and  Brother  Donald  Ledford,  son  of  the  Rev.  Glover  P.  Led- 
ford,  a  Church  of  God  Bishop  and  head  bookkeeper  of  our  Publishing  House.  Bobby  and  Donald, 
as  they  were  affectionately  known  by  their  friends,  were  just  returning  from  a  mission  in  in- 
terest of  the  Lord's  work.  They  had  circled  the  air  port  and  were  gliding  in  for  a  landing  of 
their  airplane,  when  suddenly,  without  warning,  another  plane  collided  with  them  in  mid  air. 
Immediately  after  reaching  the  hospital,  Donald  was  pronounced  dead  and  about  three  hours 
later,  Bobby  followed  him  in  death.  We  did  not  mourn  as  those  who  have  no  hope.  We  know 
they  were  ready  to  go.  Perhaps  our  feeling  and  the  sentiment  of  the  whole  community,  after 
the  sudden  announcement  of  their  passing,  can  be  better  explained  by  telling  you  of  an  ex- 
perience Brother  C.  M.  Truesdell  had.  He,  like  the  rest  of  us,  was  so  shaken  and  deeply  grieved 
he  could  not  sleep  after  retiring  late  that  night,  and  in  his  own  words,  here  is  what  happened: 


"Words  cannot  describe  the  stunned 
silence  and  pall  that  settled  down  over  us  as, 
with  hearts  that  felt  like  lead  and  big  lumps 
in  our  throats,  we  received  the  message  of 
the  tragedy.  Nothing  ever  solemnized  the 
little  city  like  this  grim  incident.  Hurriedly 
finishing  my  work,  I  rushed  home  and 
picked  up  Brother  Carl  West.  We  went  im- 
mediately to  the  hospital.  Donnie  was  dead, 
and  Bobby,  though  unconscious,  was  putting 
up  a  game  but  losing  fight,  as  the  human 
body  vainly  strove  to  hold  onto  the  spirit 
God  had  given  it  and  was  now  taking  away. 
His  brave  little  wife  remained  at  the  bedside 
and  assisted  in  holding  him  as  she  talked 
and  attempted  to  get  his  attention,  but  his 
strength  was  waning  rapidly.  We  returned 
to  the  lobby  where  Brother  Tidwell,  Ralph, 
and  many  others  waited,  hoping  to  be  of 
some  service.  There  was  little  that  could  be 
done  but  wait.  Very  soon  the  nurse  ap- 
peared and  stated  that  Bobby  had  gone.  In 
that  moment  of  sadness,  there  was  some- 
thing sweet  in  the  way  she  said  those  words, 
for  I  knew  Bobby  wasn't  dead.  He  had  just 
gone  on  over  to  the  realm  where  we  all  hope 
to  go  someday.  Yet  there  was  heartache 
and  sadness.  Ralph  and  I  went  to  the  West- 
ern Union  office  where  he  sent  some  mes- 
sages  to    relatives   of   the   deceased.    At   ten 


__..__.: 


REV.  W.   C.  WEAVER 


o'clock  I  retired,  but  could  not  sleep.  Slowly 
the  hours  passed  as  I  tossed  restlessly.  Al- 
ways before  me  was  a  picture  of  Bobby 
with  arms  outstretched,  fighting  for  life, 
and  the  form  of  Donnie,  lying  cold  in 
death,  both  of  them  mangled  and  torn  al- 
most beyond  recognition.  The  courthouse 
clock  tolled  two  in  the  morning.  There  was 
a  heavy  draft  from  the  bedroom  windows, 
but  my  body  felt  hot,  and  turning  over  on 
my  right  side,  I  ventured  to  ask  God  why 
such  tragic  things  must  happen  to  His 
children.  I  think  it  happened  at  that 
moment.  I  lost  consc'ousness  of  my  sur- 
roundings. God  came  down  and  with  His  big 
hand  patted  the  top  of  my  aching  head. 
Then  He  stroked  my  heart  with  a  single 
touch,  and  all  the  pain  left.  I  wept,  and 
not  because  He  wanted  to  weep,  but  just 
to  show  that  He  loved  me,  God  wept  too! 
After  a  moment  He  said,  'You've  seen  the 
pictures  in  their  mortal  setting!  Now  let  me 
show  you  the  pictures  as  I  want  you  to  see 
them.'  There  flashed  before  my  vision  again 
the  scene  of  Bob  struggling,  and  suddenly 
the  spirit  left  the  body  cold  and  lifeless. 
But  I  watched  the  spirit  as  it  wended  up- 
ward, and  it  had  a  body.  It  was  the  body 
of  Bob,  just  the  same  pleasant  Bobby,  with 
a  smile  for  everyone.  Every  feature  was 
there.  After  he  had  gone  upward  for  ap- 
parently sometime,  he  stopped.  There  was 
a  beautifully-arched  gateway  before  him, 
and  inside  were  the  happiest  people  I  ever 
saw.  They  were  by  a  stream  of  sparkling 
water,  and  a  jubilee  was  in  progress.  The 
costumes  were  not  so  extravagant,  but  in 
their  simplicity  were  the  most  beautiful 
white  imagineable.  Those  people  were  shout- 
ing and  singing.  Gazing  back  to  the  out- 
side, I  noticed  for  the  first  time  that  a 
beautifully  carved  bench  was  placed  at  the 
left  of  the  entrance.  It  was  resting  on  some 
billowy  clouds  of  silver,  with  a  flower  pop- 
ping up  here  and  there  in  just  the  right 
places  around  it,  and  on  it  sat  Donnie, 
clean-cut  as  ever,  and  fair  as  the  day.  He 
motioned  to  Bob,  and  called  him  over.  'I've 
been  sitting  here  waiting  for  you,  Bobby,'  he 
said;  'I  saw  you  struggling  down  there,  but 
I  was  glad,  for  I  knew  you  didn't  realize  it, 
and  that  you  would  soon  join  me.'  Putting 
his  arm  around  Bob,  Donnie  pointed  to  a 
happy-faced  lady  inside  the  gate.  'That's 
your  mother,  Bob.  She  died  when  you  were 
real  small.  Don't  you  see  how  happy  she  is! 
And  there's  Frank  (Frank,  Donald's  brother, 
preceded  him  in  death  a  few  months  ago, 
and  passed  on  with  a  glorious  testimony,  de- 
spite  the    fact   that   his   body   was   frail    and 


DONALD   LEDFORD 

wasted);  see  him  over  there!  Doesn't  he 
look  well  and  stalwart!'  And  with  that,  Bob 
and  Donald  passed  out  of  my  view  into  a 
city  where  eternal  daylight  and  bliss  always 
pervade.  No  misunderstandings  and  offended 
feelings  over  there;  no  strikes  and  no  short- 
ages, no  rumors  of  war,  no  sickness.  Just 
plenty  of  everything  that's  precious  and 
sweet  and  lovely.  The  town  bell  struck  three 
as  I  rolled  over  in  my  bed  and  slept  the 
sleep  of  the  peaceful.  I  don't  say  that  this 
little  experience  had  a  Biblical  background 
technically.  I  think  God  just  gave  it  to  me  to 
show  how  warped  and  incomplete  our  puny, 
finite  minds  can  picture  things  sometimes, 
and  what  glorious  episodes  little  incidents  we 
call  tragedies  can  be!  I  don't  think  the  boys 
made  an  unsuccessful  flight  after  all,  for  I 
saw  them  make  their  landing  in  heaven, 
and  I  want  to  meet  them  at  the  end  of  the 
journey.  Don't  you!" 

At  the  time  of  his  death.  Brother  Weaver 
was  serving  in  the  capacity  of  State  Youth 
Director  of  Tennessee.  He  was  progressive, 
conscientious,  and  a  hard  worker,  and  was 
loved  by  all  who  knew  him.  The  state  of 
Tennessee  has  enjoyed  some  outstanding 
gains  under  his  supervision  as  Youth  Direc- 
tor. The  State  Overseer  and  ministers,  as 
well  as  our  youth  movement  in  general,  has 
sustained  a  great  loss.  This  was  not  Bobby's 
first  experience  in  youth  work,  having 
served  in  the  state  of  Maryland  as  Youth 
Director,  and  also  on  the  Johnson  City  Dis- 
trict. Bobby  had  a  pleasant  smile  and  never 
seemed  to  meet  any  strangers.  He  is  survived 
by  his  wife,  Mrs.  Olive  Weaver;  his  father, 
W.  D.  Weaver,  of  Greer,  S.  C;  a  brother, 
James  Weaver,  of  Greer,  and  a  sister,  Mrs. 
William  Delegatti,  of  Pittsburgh,  Pa.;  a 
number  of   relatives   and    a    host   of   friends. 

Donald    had    returned    about   two    months 

ago  from  Venezuela,  South  America,  where 

he  was  engaged  in  construction  engineering. 

His     was     an     outstanding     Christian     life. 

(Continued  on  inside  back  cover  page) 
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Wessons 

Topic:  HOW  ARE  WE  PART  OF 
OUR   NATION'S  LIFE? 

Prov.  14:34;  Psalm  67. 

LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 
Naturally  citizens  of  any  country 
have  pride  in  their  nationality.  Any 
normal  citizen  feels  a  thrill  when  his 
flag  mounts  the  flagpole;  when 
mountain,  lake,  and  plain  unroll  be- 
fore his  eyes;  or  when  he  walks 
through  the  great,  silent  halls  of  the 
national  Capitol. 

The  Hebrew  people  feel  that  thrill 
of  national  pride,  for,  although  they 
have  no  land,  no  government,  no 
cities  to  which  to  point,  they  have  a 
great  national  history,  language,  re- 
ligion, and  literature.  On  the  other 
hand,  countries  with  definite  bounda- 
ries and  governments,  but  created 
artificially,  are  sometimes  insensible 
to  patriotic  feeling. 

The  United  States,  with  its  spread- 
ing millions  of  Caucasians,  Negroes, 
Asiatics,  and  Indians,  is  no  less  a 
nation  than  a  state.  We  are  proud 
of  our  nation  as  the  land  of  oppor- 
tunity, justice,  "and  freedom. 

The  question  often  arises  in  young 
minds:  "What  can  I  do  for  my  coun- 
try? How  can  I  repay  her  for  my 
heritage?" 

Under  our  Constitution,  anyone 
born  in  this  country  or  naturalized 
is  a  citizen.  Citizens  may  not  vote 
until  they  are  of  voting  age,  but  they 
have  full  rights,  privileges,  and  duties. 
Any  citizen  is  guaranteed  life,  liberty, 
and  freedom  to  pursue  happiness, 
whether  or  not  he  votes. 

WHAT  IS  A  NATION? 

A  nation  or  country  is  essentially  a 
large  group  of  individual  citizens. 
But,  although  this  conception  is  com- 
monly held  in  practice  it  is  often  for- 
gotten. The  idea  of  the  nation  as  a 
grand,  abstract,  powerful,  impersonal 
something  is  often  the  idea  in  many 
minds. 

From  this  conception  comes  much 
evil.  When  officials  acting  for  the 
people  forget  that  the  nation  is  made 
up  of  individuals  like  themselves, 
they  speak  largely  of  honor  and  pres- 
tige at  all  costs,  and  war  is  an  easy 
thing  to  declare. 

If  we  can  get  back  to  the  idea  that 
a  nation  is  simply  a  large  number  of 
fairly  like-minded  people,  it  will  prove 
helpful. 

OUR  NATION'S  LIFE 

What  is  the  life  of  the  nation? 
Roughly,  there  are  three  departments 
of  activity:  dealing  with  other  na- 
tions, with  member  states  of  the  Un- 
ion, and  with  individuals. 

Would  you  say  there  is  any  way  in 
which  you  as  a  boy  or  girl  can  take 
part  in   your   nation's   dealings    with 
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other  countries?  How  would  you  an- 
swer these  questions: 

1.  Does  your  own  attitude  toward 
citizens  of  other  nations  affect  the 
relations  between  those  nations  and 
yours?  How? 

2.  Does  your  silent,  personal  opin- 
ion have  any  effect  on  national  poli- 
cy toward  other  nations?  How?  Does 
it  have  any  effect  if  expressed?  How 
might  it  become  expressed  and  felt? 

How  about  your  nation's  contact 
with  the  states?  Answer  these  ques- 
tions: 

1.  Can  you  improve  the  cooper- 
ation between  state  and  nation  in 
law  enforcement,  especially  of  the 
prohibition  amendment?  What  would 
be  the  most  effective  way  of  express- 
ing public  opinion? 

In  the  realm  of  the  nation  dealing 
with  individuals,  you  will  probably 
find  the  greatest  opportunity  to  as- 
sume your  part  in  the  national  life. 
Consider  these  statements: 

a.  Your  own  example  of  quiet,  bal- 
anced patriotism  will  be  of  immense 
value  to  others. 

b.  As  a  citizen  you  will  gladly 
learn  and  obey  the  laws,  and  uphold 
the  Constitution. 

c.  As  a  citizen  it  is  your  duty  to 
discourage  in  every  way  possible  dis- 
obedience of  the  nation's  law. 

d.  You  will  be  determined  to  learn 
all  you  can  about  your  country  in 
preparation  for  voting  age. 

e.  You  will  refuse  to  be  silent  when 
your  voice  should  be  heard  in  a  dis- 
cussion of  national  affairs. 

f.  You  will  help  foreign-born  boys 
and  girls  to  find  the  best  in  America. 

Note:  Select  a  number  of  the  most 
important  questions  and  distribute 
them  to  your  young  people.  Do  this 
a  week  ahead  of  time.  Always  feel 
free  to  ask  the  more  experienced  peo- 
ple to  help  you  when  you  need  help. 

Dear  Editor: 

Something  moved  upon  me  today 
as  I  read  the  article,  "An  Important 
Question,  Is  it  right  for  Christians  to 
Hold  Public  Office?"  and  truly  it  is 
an  important  question.  God  grant 
that  I  may  write  only  the  words 
which  are  needed  in  this  day  of  poli- 
tical turmoil,  when  wicked  leaders  are 
in  one  great  scramble  for  power. 

In  my  heart  I  am  sure  if  there  had 
been,  or  may  I  say  if  there  is  at  pres- 
ent time,  men  of  God  in  authority — 
those  who  sought  out  the  will  of  God 
— many  a  tear,  heartache,  and  life 
could  have  been  saved.  In  all  due 
respect  to  our  present  men  in  office, 
I  say  God  give  us  men  who  are  God- 
fearing, and  men  who  depend  on  God 
and  not  might  of  their  own  wisdom, 
men  who  pray  continually  to  the  One 
who  guides  as  no  finite  mind  can. 

Solomon  was  given  his  choice  of 
life,  wealth,  and  riches,  but  he  chose 
wisdom  from  God  and  no  leader  was 
as  wise  as  he.  1  Kings  3:5-14. 

There  is  a  number  of  things  that 
are  connected  with  the  political  af- 
fairs which  could  have  been  much 
better  had  God-fearing  men  been  in 
the  leadership. 

In  conclusion,  may  I  give  as  a  back- 


ing for  my  belief,  the  verse  of  scrip- 
ture in  Prov.  29:2,  "When  the  right- 1 
eous  are  in  authority,  the  people  re- 
joice: but  when  the  wicked  beareth 
rule,  the  people  mourn." — Ethel  Sher- 
rill,  Crossville,  Tenn. 

Note:  Some  time  ago  we  asked 
this  question  through  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Ethel's  answer  is  the  only 
one  we  have  received  so  we  are  using 
it  as  a  part  of  this  lesson.  Hope  you 
will  discuss  freely.  Thank  you,  Ethel. 
We  like  your  answer. — Editor. 


Topic:    EXCHANGING 

Matt.   16:24,  28;    Mark  8:3,  38. 
Sarah  Blanch  McGuire 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
There  is  exchanging  in  this  world 
at  all  times.  You  often  hear  someone 
grumbling  and  complaining  because 
they  have  not  made  a  wise  exchange. 
But  there  is  an  exchange  one  can 
make  in  which  he  has  all  to  gain 
As  we  make  the  exchange,  we  know 
that  no  one  is  being  beaten  in  the 
deal,  and  our  Lord  knows  above  all 
things  just  what  it  is  we  have  to  give 
in  exchange  for  all  the  wonderful 
things  He  has  to  give  us.  He  knows 
we  have  only  ourselves  and  for  all 
His  grace  our  very  best  is  but  a  poor 
return. 

UNCERTAINTY    FOR    ASSURANCE 

2  Tim.  1:12;  Heb.  10:22,  23. 
To  have  the  assurance  of  eternal 
life,   to   know  that   after   this  life   is 
spent  there  is  one  to  be  lived  in  eter- 
nity, and  to  know  that  Jesus  has  pre 
pared  a  mansion  for  us  if  we  do  His 
will,    is    indeed    wonderful.    We    are| 
blessed  to  be  able  to  have  this  assur 
ance  in  our  hearts  instead  of  the  un 
certainty   that   sin   gives   us,   and   to, 
know  that  God  rules  the  hearts  and! 
minds  and  no  evil  thing  can  befall 
us  unless  He  wills  it  so. 

SORROW  FOR  JOY 
Jer.  31:12,  13;  Heb.  12:2,  3. 
There  are  many  sorrows  that  come 
our  way.  All  through  this  life  there 
are  disappointments  and  many  thingsi 
that  just  don't  come  out  the  way  we, 
expect.  If  we  are  blood-washed  chil-1 
dren  of  God,  He  will  always  stand 
by  us.  Within  ourselves  we  can  praise) 
God  and  the  joy  of  salvation  can  roll,; 
for  we  have  the  assurance  that  every- 
thing which  happens  is  for  our  good 
This  will  help  to  bring  us  closer  to| 
the  God  who  sent  His  own  Son  to 
bear  our  sins.  In  time  of  sorrow,  Satan 
is  a  broken  reed  upon  which  to  lean 
There  is  no  joy  in  the  sorrow  we  have; 
while  yet  sinners;  instead  there  is  a 
dread  for  what  might  come  next.  In 
Christ,  we  let  those  things  rest  with 
Him.  The  Lord  can  put  a  joy  into  our 
souls  which  will  help  us  in  the  time 
of  need. 

RAGS  FOR  ROBES 
Isa.  61:10;  Luke  15:21,  22. 
How  many  times  we  feel  as  if  we 
want  a  new  outfit.  We  go  to  the  store 
to  try  on  garments,  many  times  only 
to  be  disappointed  because  we  couldn't 
find  just  what  we  wanted.  Often 
when  we  do  find  it,  we  pay  a  much 
larger    price    than    we    had    planned 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


I  But  we  find  in  Christ,  Someone  who 
|  is  just  waiting  for  us  to  throw  off  our 
:  old  tattered  clothes  so  He  can  give  us 
!  a  new  outfit.  A  beautiful  white  robe, 
;  one  without  spot  or  wrinkle,  is  what 
|  Christ  offers.  How  foolish  we  should 
|  be  not  to  accept  this  offer.  This  robe 
j  will  never  grow  old,  but  is  forever 
I  new,  and  the  most  wonderful  thing 
j  about  it  is  there  is  a  price  anyone 
I  can  pay;  even  the  very  poorest  could 
!  not  find  an  excuse  for  not  purchas- 
ing this  beautiful  robe. 

CROSS  FOR  A  CROWN 
1  Peter  5:4,  2  Tim.  4:7,  8;  James  1:12. 
We  wonder  just  what  the  cross  of 
Christ  means.  Some  think  it  is  the 
trials  and  tests  that  come  to  us  along 
the  way,  but  even  sinners  have  tests 
and  trials.  That  is  the  way  of  life 
for  anyone,  rich  or  poor,  intelligent 
or  uneducated,  beautiful  or  homely. 
They  all  have  trials  and  tests  of  some 
kind.  But  the  cross  the  true  Christian 
bears  is  the  reproach  he  receives  be- 
cause he  is  in  the  army  of  the  Lord. 
He  has  turned  aside  from  his  evil 
ways  for  the  right  way,  and  often  the 
scorn  of  his  neighbors  and  friends 
and  the  people  he  loves  best  is  great. 
They  turn  aside  from  him  because 
he  has  been  chosen  to  be  called  of 
God. 


Topic:  THE  BIBLE,  A  DAILY  GUIDE 

Psa.  19:7-11;  Rom.  15:4-7;  Heb.  4:12. 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

"Converting"  means  turning.  The 
Bible  turns  us  from  the  doubtful  and 
evil  to  the  good. 

The  inner  eye,  the  eye  of  con- 
science, is  enlightened  if  we  use  the 
Bible  in  earnest. 

What  God  says  is  true  and  right. 
We  do  not  need  to  experiment  with 
it.  It  has  been  tested  for  ages. 

The  Bible  is  a  book  of  life,  a  book 
of  experience,  and  spiritual  experi- 
ence does  not  change.  We  can  learn 
from  the  men  of  old. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

The  Bible  must  be  used.  The  dust- 
covered  Bible  helps  nobody. 

The  Bible  directions  must  be  fol- 
lowed. This  is  a  book  that  commands 
and  demands  obedience.  It  is  not 
merely  literature  or  good  advice.  It 
is  the  Word  of  God. 

The  Bible  must  be  read  with  dis- 
crimination. It  records  the  growth  of 
morality.  We  must  follow  the  highest 
and  not  the  lowest. 

The  Bible  must  be  read  with  prayer. 
It  is  the  book  of  communion.  In 
prayer  we  speak  to  God;  in  the  Bible 
God  speaks  to  us. 

A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

The  map  under  the  back  seat  of 
the  car  will  not  tell  us  the  way  we 
shall  go;  neither  will  the  Bible  hid- 
den in  a  chest. 

Only  the  fool,  we  are  told,  makes 
the  same  mistake  twice;  but  it  is  also 
true  that  only  the  fool  imitates  the 
other  fellow's  mistakes.  The  Bible  re- 
veals dangers  to  shun. 

As  a  guide  to  a  knowledge  of  God, 
the  Bible  is  unequalled.  It  is  there 
that  we  find  Him  revealed  in  Christ. 


There  we  learn  to  know  what  He  is, 
but  we  must  study  to  know. 

The  light  of  the  Book  shines  in  the 
world  like  a  lighthouse,  not  only 
warning  of  rock  and  shoal,  but  show- 
ing the  way  into  the  harbor.  It  is 
God's  lamp  for  the  life  of  man. 
ASK  THESE  QUESTIONS 

How  do  we  use  the  Bible? 

How  does  the  Bible  guide  us  in 
temptation? 

Why  memorize  parts  of  the  Bible? 
SOME  QUOTATIONS 

The  Bible  is  a  consoler  in  sorrow, 
light  in  perplexity,  a  guide  when  we 
cannot  see   our   way. — Morrison. 

An  Indian  boy  wrote,  meaning  to 
say  revival,  "We  are  having  a  great 
rebible  here." 

We  need  to  be  rebibled. — Anon. 
The  Word  is  like  an  armory 
Where  soldiers  may  repair; 
And  find  for  life's  long  battle  day 
All  needful  weapons  there. 

— Edwin  Hodder. 

Use  the  Bible  in  the  morning  be- 
fore the  cares  of  the  day  begin;  use 
it  to  enter  into  communion  with 
Christ,  to  make  contact  with  the 
Eternal.  So  will  the  soul  be  fed  and 
made  strong. — Anon. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

A  one-book  man.  Psa.  1:1-6. 

A  cleansing  guide.  Psa.  119:9. 

Study  the  word.  1  Tim.  4:13-16. 

Be  a  doer.  James  1:22-25. 

Be  a  reader.  Acts  8:29-35. 

Be  a  listener.  Luke  24:25-32. 


Topic:  WHAT  WOULD  JESUS  DO? 

Rom.  12:1,  2. 

Here  in  the  Scripture  verses  is  an 
exhortation  or  entreaty  by  the  apostle 
Paul  to  full-handed  complete  conse- 
cration. The  foundation  for  this  ap- 
peal has  been  very  carefully  laid  in 
the  chapters  that  precede  this  one. 
He  is  suiting  the  appeal  to  the  doc- 
trines that  have  been  so  logically  set 
forth  in  the  earlier  chapters  of  this 
book. 

To  fully  understand  what  conse- 
cration is,  and  what  is  involved,  we 
need  to  notice  the  subject  of  the  topic 
and  also  the  entire  chapter,  of  which 
these  two  verses  are  the  beginning. 
WHAT  WOULD  JESUS  DO? 

Jesus  never  makes  a  request  or  a 
demand  of  us  that  involves  more  than 
He  has  already  done.  In  fact,  He  has 
always  gone  first  and  tried  every  way 
before  He  asked  us  to  follow  after 
Him.  Many  times  we  do  not  appreci- 
ate the  statement,  "He  has  trod  the 
way  before  us."  It  is  more  than  just 
a  trite  statement.  It  simply  means  in 
a  larger  and  deeper  measure  He  met 
the  demands  of  consecration  to  a 
God-given  task  before  He  ever  asked 
us  to  follow  in  His  steps.  When  this 
truth  is  Droperly  appreciated,  no  re- 
quest of  His  will  ever  seem  hard,  nor 
any  task  that  He  asks  us  to  do  too 
difficult. 

HOW  TO  FIND  HIS  TRANSFORMING 
GRACE 

To  know  what  Jesus  would  do  in 
any  circumstance  of  life,  we  must 
find     His    transforming    grace.     The 


first  three  verses  of  this  chapter  in 
Romans  tell  us  how  to  find  this  grace. 
We  are  to  present  our  bodies  a  living 
sacrifice.  This  means  that  we  are  de- 
termined to  be  dead  to  sin  and  to 
live  by  Christ.  It  is  a  sacrifice  that 
is  a  reasonable  service.  This  trans- 
forms us  and  gives  us  renewed  minds 
and  fixed  affections.  Only  then  can 
one  prove  what  is  the  will  of  God 
and  the  mind  of  Christ.  What  would 
Jesus  do?  Consecrate  your  life,  be 
transformed  by  grace  and  you  will 
find  the  good  and  acceptable  will  of 
God. 

HOW  TO  FIND  HIS  PLACE  FOR  US 
To  know  what  Jesus  would  do  we 
must  find  our  place  in  His  service. 
Verses  3-8  of  this  chapter  tell  us  how 
to  find  our  place.  The  transformed 
life  becomes  a  sober  life  (verse  3)  and 
recognizes  the  fact  that  he  has  a 
place  in  the  service  of  God  (verses 
4-6).  Here  is  a  place  for  the  prophet, 
a  place  to  minister,  a  place  to  teach, 
or  exhort.  The  people  who  do  strange 
things  and  claim  Christ  would  do  the 
same,  need  to  get  into  these  verses 
and  find  their  place  in  the  service 
of  God.  Find  your  place  of  service  and 
then  He  will  reveal  to  you  what  He 
wants  you  to  do  for  Him.  When  you 
do  what  He  asks,  you  will  be  doing 
what  He  would  do. 

HOW  TO  MANIFEST  HIM  TO 
OTHERS 
To  know  what  Jesus  would  do  we 
must  manifest  His  grace  and  life  to 
others.  Verses  9-21  of  this  same  chap- 
ter tell  us  how  to  do  this.  Space  will 
not  permit  our  noticing  all  of  this, 
but  you  can  study  it  out  for  yourself. 
There  will  be  manifested  love  with- 
out hypocrisy,  diligence  without  sloth- 
fulness,  rejoicing  in  hope,  patience 
under  trial,  prayer  without  fainting, 
blessing  without  cursing,  condescen- 
sion without  false  humility,  peace  on 
your  part,  and  good  for  evil.  Thus 
evil  is  overcome  with  good.  What 
would  Jesus  do?  Just  what  He  requires 
the  fully  consecrated  soul  to  do  in 
these  verses. 

TOPICS  FOR  DISCUSSION 

The  reasonableness  of  consecration. 

What  is  conformity  to   the  world? 

How  can  one  find  out  the  will  of 
God? 

What  does  Jesus  require  in  heart 
experience? 

What  He  requires  in  practical  life. 

What  should  one  do  who  finds  him- 
self out  of  the  will  of  God? 

From  who  shall  we  seek  advice  in 
finding  the  will  of  God? 

Note:  Before  you  study  this  lesson, 
try  to  read  "In  His  Steps,"  by  Charles 
M.  Sheldon,  or  have  others  to  read  it 
and  talk  on  its  contents.  It  is  a  very 
good  idea  to  read  this  book  once  each 
year.  We  are  using  this  lesson  last 
so  you  will  have  plenty  of  time.  Ap- 
point your  leaders  as  soon  as  you  re- 
ceive your  paper.  This  should  always 
be  done.  You  need  this  book  in  your 
library.  You  can  order  "In  His  Steps" 
from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn.,  Price  $1.25. 
—Ed. 
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Youth  Week    Revival    At   The    Church   of  God,  M  i  d  d  I  e  s  b  o  r  o,  Ky. 


A  great  youth  week  has  been  observed  at  the  Church  of  God 
in  Middlesboro,  Ky.,  under  the  direction  of  the  pastor,  E.  T.  Stacey, 
assisted  by  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Ottis  Riggs,  a  young  evangelist  and  his 
wife,  of  Baltimore,  Maryland. 

This  is  the  first  meeting  of  its  kind  ever  to  be  conducted  in  Ken- 
tucky. The  Lord  was  with  us  in  a  great  way  through  the  week.  On 
Sunday  night,  Jan.  13,  the  large  church  was  filled  to  its  capacity, 
with  people  wondering  what  kind  of  a  meeting  this  would  turn  out 
to  be.  The  pastor  called  all  the  Junior  Y.P.E.  members  up  to  thir- 
teen years  of  age,  to  take  their  place  on  the  left  side  of  the  ros- 
trum, and  all  the  seniors  from  thirteen  to  thirty-five  years  of  age 
on  the  right  side  of  the  rostrum.  Everybody  seemed  cooperative  and 
the  elderly  people  certainly  received  a  blessing  by  coming  every 
night,  taking  their  place  in  the  audience,  and  praying  for  the  young 
people. 

As  the  pastor  introduced  the  personnel  of  the  youth  leaders,  each 
made  a  short  speech  pledging  his  support  in  every  way  for  the  week. 
The    personnel     included:     President,    James    Mays;    Vice-president, 


Fred  Everly;  Captain  of  Group  1,  Harvey  Everly;  Group  2,  Edith 
Turner;  Group  3,  Viola  Mays;  Group  4,  Fred  Everly.  The  president 
had  complete  charge  of  the  service  each  night.  The  group  captains, 
beginning  with  Group  1,  had  a  well-arranged  program,  after  which 
the   evangelist   brought   a    short    message    and    made   an    altar   call. 

Sister  Sarah  Turner,  director  of  the  juniors,  was  there  with  a 
well-arranged  program  for  the  Junior  Y.P.E.  She  was  assisted  by 
Sister  Riggs,  who  taught  the  juniors  several  beautiful  choruses.  The 
directors  arranged  a  wonderful  program  for  Sunday  night,  Jan.  1 9, 
"A  Search  in  Vain."  At  the  close  of  this  service  several  young  peo- 
ple came  to  the  altar  crying  and  praying  to  be  saved.  Eight  were 
saved  that  night.  Brother  Riggs  continued  with  us  another  week. 
Eleven  were  saved  and  four  sanctified. 

I  am  sure  the  good  which  was  accomplished  in  this  two  weeks' 
meeting  will  not  soon  be  forgotten.  The  young  people  here  will  al- 
ways have  a  warm  place  in  their  hearts  for  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Riggs. — 
Helen  Everly,  Y.  P.  E.  Secretary. 


APPRECIATION  MAKES  HAPPY 
HOME 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

so  near  to  her  heart.  She  took  rie  up- 
stairs to  show  me  the  rooms  which 
had  been  redecorated  since  my  last 
visit,  but  she  had  scarcely  begun  be- 
fore she  stopped  to  show  me  a  present 
her  children  had  pooled  their  pocket 
money  to  buy  for  her  on  Mother's 
Day,  and  then  she  was  off  again  on 
her  favorite  topic  of  how  appreciative 
her  children  were.  I  believe  she  would 
have  stuck  there  until  time  to  leave 
for  church,  and  I  would  not  have  seen 
the  other  rooms  at  all,  if  one  of  the 
children  hadn't  come  up  to  show  me 
hers,  and  to  expatiate  gratefully  on 
her  mother's  thoughtfulness  and  gen- 
erosity in  having  it  so  nicely  done. 

Of  course,  an  outsider  can't  judge 
correctly,  but  I  would  say  that  her 
children  are  about  average  in  the 
matter  of  gratitude.  I  have  never  ob- 
served anything  particularly  remark- 
able about  them.  I  never  saw  them  go 


to  either  extreme,  and  I  don't  suppose 
they  usually  do.  I  think  they  are 
about  as  appreciative  as  the  average 
child  can  be,  but  nothing  extra,  and  I 
don't  think  their  home  would  be 
above  the  average  in  happiness  if  it 
were  not  for  their  mother's  extra- 
appreciative  attitude  toward  them. 

That  mother  looks  for  her  chil- 
dren's good  points  and  she  finds 
them,  and  she  is  made  happy  by  find- 
ing them.  She  is  not  blind  to  their 
faults,  for  I  heard  her  reprove  the 
youngest  girl  for  dwadling,  and  one  of 
the  boys  for — I've  forgotten  what  at 
the  moment,  something  trivial,  but 
something  which  ought  to  be  cor- 
rected before  it  becomes  a  habit,  so 
she  corrected  him.  She  is  not  blind  to 
their  faults,  but  neither  is  she  blind 
to  their  virtues. 

"Appreciation  of  one  another  makes 
a  happy  home,"  she  told  me,  and  I 
heartily  agree  with  her,  but  I  don't 
think  it  was  only  the  children's  ap- 
preciation of  her  that  made  this 
happy   atmosphere.    I   think   her   ap- 


preciation of  them  was  a  large  factor 
Of  course,  it  has  to  be  genuine  ap- 
preciation to  accomplish  this  purpose. 
You  and  I  couldn't  get  the  same  re- 
sults just  by  setting  out  to  copy  her 
with  this  end  in  view.  If  we  tried  to  do 
that,  we  would  either  be  pedagogical 
in  our  manner,  too  conscious  of  set- 
ting an  example,  and  that  wouldn't 
be  pleasant;  or  we  would  be  sarcastic, 
saying  the  direct  opposite  of  what  we 
were  obviously  thinking,  and  that 
would  be  decidedly  unpleasant.  I'm 
not  advocating  that  we  go  to  work 
and  act  appreciative,  but  would  it  be 
possible  to  really  be  appreciative 
without  acting? 

"Appreciation  makes  home  happy," 
my  friend  told  me,  and  it  certainly 
does.  Everybody  can  see  the  proof  of 
it  in  her  home. 


AID    ANOTHER 
He  that  aids  another, 
Strengthens  more  than  one. 

— Lucy  Larcom. 
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CHILDREN'S    PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
unto  me;  Jesus  saves;  Are  you  ready?, 
etc.  We  gave  out  invitations  to  all 
parents  and  neighbors  to  come  to  our 
last  meeting  at  the  vacant  lot  by  the 
side  of  the  road,  as  we  wanted  them 
to  know  that  the  children  had  been 
taught   the   Word   of   God. 

One  hour  before  our  last  meeting 
we  had  on  our  headbands  and  two 
boys  led  the  march,  carrying  banners 
and  the  American  flag.  We  went  from 
one  end  of  the  neighborhood  to  the 
other,  singing  our  choruses,  and  we 
then  marched  back  to  the  vacant  lot 
where  we  had  an  old-fashioned  bon- 
fire. The  children  were  gathered 
around  the  fire  in  a  circle,  and  their 
faces  glowed  with  excitement,  as  this 
was  the  first  time  any  of  them  had 
done  anything  like  this  in  their  lives. 

The  neighbors  and  parents  were 
there.  Each  boy  and  girl  quoted  a  Bi- 
ble verse,  we  sang  the  ten  choruses 
and  I  gave  a  short  message  to  let 
them  know  that  little  children  can  be 
saved  and  live  right.  I  saw  tears  in 
the  eyes  of  unsaved  parents.  God 
wondrously  blessed  this  little  meet- 
ing, and  all  praise  and  honor  go  to 
Him  who  helped  me  teach  them  each 
day. — Frances  Carpenter,  W.  Va. 

Note:  Let  us  pray  that  God  will 
raise  up  some  more  young  people  with 
a  vision  like  this  young  woman.  Vision 
is  what  we  need. 


THE  MODEL  CHURCH 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
goes  through  a  stage  of  transition 
and  the  modes  and  customs  of  society 
fluctuate.  What  was  wrong  in  my 
grandfather's  day  might  be  considered 
acceptable  to  our  present  standard  of 
society,  or  the  picture  might  be  total- 
ly reversed.  Therefore,  because  I  fol- 
low a  pattern  of  different  customs 
and  practices,  grandfather  feels  that 
the  old  boy,  Satan,  has  completely 
got  me.  Whereas  my  standard  may 
be  just  as  high  as  his.  He  yearns  for 
the  "old  days"  because  a  new  day 
has  dawned  with  changes  which  call 
for  new  adaptations.  Grandfather 
rebels  against  these  new  changes,  for 
they  make  demands  on  him  with 
which  they  are  hard  for  him  to  com- 
ply. He  feels  his  world  slipping  out 
from  under  him — all  wonder  he  cries, 
"The  youth  is  hell  bent." 

No,  Grandfather,  we  young  people 
are  not  nearly  so  bad  as  you  suspect. 
Though  our  customs  may  have 
changed,  we  have  high  ideals.  We  are 
searching  for  truth;  we  are  striving 
for  a  better  world. 

The  Model  Church  will  recognize 
the  problems  of  youth  and  will  seek 
means  of  solving  them.  It  will  seek 
to  direct  him  to  live  and  act  intelli- 
gently in  his  human  relationships.  A 
constant  effort  will  be  made  to  help 
him  to  be  morally  and  spiritually 
strong.  Too,  with  our  present  economic 
"set-up"  of  society,  much  leisure  time 
is  given  to  us.  The  Model  Church  must 
take  an  interest  in  helping  the  youth 
utilize  this  time.  Wholesome  recre- 
ation should  be  encouraged. 


INSPIRATIONAL  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

Have  you  labored,  prayed,  and  fasted? 
Given  all  for  Christ  your  Lord? 
Helped  the  missions  and  the  orphans? 
Helped  the  church  move  on  for  God? 
Have  you  helped  to  bear  the  burden? 
Bore  the  toil  in  heat  of  day? 
Were  you  faithful,  true  and  earnest 
All  along  the  pilgrim  way? 

When  the  life  book  shall  be  opened 
And  your  record  is  made  plain; 
When  you  stand  before  the  Master, 
Will  your  life  be  free  from  stain? 
In  that  day,  will  you  be  worthy 
To  receive  that  great  reward? 
And  to  hear  those  words  of  welcome: 
Come,  ye  blessed  of  the  Lord? 

When  we  stand  inside  the  city, 
See  our  Savior's  shining  face, 
Know  that  we  are  safe  forever 
In  that  blessed,  happy  place; 
Awe,  methinks  we'll  kneel  before  Him 

Him 
And  we'll  thank  Him  for  His  love, 
That  one  day  He  found  us  worthy 
To  receive  that  home  above. 

— Margaret  Lewis  Smith. 


LOOK  TO  THE  EAST 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

by  one,  he  was  as  delighted  as  she. 
"Now  if  I  can  only  get  a  job,"  he  said. 
"Did — did  you  remember,  Patricia?" 

"Yes,  I  prayed.  But  I  was  so  busy," 
confessed  Patricia,  "that  I  didn't  have 
much  time.  How  did  things  go  with 
you?" 

David  admitted  that  his  experience 
had  been  less  encouraging  than  hers. 
"But  I'm  going  to  keep  on  praying," 
he  said.  "Those  promises  wouldn't  be 
in  the  Bible  if  they  didn't  mean  any- 
thing." 

"All  the  next  week  Patricia  went  on 
with  her  cooking  lessons  and  David 
continued  his  search  for  work.  Patri- 
cia made  excellent  progress.  "There 
are  born  cooks,  and  measuring  cooks," 
Mrs.  Meade  told  her.  "A  born  cook 
will  put  in  a  pinch  of  this  or  that  and 
it  tastes  all  right.  I  don't  believe 
you're  a  born  cook.  You'll  always  have 
to  measure.  But  anybody  can  be  a 
good  cook  if  she'll  take  pains." 

One  morning  after  David  had  left, 
a  letter  came  for  him  and  Patricia 
could  hardly  wait  for  his  return. 
When  she  heard  his  step  in  the  hall, 
she  called,  "David,  a  letter." 

It  hardly  seemed  is  if  he  had  had 
time  to  read  it  when  he  was  out  in 
the  kitchen,  flushed  and  angry.  "I 
call  this  an  insult."  he  said. 

"It's  an  offer  of  a  job,  and  what 
sort  of  a  job  do  you  suppose?" 

She  only  looked  at  him  hopelessly. 

"This  is  from  a  moving  and  stor- 
age company.  They  do  local  and  long- 
distance moving.  They  want  a  man 
who  can  drive  a  van  in  a  pinch  and 
carry  furniture  from  the  street  up  to 
the  fourth  floor  as  a  regular  thing." 

"Oh,  that  would  be  too  hard  for 
you!"  exclaimed  Patricia. 

David  looked  a  little  taken  aback. 
"Oh,  I  guess  I'm  as  strong  as  the  next 
fellow!  But  this  offer  comes  through 


Mr.  Lucas  and  if  he  thinks  that's  all 
I'm  good  for — " 

"Ridiculous,"  Patricia  sympathized. 
"You've  had  two  years  in  college, 
haven't  you?"  She  was  sorry  David 
had  read  the  letter  before  dinner,  for 
he  did  not  have  his  usual  appetite. 

In  the  morning,  as  Patricia  was  get- 
ting breakfast,  David  came  out  to  the 
kitchen  looking  very  grave.  "Patricia," 
he  said,  "I've  been  doing  more  think- 
ing than  sleeping  since  I  went  to  bed. 
You  know  we've  been  praying  that  I 
should  get  work." 

"Yes." 

"Well,  now  I'm  offered  a  job.  It 
isn't  the  sort  of  thing  I  want,  but 
after  all,  there's  a  living  in  it  for  the 
two  of  us.  If  it's  an  answer  to  our 
prayers,  I  mustn't  turn  it  down." 

When  Patricia  saw  him  next  he  was 
too  tired  to  enjoy  his  dinner.  Indeed 
he  went  to  bed  as  soon  as  the  meal 
was  over.  As  the  days  went  on  he  be- 
came more  accustomed  to  the  work 
and  was  not  so  exhausted  at  night, 
though  he  always  came  home  weary. 
His  hands,  blistering  at  first,  tough- 
ened and  grew  calloused. 

One  morning  David  was  sent  to  an 
old  house  in  the  outskirts  of  the  city. 
The  owner  was  moving  into  an  apart- 
ment. Already  the  house  seemed  half 
empty.  Some  of  the  furniture  had 
been  sold,  and  much  of  it  given  away. 
The  articles  the  owner  was  to  take 
with  her  represented  only  a  fraction 
of  the  original  furnishings. 

Miss  Maxwell,  a  gray-haired  wom- 
an, was  in  the  house  when  the  movers 
arrived.  She  gave  her  orders  in  the 
crisp  tones  of  one  who  has  always 
been  accustomed  to  obedience.  Dono- 
van, the  man  in  charge  of  the  job, 
took  a  look  around.  "What's  all  this?" 
he  asked,  as  he  peered  into  a  room 
empty  except  for  heaps  of  books  and 
magazines. 

"All  worthless,"  said  Miss  Maxwell. 
"Put  them  out  back  of  the  house  and 
the  trash  man  will  take  them  away." 

She  sailed  out  of  the  front  door  and 
Donovan  waited  until  she  was  out  of 
hearing  before  he  began  to  sputter. 
"  'Put  them  out  back  of  the  house,' " 
he  repeated  mimicking  Miss  Max- 
well's authoritative  tone.  "She  doesn't 
seem  to  understand  that  we're  mov- 
ers." 
"I'll  do  it  in  the  lunch  hour,"  offered 
David.  He  felt  sorry  for  this  middle- 
aged  woman  who  was  starting  life 
over  on  a  very  different  scale. 

A  few  hours  later,  having  finished 
the  sandwiches  Patricia  had  put  up, 
David  began  carrying  the  piles  of 
books  and  magazines  to  the  back  of 
the  house.  Suddenly  his  eye  was 
caught  by  a  volume  which  bore  upon 
the  cover  the  name  of  one  of  the 
first  American  authors  to  gain  an  in- 
ternational hearing.  "That's  too  good 
to  throw  away,"  David  thought,  and 
instead  of  consigning  it  to  the  ac- 
cumulation of  rubbish,  he  put  it  in 
his  pocket. 

He  did  not  examine  his  treasure 
until  that  evening  after  dinner.  He 
brought  it  out  for  a  closer  inspection 
and  almost  at  once  uttered  an  excited 
exclamation. 
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Patricia  looked  up  alarmed.  "What 
is  it,  David?" 

"This  is  a  first  edition." 

"Oh!"  Patricia  gave  her  attention 
to  threading  her  needle. 

"You  don't  understand,  Pat.  This 
book  is  probably  worth  several  hun- 
dred dollars." 

"That  old  book!"  Patricia's  tone 
was  incredulous. 

"It's  a  first  edition  and  in  very 
good  condition.  It's  a  find  all  right." 

"How  perfectly  wonderful."  Patri- 
cia's indifferent  air  had  vanished. 
"That   must   be   the    answer,   David." 

"The  answer?" 

"Why  to  our  prayers.  Several  hun- 
dred dollars!  It  would  seem  like 
riches,   wouldn't   it?" 

David  nodded.  "I  suppose,"  he  said, 
"that  before  your  prayers  are  an- 
swered you  must  show  you  are  ready 
to  do  your  part.  You've  done  your 
share,  Pat.  You're  turning  into  a 
wonder  cook  and  the  way  you've  cut 
down  expenses  seems  like  a  miracle." 
They  talked  on  happily  until  bedtime. 

In  the  morning  when  Patricia 
started  out  in  the  same  vein,  David 
checked  her.  "I've  been  thinking,  Pat. 
I  believe  I  should  take  this  book  back 
to  Miss  Maxwell." 

"But  she  threw  it  away." 

"Just  because  she  did  not  know  its 
value." 

"Oh,  dear!"  Patricia's  eyes  filled. 
"If  she  does  not  give  you  half;  at 
least,"  she  said,  "I  shall  think  she's 
contemptible." 

If  Patricia  had  been  present  at  the 
interview  between  her  brother  and 
Miss  Maxwell  that  evening,  she  would 
have  had  difficulty  to  conceal  resent- 
ment. Miss  Maxwell  gave  no  indica- 
tion of  gratitude,  though  she  did  seem 
slightly  skeptical  about  the  book's 
value.  She  appeared  much  more  in- 
terested in  the  fact  that  a  young  man 
connected  with  a  moving  van  should 
be  interested  in  first  editions.  On  the 
whole,  David  had  a  rather  pleasant 
call,  but  he  went  home  dreading  to 
face  Patricia.  Miss  Maxwell  had  said 
nothing  about  dividing  the  proceeds 
from  the  sale  of  the  book  she  had 
thrown  away. 

A  week  later,  a  letter  came  asking- 
David  to  call  at  a  certain  address  at 
his  earliest  convenience.  David  went 
without  enthusiasm.  He  had  received 
more  than  one  such  communication, 
only  to  be  invited  to  invest  anywhere 
from  a  thousand  dollars  to  ten  thou- 
sand, in  some  commercial  project.  On 
this  occasion  he  had  the  surprise  of 
his  life.  He  was  ushered  into  a  rather 
elegant  office  and  questioned  briefly 
by  a  dignified  gentleman  who  seemed 
to  know  a  surprising  amount  about 
him.  As  abruptly  as  a  thunderbolt,  he 
was  offered  a  position  of  the  sort  he 
had  always  wanted. 

David  sat  incapable  of  speech.  The 
man  on  the  other  side  of  the  desk 
watched  him  with  interest.  "Want 
time  to  think  it  over?" 

"Oh,  no  sir!  I  accept.  But  I  don't 
understand  how  you  picked  me  out 
for  this  position?" 

Mr.  Rossiter  smiled.  "My  cousin, 
Miss  Sara  Maxwell,  has  been  pleading 
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your  cause.  She  had  an  experience 
with  you  which  convinced  her  of  your 
absolute  integrity  and  that's  the  first 
essential  in  our  business.  And  then 
she's  certain  that  you  are  both  intelli- 
gent and  alert." 

The  hour  was  late  when  David  left 
the  office,  but  his  feeling  of  weariness 
was  lost  in  exaltation.  If  he  had  done 
his  best  with  hard  and  uncongenial 
work,  if  he  had  resisted  the  tempta- 
tion to  take  an  unfair  advantage,  his 
reward  was  not  so  much  in  the  reali- 
zation of  his  hopes  as  the  certainty 
that  his  welfare  was  a  matter  of  con- 
cern to  a  heavenly  Father.  His  heart 
yearned  over  the  crowd  that  passed 
him,  men  frowning  over  stubborn 
problems,  women  pale  and  anxious, 
and  all  the  time  the  promise  stood 
as  stable  as  the  everlasting  hills,  "God 
shall  supply  all  your  need." — Young 
People's  Weekly,  in  The  Youth's  Visi- 
tor. 


May  Prize  Wanner 
Charles  Bowling,  Greenville,  S.  C, 
is  the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5.00  for  selling  the  most  papers 
and  having  the  money  in  on  time. 
Brother  Bowling  sold  1,200  papers. 

Note:  In  order  to  qualify  for  win- 
ning the  prize  of  $5.00  in  any  one 
month,  you  must  sell  the  most  papers 
and  have  your  money  in  on  time.  The 
due  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is 
the  20th  of  each  month.  For  instance, 
the  money  for  June  papers  must  be 
in  the  office  by  June  20. 


May  Hosts©?   RoSS 

J.  L.  Barfield,  S.  Greenwood,  S.  C, 
sold  1,008  papers. 

Harold  Cato,  Kannapolis,  N.  C,  sold 
500  papers. 

Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md., 
sold  420  papers. 

Silas  M.  Crase,  Louisville,  Ky.,  sold 
350  papers. 

Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga.,  sold  252 
papers. 

J.  E.  Faglier,  Augusta,  Ga.,  sold  210 
papers. 

Note:  Other  Gideons  sold  more 
papers  than  some  of  the  above,  but 
failed  to  get  the  money  in  on  time. 
Remember,  the  due  date  is  the  20th 
of  each  month. 


Lighted  Pathways  for  Men  in 

Service,  Etc. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 

Publicity  Fund  and   to  the   fund  for 

sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 

Service  for  May. 

Illinois     _ $8.50 

Delaware     1.00 

Florida     1.00 

Texas   1.00 

South  Dakota  1.00 


$12.50 
Below  is  a  letter  from  a  good  Chris- 
tian friend  about  the  army  fund.  We 
pray  that  many  more  will  get  the  bur- 
den on  their  hearts  and  send  money 
to  the  fund  so  that  all  the  boys  can 
have  papers. 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 
I  am  sending  a  dollar  to  the  fund 


for  sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  th! 
men  in  service.  I  feel  this  is  a  ver 
worthy  cause.  Our  boys  need  the  bes| 
we  can  give  them,  and  the  Lightej 
Pathway  is  one  of  the  very  best  Chrisj 
tian  papers. — Hulda  Leicbb,  Loyaltoij 
S.  Dak. 


Lighted    Pathway    Rating 

Sold  for  May 

Alabama  1,961 

Alaska     2 

Arizona     302 

Arkansas        729 

California  988 

Canada         442 

Colorado  33 

Connecticut     18 

Delaware    140 

Florida    .....        2,641 

Foreign     252 

Georgia    4,569 

Idaho    111 

Illinois    .....  ...1,964 

Indiana    685 

Iowa    190 

Kansas    392 

Kentucky     2,803 

Louisiana     377 

Maine    367 

Massachusetts    5 

Maryland  1,278 

Michigan    844 

Minnesota    106 

Mississippi     772 

Missouri    843 

Montana    255 

Nebraska    60 

Nevada     2 

New   Hampshire   __l_       4 

New  Jersey      221 

New   Mexico   198 

New   York  30 

North   Carolina   5,679 

North   Dakota    252 

Ohio    2,680 

Oklahoma  369 

Oregon    178 

Pennsylvania    651 

South  Carolina  7,901 

South    Dakota    241 

Tennessee    4,240 

Texas    1,921 

Utah    14 

Virginia    .  1,967 

Washington        96 

Washington,  D.   C.  „..      26 
West    Virginia  ...  2,750 

Wisconsin         64 

Wyoming   .....  1 


Tote 

19,35 

1 

2,53 

6,14 

7,44 

2,87 

IS 

14 

1,08 

L3.95 

3,83 

46,07 

85 

16,0 

6,31 

1,98 

3,3C 

23,0c 

3,8r< 

3,5C 

33 

10,76 

7,8£ 

65 

8,2 

8,21 

1,95 

53 

1 

6 

1,8C 

1,86 

64 

48,5 

2,08 

25,8£ 

4,11 

1,6 

6, 4  J 

70,01 

2,7( 

36,0S 

17, 1( 

] 

15,95 

2,3 

61 

23,4( 

5; 


Totals 


52,614 


473,28 


NOTICE 

Gideons,  please  keep  invoices  re- 
ceived with  papers  and  return  with  re- 
mi  rtance  payable  and  addressed  to  the 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  each  month.  Do 
not  send  to  other  departments. 

The  Accounting  Department  is  re- 
stricted from  booking  the  third  order 
if  previous  orders  have  not  been  paid. 

Advice  to  change  Gideon  or  order 
should  reach  the  office  on  or  before 
the  5th  of  the  month  preceding  the 
issue  of  the  paper. 

The  Lighted  Pathwa 


OUT    OF    TOUCH    WITH    YOUR    LORD 


3nly  a  smile,  yes,  only  a  smile, 

rhat  a  woman  o'erburdened  with  grief 

Expected  from  you;   'twould  have  given  relief, 

ror  her  heart  ached  sore  the  while. 

3ut,  weary  and  cheerless,  she  went  away, 

Because,  as  it  happened  that  very  day, 

ifou  were  out  of  touch  with  your  Lord. 

Dnly  a  word,  yes,  only  a  word, 

rhat  the  Spirit's  small  voice  whispered  "Speak"; 

3ut  the  worker  passed  onward,  unblessed  and  weak, 

Whom  you  were  meant  to  have  stirred 

ro  courage,  devotion  and  love  anew, 

Because,  when  the  message  came  to  you, 

iTou  were  out  of  touch  with  your  Lord. 

Dnly  a  note,  yes,  only  a  note, 

ro  a  friend  in  a  distant  land; 

rhe  Spirit  said,  "Write,"  but  then  you  had  planned 

Some  different  work  and  you  thought 


It  mattered  little.  You  did  not  know 
'Twould  have  saved  a  soul  from  sin  and  woe — 
You  were  out  of  touch  with  your  Lord. 

Only  a  song,  yes,  only  a  song, 

That  the  Spirit  said.  "Sing  tonight; 

Thy  voice  is  thy  Master's  by  purchased  right." 

But  you  thought,  "Mid  this  motley  throng, 

I  care  not  to  sing  of  the  City  of  God"; 

And  the  heart  that  your  words  might  have  reached  grew 

cold — 
You  were  out  of  touch  with  your  Lord. 

Only  a  day,  yes,  only  a  day, 

But  oh!  can  you  guess,  my  friend, 

Where  the  influence  reaches  and  where  it  will  end 

Of  the  hours  that  you  frittered  away? 

The  Master's  command  is,  "Abide  in  me"; 

And  fruitless  and  vain  will  your  service  be 

If  out  of  touch  with  your  Lord.  —Sel. 


'And  Jesus  came  and  touched  them." 
"And  when  the  disciples  heard  it, 
hey  fell  on  their  face,  and  were  sore 
ifraid.  And  Jesus  came  and  touched 
;hem,  and  said,  Arise,  and  be  not 
ifraid,"  Matt.  17:6,  7. 

Thus  He  met  their  emergency — 
vith  calmness  and  comfort,  He 
;ouched  them  and  spoke.  What  a 
;ouch  it  was!  What  a  voice  they 
leard ! 

His  touch  took  away  fear.  "Arise, 
)e  not  afraid."  That  touch,  comfort- 


THE    TOUCH 

ing  them,  gave  them  courage.  We 
touch  people  every  day.  Sometimes  a 
physical  touch — a  hand  laid  on  their 
shoulder,  a  hand  held  for  a  moment 
in  theirs,  a  flash  of  the  eye  as  we 
pass  on  the  street,  a  casual  conver- 
sation with  some  unknown  person  in 
a  shop,  on  a  train,  on  a  streetcar,  or 
in  a  garage  or  church.  What  do  we 
leave  behind  us?  What  is  the  quality 
of  our  contact  with  people?  What  is 
the  essence  of  personality  we  com- 
municate? Is  our  touch  defiling,  de- 


grading, depressing,  chilly?  Does  our 
touch  awaken  hatred  and  distrust? 
or  does  our  touch  bring  people  into 
a  spiritual  world? 

Jesus  touched  eyes — and  they  saw. 
Jesus  touched  ears — an  I  they  heard. 
Jesus  touched  hands — and  they 
worked.  Jesus  touched  hearts — and 
they  rejoiced.  Jesus  touched  feet — 
and  they  served.  Jesus  touched 
mouths — and  they  spoke.  May  our 
eyes,  our  ears,  our  hands,  our  feet, 
our  mouths  be  touched! 


B.T.S.  CORRESPONDENCE 
COURSE 

Don't  forget  to  write  to  B.T.S.  and 
College,  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  for  infor- 
nation  about  the  correspondence 
:ourse.  You  can  organize  a  class  in 
rour  home  church,  and  go  to  Bible 
School  while  you  work  and  support 
rour  loved  ones.  Tuition  $15  on  terms 
— $3  down  and  $1.50  per  month  until 
)aid,  or  $12  cash. 

If  you  have  the  chance  to  study  and 
lo  not  do  it,  God  will  hold  you  re- 
iponsible,  for  the  Word  of  God  just 
is  surely  tells  us  to  study  as  it  does 
.o  pray.  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
)roved  unto  God,  a  workman  that 
leedeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
lividing  the  word  of  truth,"  2  Tim. 
1:15. 

*  Our    August    issue    of    the  * 

r  Lighted    Pathway    will    be    an  £ 

r  educational  issue.  If  you  want  * 

I  to  see  the  picture  of  our  new  * 

\  college  at  Cleveland,  don't  fail  * 

[  to  get  your   copy.     And,   boys  J 

\  and   girls,   begin   to  get   ready  * 

l  to  come   to  school    right   now,  * 

-  for  when  you  get  a  glimpse  of  £ 

'  these  beautiful  buildings  you'll  * 

;  want  to  come.  We're  going  to  •¥■ 

look  for  you. — Ed.  * 


DON'T  FORGET 


IN  MEMORIAM 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
Since  returning  home,  he  had  taken  an  ac- 
tive interest  in  the  young  people's  work  and 
was  faithful  to  attend  all  services  of  the 
church.  On  the  night  before  the  accident, 
during  family  worship,  the  presence  of  the 
Lord  came  down  and  he  received  a  great 
blessing  while  he  and  his  wife  wsre  pray- 
ing. After  prayer,  Donald  turned  to  his  wife 
with  the  glory  of  God  on  his  countenance 
and  said,  "Beulah  Mae,  regardless  of  what 
might  happen  to  me  in  the  future,  I  know 
I  am  ready  to  meet  the  Lord."  He  is  sur- 
vived by  his  wife,  the  former  Miss  Beutah 
Mae  Wheeler,  and  little  daughter,  Barbara 
Kay;  his  father  and  mother,  the  Reverend 
and  Mrs.  Glover  P.  Ledford;  two  sisters, 
Jeanette,  of  Cleveland,  and  Jewel,  of 
Murphy,  N.  C,  and  two  brothers,  Beverly 
and  Joe,   both  of  Cleveland. 

Beulah  Mae  is  head  bookkeeper  under 
R.  R.  Walker,  General  Secretary  and  Treas- 
urer of  the  Church  of  God. 

We  bow  our  heads  in  humble  submission 
to  Him  who  doeth  all  things  well,  and  say 
good-bye  to  Donald  and  Bobby  until  we 
meet  them   in  the  morning. 

Ralph  E.  Williams, 

National     Yojth     Director 

The  Genius  of  Sincerity 

It  is  the  genius  of  sincerity,  and 
truth  accomplishes  no  victories  with- 
out it. — Lytton. 

I  would  rather  live  with  God  in  a 
humble  abode  than  to  dwell  in  a  man- 
sion without  Him,  for  "Godliness  with 
contentment  is  great  gain."  —  M.  E. 
Martin. 


GRANDMOTHER'S  SPECTACLES 

"Wouldn't  you  hate  to  wear  glasses?" 
asked  a  small  boy  of  his  little  play- 
mate. "No-o,"  answered  Donald,  re- 
flectively, "not  if  I  had  my  grand- 
mother's kind.  She  sees  just  how  to 
mend  broken  things;  she  sees  lots  of 
nice  things  to  do  on  rainy  days;  she 
sees  when  folks  are  tired  or  sorry,  and 
what'll  make  'em  feel  better,  and  she 
always  sees  what  you  meant  to  do, 
even  if  you  haven't  got  things  just 
right.  I  asked  her  one  day  how  she 
could  see  that  way  all  the  time,  and 
she  said  it  was  the  way  she  had 
learned  to  look  at  things  as  she  grew 
older.  So  it  must  be  the  spectacles." — 
Unknown. 


HOW  TO  CONDUCT  A   DAILY 
VACATION  BIBLE  SCHOOL 

By  Alda  B.  Harrison 

The  purpose  of  this  book  is  to  sim- 
plify the  work  of  carrying  on  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  Schools  in  the  churches 
where  leaders  are  few,  cr  in  our  one- 
room  churches.  In  this  book  you  will 
find  all  the  material  that  you  will 
need  for  your  Vacation  Bible  School. 
It  contains  songs,  children's  sermons, 
lesson  outlines,  object  lessons,  char- 
acter stories,  and  many  other  good 
things.  Even  the  larger  churches  could 
find  helpful  material  for  thg  Vacation 
School.  Price  75c.  Order  from  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 


M  %  bib  an  American 

Two  versions.  One  by  Irene  Brewer,  who  could  trace  her  ancestry  back 
to  Revolutionary  days — the  pure  American. 

The  other  by  Leocadea  Drodz  of  Polish  ancestry.  Her  parents  were  born  in 
Russian  Poland,  and  were  subjects  of  the  Czar. 

I  AM  AN  AMERICAN — Recited  by  Irene  Brewer 
I  am  an  American. 

My  father  belongs  to  the  sons  of  the  Revolution; 
My  mother,  to  the  Colonial  Dames. 

One  of  my  ancestors  pitched  tea  overboard  in  Boston  Harbor; 
Another  stood  his  ground  with  Warren; 
Another  hungered  with  Washington  at  Valley  Forge. 
My  forefathers  were  America   in   the   making; 
They  spoke  in  her  council  halls; 
They  died  on  her  battlefields; 
They  commanded  her  ships; 
They  cleared  her  fotests. 
Dawns  reddened  and  paled. 

Staunch  hearts  of  mine  beat  fast  at  each  new  star  in  the  nation's  flag. 
Keen  eyes  of  mine  foresaw  her  greater  glory: 
The  sweep  of  her  seas. 
The  plenty  of  her  plains, 
The  man-hives  in  her  billion-wired  cities. 
Every  drop  of  blood  in  me  holds  a  heritage  of  patriotism. 
I  am  proud  of  my  past.  I  am  an  American. 

I  AM  AN  AMERICAN — Leocadea  Drodz 
With  what  pride  this  young  girl,  after  reciting  the  tragedies  of  her  parents, 
lifted  her  head  high  at  the  closing  line,  and  declared,  "I  am  an  American!" 
Her  words  were: 
I  am  an  American. 
My  father  was  an  atom  of  dust, 
My  mother  a  straw  in  the  wind 
To  his  serene  majesty. 

One  of  my  ancestors  died  in  the  mines  of  Siberia; 
Another  was  crippled  for  life  by  twenty  blows  of  the  knout; 
Another  was  killed  defending  his  home  during  the  massacres. 
The  history  of  my  ancestors  is  a  trail  of  blood 
To  the  palace  gate  of  the  Great  White  Czar. 
But  then  the  dream  came — 
The  dream  of  America. 
In  the  light  of  the  Liberty  torch 
The  atom  of  dust  became  a  man 

And  the  straw  in  the  wind  became  a  woman  for  the  first  time. 
"See,"  said  my  father,  pointing  to  the  flag  that  fluttered  near, 
"That  flag  of  stars  and  stripes  is  yours; 
It  is  the  emblem  of  the  promised  land. 
It  means,  my  child,  the  hope  of  humanity. 
Live  for  it — die  for  lil" 

Under  the  open  sky  of  my  new  country  I  swore  to  do  so; 
And  every  deep  of  blood  in  me  will  keep  that  vow. 
I  am  proud  of  my  future.  I  am  an  American. 

— Yeoman  Shield. 
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THE  EDITOR'S   MESSAGE 


A  PRAYER 

Our  heavenly  Father,  we  thank  Thee 
that  Thou  dost  have  a  plan  for  every 
life.  Thousands  of  our  boys  and  girls 
are  seeking  to  find  that  plan.  They 
realize  the  only  road  to  success  and 
happiness  is  to  follow  Thy  leading. 
Close  their  eyes  to  the  allurement  of 
the  world  and  selfish  ambitions.  Aioak- 
en  them  to  the  possibilities  that  lie  in 
their  pathway,  of  those  ivho  are  wholly 
yielded  to  God.  Let  the  words  of  this 
little  poem,  sink  deep  into  their  hearts, 
and  may  they  hand  over  their  talents 
to  be  trained  for  the  work  that  has 
been  planned  for  them.  Open  the 
hearts  of  those  who  have  money  to 
give  to  those  ivho  need  help  in  train- 
ing. Help  them  to  realize  that  building  lives  to  bless  the 
world  is  the  greatest  cause  to  which  one  can  give. 

God  bless  our  school  and  make  it  a  blessing  to  the  great 
company  of  young  people  who  will  seek  its  guidance,  year 
after  year.  Amen. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

This  is  to  be  our  educational  issue  and  this  year  we  really 
have  many  good  things  to  bring  to  you.  We  are  very  happy 
over  the  good  news  about  our  college  here  in  Cleveland. 
Well,  maybe  one  thing  makes  me  happy  is  because  I  can 
be  near  you  and  see  you  often.  I  would  like  to  say  some- 
thing to  you  that  will  help  you  to  be  interested  in  training 
for  service  also.  The  first  thing  I  want  to  do  is  ask  a  ques- 
tion through  this  little  poem.  And  may  you  ask  this  ques- 
tion to  your  own  hearts  as  you  read. 

What  in  your  hand  are  you  holding? 

One   talent,  or  five,  or  ten? 
A   fisherman's  line,   or   a   needle, 

A  hammer,  a  hoe,  or  a  pen? 
If  our  small  tools  be  cast  down, 
Lord, 

Help  us  to  lift  them  again. 


What  in  your  hand  are  you  holding? 

Lord,   it   is  only  a   rod. 
Cast  down,  it  may  be  a  serpent, 

A    crawling,    loathsome    clod; 
But   lifted   up,  an   instrument 

That  may  be  used  for  God. 

What  in  your  hand  are  you  holding? 

Lord,  just  a  day,  or  an  hour. 
Time  may  be  lost,  or  be  wasted 

As  a  torn  and  crumpled  flower; 
Or  it  may  shine  with  a  glory 

That  reflects  an  infinite  power. 


What  in  your  hand  are  you  holding? 

Lord,   it   is   only   a   rod, 
Used  in  a  most  humble  calling, 

Walking  where  many  have  trod. 
Cast  it  not  down  for  the  devil; 

Lift  it   up — use   it   for   God. 


"What  is  in  thine  hand,  Abel?" 

"Nothing  but  one  ewe  lamb,  O  God,  taken  from  the  flock. 
I  purpose  offering  to  Thee  a  willing  sacrifice." 

And  so  he  did.  And  the  sweet  smell  of  the  burning  has 
been  filling  the  air  ever  since,  and  constantly  going  up  to 
God  as  a  perpetual  sacrifice  of  praise. 

"What  is  it  thou  hast  in  thine  hand,  Moses?" 

"Nothing  but  a  staff,  O  God,  with  which  I  tend  my  flock." 

"Take  it  and  use  it  for  Me."      _ 

And  he  did;  and  with  it  he 
wrought  more  wondrous 
things  than  Egypt  and  her 
proud  kings  had  seen  before. 

"Mary,  what  is  that  thou 
hast  in  thine  hand?" 

"Nothing  but  a  pot  of 
sweet-smelling  ointment.  O 
God,  herewith  I  would  anoint 
Thine  only  One  called  Jesus." 
And  so  she  did;  and  not  only 
did  the  perfume  fill  all  the 
house  in  which  they  were, 
but  the  Bible-reading  world 
has  been  fragrant  with  the 
memory  of  this  blessed  act 
of  love,  which  has  ever  since 
been  spoken  of  "for  a  me- 
morial of  her." 

"Poor  woman,  what  is  that 
thou  hast  in  thine  hand?" 

"Only  two  mites,  Lord.  It  is 
very  little,  but  then  it  is  all 


Several  hundred  thousand  boys  and 
girls  tvill  this  year  stray  from  the  home 
fireside  from  the  Shepherd's  fold  and 
fall  into  the  pitfalls  of  sin  and  shame 
never  to  return,  unless  someone  lov- 
ingly and  patiently  guides  them 
through  the  critical  periods  and  places 
of  life.  Will  you  befriend  them?  If  you 
have  some  money  to  be  given  to  God's 
cause,  what  could  you  do  that  would 
count  more  than  help  some  boy  or  girl 
train  for  service? 


I  have,  and  I  would  put  it  into  Thy  treasury." 

And  so  she  did;  and  the  story  of  her  generous  giving  h; 
ever  since  wrought  like  a  charm,  prompting  others  to  gi\ 
to  the  Lord. 

"What  is  that  in  thine  hand,  Dorcas?" 
"Only  a  needle,  Lord." 
"Take  it  and  use  it  for  Me." 

And  so  she  did;  and  not  only  were  the  suffering  poor  c 
Joppa  warmly  clad,  but,  inspired  by  her  loving  life,  man 
others  even  now  continue  their  benign  mission  to  the  poc 
throughout  the  earth. 

Boys  and  girls,  what  is  that  in  thine  hand?  Is  it  a  min 
to  train  to  think  out  great  things  for  the  upbuilding  of  th 
Church?  God's  Word  so  emphatically  says,  "Study  to  sho 
thyself  approved  unto  God,  a  workman  that  needeth  nc 
to  be  ashamed." 

Is  it  a  soul  to  be  enriched  and  set  on  fire  for  God?  Is 
a  body  to  be  taught  and  trained  how  to  live  and  act  so  a 
to  glorify  God? 

It  costs  something  to  hand  over  what  you  have  to  th 
Master.  It  cost  Abel  his  life.  It  cost  Moses  a  life  of  eas 
and  comfort  in  the  house  of  Pharaoh  and  brought  to  hir 
privations  and  suffering,  but  he  did  not  shrink  from  suf 
fering.  He  was  willing  to  train  for  eighty  years  to  be  abl 
to  do  the  work  well  that  God  had  called  him  to  do.  S 
Mary  with  her  sweet-smelling  pot  of  oil  was  willing  t 
pour  it  out  as  a  token  of  her  love  for  her  Master.  She  wa 
criticized  for  doing  so,  but  she  was  willing  to  stand  th 
criticism  that  her  Lord  might  be  glorified.  So  you  may  b 
criticized  when  you  hand  over  your  talents  to  the  Lore 
but  when  they  are  His  then  He  will  likely  call  you  to  trai: 
those  talents  whatever  that  may  be. 

Then  if  He  calls,  what  place  could  you  go  that  woul 
help  you  more  than  to  Lee  College,  at  Cleveland,  wher 
you  will  meet  some  of  the  best  young  people  in  the  world 
You  will  be  under  the  supervision  of  some  of  the  best  of 
ficials  and  teachers  you  can  find  anywhere.  And  if  yo 
want  to  build  a  life  that  will  count  for  something  and  wil 
make  an  effort  yourself,  there  will  be  no  chance  of  failure 
Let  us  see  what  Quests  and  Conquests  says  about  educa 
tion. 

"Much  is  said  about  an  education.  What  is  it? 

"The  development  of  mental  power,  personal  talent  am 

building  personality. 

"Building  stores  of  knowledge. 

"Developing  the  sense  of  cultural  values. 

"Training  for  citizenship. 

"Training  for  usefulness. 

"Training  for  wage  earners. 

"Development  of  spiritual  values. 

"Life  is  like  a  tree.  It  needs  to  be  put  into  lumber,  dressec 

and  manufactured  into,  such  articles  as  shall  render  larg< 

service.  The  process  is  leading  the  tree  out  into  its  possi 

bilities  of  service. 

"Life  is  like  a  granit< 
mountain.  It  needs  blasting 
out,  shaping  up  and  buildini 
into  road  ballast,  pavement; 
or  palaces.  The  process  i; 
leading  the  mountain  Oj 
granite  out  into  its  possibili 
ties  of  service. 

"Human  life  has  measure- 
less possibilities,  but  stand- 
ing untouched  and  untrained 
it  remains  unrelated  to  the 
big  things  of  life. 

"The  educator  is  the  one 
who  leads  the  individual  out 
into  his  worlds  of  interest 
and  who  trains  him  to  be 
related  to  every  interesting 
thing  and  forward  move- 
ment. 
"The  lure  of  it  is  great.  No 
(Continued  on  page  26) 


Broken 
Bonds 


Nellie  L.  Harrington 

"Please,  Kathie,  give  me  your  prom- 
ise before  we  go  away  to  school," 
pleaded   Gregory   Norton    earnestly. 

"But,  Greg,  we  are  both  so  young, 
ifou  may  see  a  half  dozen  girls  you 
vill  care  more  for  than  you  do  for 
me,"  protested   the   girl. 

"Never,"  he  declared  emphatical- 
y.  "Haven't  you  been  my  girl  as  long 
is  we  knew  anything?  No,  I'm  not 
ikely  to  change.  But  I'm  afraid  for 
pou.  When  you  get  down  there  in 
nedical  school  with  all  those  young 
ioctors  and  internes,  if  I  don't  have 
i  string  on  that  heart  of  yours  some- 
Dody  is  going  to  pull  you  right  away 
from  me.  Please  say  'yes,'  Kathie." 
\nd  finally   she  said   it. 

Gregory  had  been  a  bit  self-con- 
scious and  school-boyish  in  his  pro- 
posal but  he  was  certainly  masculine 
3nough  in  overcoming  Kathie  Mor- 
ton's reluctance.  But  he  had  con- 
quered and  that  was  the  important 
thing,  after  all,  to  his  mind.  The 
nrl  thought  whimsically  that  it  was 
'as  usual." 

The  two  young  people  were  in  the 
porch  swing  at  the  home  of  the  girl. 
fs  may  be  guessed,  it  was  the  last 
light  of  the  summer  vacation  fol- 
.owing  their  graduation  from  high 
school. 

Kathie  had  had  no  intention  of 
rinding  herself  by  a  promise  of  mar- 
riage— not  yet.  It  was  probably  as 
veil,  though.  There  had  never  been 
myone  but  Gregory  Norton  and  most 
ikely  there   never  would  be. 

"You  only  need  to  change  the  first 
etter  of  your  name,"  he  had  teased 
ler  often.  Tonight  he  had  said  ear- 
nestly, "You  are  mine,  Kathie,  just  as 
nuch  as  if  that  'M'  was  an  'N'  right 
low." 

Privately  she  disagreed  with  him, 
jut  she  did  not  state  her  opinion. 

After  going  to  her  room  she  thought 
jack  over  the  past.  She  and  Gregory 
lad  played  together  before  school 
lays.  In  kindergarten,  when  another 
ittle  boy  tried  to  sidle  onto  her  small 
•ed  chair,  Greg  had  promptly  meted 
)ut  punishment — to  the  demoraliza- 
tion of  the  class!  All  through  the 
ichool  years  he  had  been  at  her  elbow 
;o  protect,  badger  and  bully  by  turns. 

Now  their  ways  were  parting.  He 
vas  entering  a  theological  school  to 
study  for  the  ministry.  She  had  de- 
cided to  take  up  the  work  of  a  nurse. 
[t  would  be  strange  and  new  for  both. 
Perhaps  Greg  was  right  in  binding 
ler  with  a  promise  of  marriage.  The 
world  might  be  a  bit  frightening 
without  that  anchorage.  With  it  she 
:elt  oddly  comforted. 

Of  course,  this  wasn't  one  bit  like 
bhe  romantic  stories  she  had  read, 
rhe  "Prince  Charming"  of  her  girlish 
ireams  was  far  removed  from  every- 
day Gregory  Norton.  But — perhaps — 


Victory  Hall,  Girls'  Dormitory,  Lee  College 


Greg  would  be  easier  to  live  with — ■ 
was  her  last  waking  thought. 

Next  day  they  were  hustled  off  to 
their  respective  institutions  of  learn- 
ing. 

"Don't  write  to  me  every  day, 
Greg!"  the  girl  had  said  positively. 
"A  long  letter  once  a  week,  that 
really  tells  something,  will  be  much 
nicer,   I   think." 

He  had  demurred  politely.  He  had 
heard  about  that  "daily  love  letter," 
but  he  finally  acquiesced.  He  was  not 
keen  on  letter-writing,  and  one  every 
day  for  four  years  would  get  dread- 
fully monotonous — and  decidedly 
boresome! 

For  the  first  year,  the  course  of  true 
love  seemed  to  be  running  smoothly. 
The  young  people  were  home  for 
Christmas  and  Easter  vacations.  Their 
time  had  to  be  shared  with  the  fami- 
lies and  friends,  of  course,  but  there 
was  no  appreciable  change  toward 
each  other.  There  was  the  same  easy 
atmosphere  they  had  always  known, 
and  again  Kathie  thought  of  the 
"comfort"  of  a  person  like  Gregory. 
Steady,  reliable,  dependable.  What  a 
minister  he  was  going  to  make!  And 
she  would  be  a  capable  helpmeet,  she 
resolved.  She  was  getting  an  under- 
standing of  people,  as  well  as  a  knowl- 
edge of  nursing,  in  this  course  of 
study  of  hers. 

But  early  in  the  second  year,  there 
was  a  change.  Kathie  noticed  that 
Greg's  letters  were  losing — something. 
She  could  hardly  define  it.  It  was 
elusive,  but  it  made  her  vaguely  un- 
easy. Something  was  going  wrong,  she 
was  sure.  Could  the  trouble  be  with 
herself,  she  wondered.  At  Christmas 
time  she  saw  plainly  that  Gregory 
was  definitely  avoiding  her.  And — yes 
— he  was  dodging  church  services, 
too!  Gregory!  Brought  up  in  the  Sun- 
day School,  the  young  people's  socie- 
ty; faithful  in  prayer  meetings;  lov- 
ing the  testimony  meetings;  and  with 
those  splendid  qualities  of  leadership! 
What  did  it  mean?  She  was  frankly 
puzzled. 

Her  own  brother,  Jack,  was  in  the 
theological  school,  too,  and  guardedly 


she  questioned  him. 

"I'm  afraid  Greg  is  slipping  a  little," 
he  told  her.  "You  see,  we  have  a  man 
on  the  faculty  who  is — well — modern 
— in  his  ideas.  He  calls  them  'up-to- 
date.'  I  am  not  in  his  classes  but  Greg 
is,  and  I'm  afraid  the  professor  is 
having  an  influence." 

"Why  does  a  Christian  school  keep 
a  man  like  that  on  the  faculty?"  de- 
manded Kathie. 

"I  hardly  know,"  Jack  said  slowly. 
"I  don't  believe  they  would  in  some 
places.  But  a  relative  of  this  professor 
gave  a  large  donation  to  the  institu- 
tion, and — so — they  keep  the  teacher. 
That  may  not  be  the  exact  reason, 
sis.  I  got  my  information  by  way  of 
the  'grapevine  telegraph,' "  and  he 
grinned  ruefully. 

"Is  there  anything  we  can  do?  It 
will  ruin  Gregory's  life,"  she  said 
anxiously. 

Jack  shook  his  head.  "I  hope  Greg 
will  find  himself  after  awhile.  He  has 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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BIBLE  TRAINING  SCHOOL 

By  Rev.  E.  L.  Simmons 

One  may  best  determine  the  rate  of 
speed  one  is  traveling  by  taking  a 
retrospective  view  of  the  road  one 
has  traveled.  This  rule,  as  with  in- 
dividuals, is  also  true  with  the  Church 
of  God  Bible  Training  School  and 
College,  for  one  has  only  to  be  well 
acquainted  with  its  growth  to  really 
appreciate  its  progress  since  the  days 
of  its  humble  beginning.  Milestone 
after  milestone  has  been  passed  since 
its  first  classes  were  held,  and  each 
of  these  markers  has  left  a  vivid  and 
outstanding  mark  of  distinction  upon 
its  history. 

A   SMALL  BEGINNING 

The  first  class  of  Bible  School,  for 
that  is  all  it  was  called  at  that  time, 
was  opened  in  an  upper  room  of  the 
old  Evangel  office  in  Cleveland,  Ten- 
nessee, January  1,  1918.  This  feeble 
beginning  was  a  response  to  a  de- 
mand for  an  institution  where  those 
who  had  had  meager  opportunities  in 
education  could  come  to  prepare 
themselves  for  service  in  answer  to 
the  call  that  God  had  given  them. 

Only  seven  students  were  enrolled 
in  this  first  class,  but  these  students 
came  with  an  eagerness  to  learn. 
They  came  from  at  least  five  differ- 
ent states. 

Nora  I.  Chambers,  a  very  remark- 
able woman  evangelist  of  Illinois, 
who  had  given  considerable  time  to 
Bible  study  and  teaching,  was  chosen 
as  teacher  of  the  School.  She  was  a 
very  pious,  holiness  woman,  with  ap- 
titude and  initiative,  coupled  with  a 
vision  of  greater  things,  which, 
though  she  possibly  knew  it  not,  was 
to  be  fulfilled  within  her  generation. 
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SLOW  BUT  SURE 

The  early  growth  of  the  Bible 
School  was  very  slow.  The  second 
term  had  eight  students  and  the 
third  term  the  same  number.  These 
terms  were  but  six  weeks  in  length, 
but  by  this  time  the  worth  of  the 
small  School  began  to  make  itself 
known.  The  third  class  gave  us  Paul 
H.  Walker,  the  fifth  class  John  C. 
Jernigan  and  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  and 
then  followed  J.  H.  Walker,  H.  L. 
Chesser,  A.  V.  Beaube,  W.  E.  Johnson, 
J.  Stewart  Brinsfield,  U.  D.  Tidwell, 
Ralph  E.  Williams,  E.  M.  Tapley,  and 
others  who  have  held  high  adminis- 
trative positions  in  the  Church.  Added 
to  these  are  hundreds  who  have  be- 
come actively  engaged  as  pastors, 
evangelists,  and  Christian  workers. 
GREAT  BIBLE   TEACHERS 

In  the  earlier  days  of  the  School, 
several  of  our  most  able  Bible  ex- 
positors came  to  its  aid.  The  first  of 
these  was  J.  B.  Ellis,  a  former  school- 
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teacher  and  Methodist  minister.  His 
messages  and  Bible  teachings  were 
very  convincing  and  will  long  be 
shown  in  the  preaching  of  those  who 
attended  his  classes. 

Reverend  Ellis  was  followed  by 
Reverend  F.  J.  Lee,  a  very  pious  and 
holy  man  and  one  mighty  in  the 
Scriptures.  He  was  very  strong  in 
matters  pertaining  to  government 
and  discipline,  and  yet  was  loved  by 
all  who  knew  him. 

Third  in  the  trio  of  Bible  scholars 
was  T.  S.  Payne,  an  ex-schoolteacher 
and  pioneer  preacher.  His  messages 
and  classroom  techniques  were  very 
strong  from  an  argumentative  stand- 
point, and  his  position  as  Superin- 
tendent of  the  Bible  School  makes 
his  name  go  down  in  history  as  one 
of  the  strong  Bible  School  characters. 
SCHOLASTIC    ACHIEVEMENT 

A  high  point  in  the  history  of  the 
Church    of    God    Bible    School    came 


when  it  was  decided  that  there  shoul 
be  a  high  school  department  in  th 
institution.  This  came  while  J.  I 
Walker  was  President  of  the  Schoo 
R.  R.  Walker,  B.  A.,  of  Morgantowr 
Mississippi,  was  employed  to  hea 
this  department.  The  high  school  de 
partment  was  a  success,  and  unde 
the  leadership  of  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  wh 
succeeded  J.  H.  Walker,  was  ac 
credited  by  the  State  of  Tennessee 
This  addition  of  the  high  school  de 
partment  created  even  a  greate 
thirst  for  education  and  the  deman 
for  the  expansion  of  the  Bible  Train 
ing  School.  Soon  plans  were  laid  fo 
the  addition  of  a  junior  college.  Thi 
certainly  was  another  great  step  i: 
the  march  of  progress  which  th 
School  had  been  enjoying.  It  wa 
added  to  the  School  while  Zeno  C 
Tharp  was  President. 
COLLEGE    BECOMES     ACCREDITEI 

Graduates  of  the  Bible  Trainin; 
School  and  College  have,  from  its  be 
ginning,  been  accepted  in  schools  o 
higher  learning  throughout  th 
United  States.  However,  no  forma 
accreditation  had  been  granted  b; 
any  school  or  agency  until  this  yeai 
It  became  great  news  this  year  when 
in  response  to  our  invitation,  th 
University  of  Tennessee  sent  an  ex 
amining  committee  to  look  over  ou 
college  and,  after  careful  consider 
ation,  granted  formal  recognition  o 
our  credits.  This  is  indeed  a  point  t( 
which  the  School  has  been  working 
but  it  is  not  the  end  of  the  march 
There  are  higher  scholastic  heights  t( 
attain,  and  the  administration  ha, 
plans  which  are  in  the  process  o: 
preparation  for  much  greater  expan- 
sion this  year.  It  can  and  must  evei 
be  said  of  the  institution,  "Th( 
Church  of  God  Bible  Training  Schoo 
marches  on!" 

THE    ONE-AND-ONE-HALF-MIL- 
LION-DOLLAR  PLANT 

The     first    term    of    Bible    Schoo 

opened  in  a  small  prayer  room  ovei 

(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Dur  College 
/Iccreditation 

By  Earl  M.  Tapley,  B.A.,  M.A.,   Vice- 
President,  Dean  of  College  and  Reli- 
gious  Education   Divisions. 

On  April  23,  it  was  my  pleasure  to 
drive  over  to  Knoxville  and  bring  to 
Our  school  an  inspection  committee 
from  the  University  of  Tennessee, 
fhis  committee  was  composed  of  Dr. 
Ft.  F.  Thomason,  Registrar  of  the  Uni- 
versity; Dr.  Grady  L.  Adkisson,  As- 
sociate Registrar;  and  Dr.  Eugene  A. 
.Waters,  Coordinator  of  University  Re- 
search and  Chairman  of  the  Commit- 
;ee  on  Graduate  Programs. 

'  They  had  come  at  the  invitation  of 
brother  Simmons  and  me  to  examine 
pur  junior  college  and  determine 
Whether  it  was  meeting  the  academic 
requirements  for  accreditation.  We  all 
had  a  pleasant  day  together.  Dr. 
thomason  addressed  our  student  body 
iuring  the  chapel  hour.  At  the  close 
3f  the  chapel,  the  members  of  the 
jommittee  took  over  their  pre- 
arranged tasks  of  examining  our 
icademic  records,  the  library,  qualifi- 
cations of  our  faculty,  and  such  other 
natters  as  they  considered  important 
in  evaluating  a  college.  As  I  drove 
them  back  to  Knoxville  at  the  close 
Df  the  day,  Dr.  Thomason  commended 
Dur  school  as  being  basically  sound 
is  an  educational  institution  and 
moving  in  the  right  direction  to  be- 
come a  great  school.  I  was  already 
very  optimistic  about  their  report, 
which  came  a  few  days  later.  The 
good  news  of  it  you  have  already 
leard. 

A  number  of  times  since  their  visit, 
these  educators  have  told  me  they 
:ound  a  far  better  college,  with  much 
oetter  educational  planning,  than 
;hey  had  actually  expected  of  our 
college.  They  ate  with  us  in  the  col- 
ege  dining  hall  on  the  day  of  their 
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visit  and  they  have  expressed  amaze- 
ment at  how  our  church  is  able  to 
operate  such  a  high  type  school  and 
furnish  such  meals  and  accommo- 
dations for  the  low  rates  we  charge 
for  board  and  tuition. 

For  the  past  three  or  four  years, 
graduates  of  our  junior  college,  hav- 
ing discovered  the  riches  of  a  college 
education,  have  been  entering  out- 
standing colleges  and  universities 
throughout  the  Nation.  Credits  from 
our  junior  college  have  been  widely 
accepted  by  other  institutions.  But 
there  was  ever  that  fear  on  the  part 
of  our  college  students  that  the  two 
years'  credit  earned  here  would  likely 
be  refused  because  it  was  earned  in 
an  unaccredited  college.  We  are  hap- 
py to  state  that  our  students  need  no 
longer  fear  such  an  academic  penalty 
being  imposed  upon  them.  Hereafter, 
they  mav  take  the  first  two  years  of 
their  work  at  our  own  Bible  Training 
School   and   College   and   receive   full 
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credit  for  work  done.  Parents  can 
send  their  boys  and  girls  to  our  school 
next  year,  knowing  they  are  not  only 
getting  the  best  in  spiritual  develop- 
ment, but  they  are  also  being  given 
sound  and  accredited  academic  train- 
ing equal  to  that  of  other  standard 
colleges  and  universities. 

THE  MEANING  OF  ACCREDITATION 
There  are  two  ways  in  which  a  col- 
lege can  receive  accreditation.  First, 
it  can  submit  for  inspection  its  aca- 
demic records,  the  training  and  de- 
grees of  its  faculty,  and  its  entire  edu- 
cational program  and  facilities,  to  the 
state  university  of  the  state  in  which 
the  college  is  located.  If  the  institu- 
tion can  pass  the  rigid  inspection,  its 
work  is  then  accepted  as  accredited 
college  work.  The  school  is  listed  as 
accredited  by  the  state  university,  and 
the  university  recommends  that  other 
institutions  accept  the  work  of  the 
school  as  standard.  This  is  the  present 
status  of  our  junior  college. 

Secondly,  a  college  receives  formal 
accreditation  by  joining  the  regional 
association  of  colleges  representing 
the  particular  area  in  which  the  col- 
lege is  located.  In  our  case,  it  would 
be  membership  in  the  Southern  As- 
sociation of  Colleges  and  Secondary 
Schools.  Membership  in  this  associ- 
ation is  obtained  by  making  formal 
application  for  membership  and  sub- 
mitting the  school  to  a  formal  in- 
spection by  the  officers  of  the  as- 
sociation. Many  colleges  and  uni- 
versities, some  of  them  nationally 
known  institutions,  do  not  belong  to 
a  regional  association.  Belonging  to 
an  association  is  not  necessary  for 
accreditation,  but  it  does  increase  the 
academic  recognition  given  a  college. 
For  this  reason  we  hope  to  join  the 
Southern  Association  of  Colleges  and 
Secondary  Schools  as  our  next  step 
up  the  ladder  of  recognized  academic 
standing. 

There  might  be  given  a  third  meth- 
od by  which  a  college  receives  a  sort 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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"Good-bye,  Helen,  I'll  see  you  next  year 
in  Cleveland.  The  campus,  dormitories, 
classrooms,  cafeteria,  and  the  town  of 
Sevierville  will  always  remain  among  our 
pleasant  school-day  memories,  but  it  is 
with  much  anticipation  and  even  with  more 
interest  that  we  look  forward  next  year  to 
the  greatest  term  in  the  history  of  our 
school.  More  opportunities  for  recreation,  a 
broader  curriculum,  a  larger  plant,  the  ad- 
vantage of  a  well-trained  Christian  faculty, 
and  the  benefits  of  association  with  the 
best  young  people  of  our  church  will  be  of- 
fered." 

"Yes,  Martin,  and  the  opportunity  to 
train  for  Christian  service  and  to  develop 
socially,  spiritually,  and  intellectually  are 
very  good.  I  am  sure  we  can  have  the  best 
term  ever  at  our  new  location.  Have  an  en- 
joyable vacation  and  when  students  from 
everywhere  begin  to  gather  on  the  campus 
in  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  next  year  I  will 
see  you  there.  Good-bye  until  September  ]-." 
Students  from  everywhere  are  looking  for- 
ward to  the  opening  of  the  next  term  of 
school.  Bible  Training  School  and  College 
offers  a  standard  education  in  a  Christian 
environment.  The  courses  offered  in  the 
High  School  are  fully  accredited  by  the 
Tennessee  State  Department  of  Education. 
The  Department  of  Religious  Education  of- 
fers standard  courses  for  Christian  work- 
ers, ministers  and  missionaries.  The  work  in 
the  Junior  College  is  now  approved  by  the 
University  of  Tennessee. 

Young  people,  do  you  realize  that  our 
church  is  looking  toward  us  to  carry  on  the 
great  cause  of  Christ?  Therefore,  it  is  our 
responsibility,  as  well  as  our  opportunity,  to 
prepare  ourselves  to  face  the  future. 

Write  the  Registrar's  Office  for  a  catalog 
and  information. 
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Happy  Times  at   G 


Thanks,   Brother   Bridges,  for  the  good  eats 
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WELCOME  TO  LEE  COLLEGE 

3y  Rev.  James  L.   Slay,  Pastor  First 
Church,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

Cleveland,  with  outstretched  arms, 
welcomes  the  return  of  one  of  her 
lative  institutions;  welcomes  a  group, 
;hat  returns  not  to  an  inadequate  and 
mtiquated  institution,  but  to  a 
splendid  array  of  imposing  buildings 
;hat  dot  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
campuses  of  the  Nation.  Yes,  the 
Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School 
s  coming  back  to  Cleveland  with  a 
lew  name  and  with  a  new  vision. 

The  words  above  might  well  be  used 
;o  voice  the  sentiment  of  all  Cleve- 
and.  Not  only  will  Lee  College  find 
i  smile  and  greeting  from  the  six 
Churches  of  God  in  and  around 
Cleveland,  but  it  will  find  a  group  of 
;itizens  that  is  proud  to  see  another 
iddition  to  the  growing  Church  of 
3od.  And  well  might  we  all  be  elated, ' 
for  was  it  not  in  Cleveland,  in  the 
/ear  1906,  that  the  mighty  Pentecostal 
outpouring  started  the  small  group  of 
aumble  folk  on  their  way  to  victory? 
rhe  Church  of  God,  although  not 
Driginally  organized  in  Cleveland,  did 


receive  its  impetus  here,  and  today 
is  one  of  the  strongest  factors  in  mak- 
ing Cleveland  one  of  the  biggest  little 
cities  in  the  world. 

All  of  us  feel  that  we  have  just 
cause  for  being  enthusiastic  about 
our  new  college  facilities.  Not  only  do 
we  possess  an  ideally  situated  and 
beautiful  campus  right  here  at  home, 
but  the  buildings  which  will  house  our 
students  and  classes  are,  for  the  most 
part,  new  and  efficient.  The  build- 
ings are  not  built  for  show,  but  are 
functional  in  design  and  will  serve 
us  for  years  to  come.  The  Alumni 
Building,  which  contains  most  of  the 
classrooms,  and  Memorial  Hall,  a  huge 
boys'  dormitory,  are  only  two  years 
old.  Then  there  are  Bachelor  Hall 
and  Georgia  Creel  Hall,  two  other 
dormitories  which  are  less  than  four 
years  old.  Altogether  there  are  thirty- 
one  buildings  on  the  campus  which 
embraces   several    acres. 

We,  in  Cleveland,  know  about  the 
campus,  and  the  pictures  in  this  paper 
will  give  you  some  idea  of  its  beauty, 
but  we  have  yet  to  see  the  student 
body  which  will  certainly  surpass  the 


fondest  expectations  of  us  all.  The 
Bob  Jones  College  students  leave  a 
splendid  record  in  Cleveland  and  we 
feel  safe  in  saying  our  young  people 
of  Lee  College  will  live  up  to  all  of 
our  expectations.  The  Church  of  God 
has  some  of  the  finest  young  people 
in  the  world  and  we  do  thank  God 
that  you  can  be  here  at  Headquarters, 
not  only  to  see  the  scope  of  the 
Church  work,  but  to  present  an  added 
array  to  the  gallery  of  accomplish- 
ments which  mark  the  progress  of  the 
Church  of  God  here  at  the  home  base. 
If  any  of  you,  who  read  this  article, 
have  had  any  qualms  about  entering 
school  this  fall,  let  it  be  settled  now 
that  you  will  be  with  us.  Lee  College 
is  by  far  the  finest  Pentecostal  college 
in  the  world,  and  we  say  this  knowing- 
there  are  other  splendid  schools  which 
stand  for  the  full  gospel.  However,  we 
do  feel  justified  in  saying  that,  with 
our  student  body,  which  after  all 
makes  the  school,  and  our  splendid 
faculty,  we  have  something  which 
will  be  a  thunderous  testimony  to  the 
"power  of  Pentecost"  and  the  deter- 
mination of  the  Church  of  God  to 
come  behind  in  no  good  gift. 
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Youth  and  Mi, 


issions 


REV.  J.  STEWART  BRINSFIELD 


There  is  no  price  that  can  be  placed 
upon  youth.  His  adventurousness, 
courage  and  vision  are  attributes 
which  money  cannot  buy.  I  say  at- 
tributes advisedly.  Our  country  and 
our  institutions  in  every  phase  of  life 
seek  such  as  youth  alone  has  to  offer. 
The  brain,  as  well  as  the  brawn,  of 
young  America  is  one  of  our  greatest 
assets. 

America  is  the  land  of  youth  and 
freedom.  America  is  young,  vigorous 
and  strong.  She  is  the  symbol  of  liber- 
ty and  justice  for  all.  America  has 
not  grown  old  and  callous.  She  is  not 
as  much  concerned  with  the  figures 
on  a  ledger  as  she  is  with  human 
values  and  spiritual  progress. 

Our  young  people  of  today  are 
blessed  with  the  privilege  of  living 
in  a  land  which  is  the  envy  of  the 
world  and  the  delight  of  her  citizens. 

God  has  endowed  us  with  such  gifts 
of  providence  as  to  impose  upon  us 
the  responsibility  of  serving  as  the 
sending  agency  of  the  good  neivs  of 
salvation  to  all  the  world. 

When  we  look  back  a  few  years  and 
survey  the  growth  and  progress  of 
the  Church  of  God  in  every  phase  of 
Christian  and  philanthropic  service, 
we  are  constrained  to  humbly  and 
joyfully  exclaim,  "Behold,  what  God 
hath  wrought!"  All  of  this  success  in 
the  Lord's  service  imposes  upon  us  a 
tremendous    responsibility. 

God  is  blessing  our  foreign  mission- 
ary enterprise  with  outstanding  suc- 
cess in  soul-winning.  In  fact,  the  field 
is  so  large  and  the  work  is  rolling  with 
such  momentum  under  the  impulse  of 
the  Spirit,  that  thousands  are  actual- 
ly being  won  all  over  the  world. 

At  this  time,  we  have  hundreds  who 
are  asking  to  be  sent  to  various  mis- 
sion fields.  But  due  to  the  tremendous 
growth  of  our  work  and  the  heavy 
financial  responsibilities,  the  Board 
is  requiring  the  applicants  to  meet 
high  requirements,  not  only  in 
character  and  background,  but  also 
in  education.  The  Foreign  Missions 
Department  is  of  the  firm  opinion 
that  we  must  send  only  the  finest 
and  best  qualified  to  represent  the 
Church  in  the  foreign  fields,  which 
are  white  unto  harvest. 

One  of  the  greatest  needs  we  have 
is  for  qualified  people  who  have  the 
experience  and  training  necessary  to 
establish  schools  in  the  mission  fields 
for  the  purpose  of  training  the  natives 
so  they  can  preach  the  gospel  to  their 
own  people.  God  needs  people  who 
have  alert  minds  and  splendid  Chris- 
tian character,  with  well-trained 
minds,  and,  above  all,  with  a  burning, 
definite  call  from  God.  Our  objective 
is  to  establish  an  indigenous  Church 
of  God  in  every  land.  We  salute  the 
vision  of  our  leaders  in  the  promotion 
of  the  work  of  our  grand  movement. 
Just  as  in  the  past  we  have  led  the 
way  in  the  development  of  a  strong 
and  united   Pentecostal   organization, 


with  an  aggressive  central  church 
government,  now,  the  Church  of  God 
leads  the  way  in  the  development  of 
an  educationally  sound  and  accred- 
ited Junior  College,  where  young  men 
and  women,  who  have  the  blessing  of 
Pentecost,  can  pursue  a  liberal  arts 
education. 

The  Missions  Department  of  the 
Church  is  allied  with  every  part  of 
our  effort  at  home,  and  we  are  espe- 
cially dependent  on  all.  The  education- 
al department  of  the  Movement  will 
train  and  prepare  our  God-called, 
consecrated  young  people,  who  will 
represent  you  on  every  mission  field 
of  the  world. 

Lee  College  will  inarch  on!  The 
Church  of  God  has  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  world  in  its  view  and, 
as  it  goes  forward,  Lee  College  is 
destined  to  keep  abreast  of  the  situ- 
ation and  be  ready  to  supply  the 
men  and  women  of  today  and  tomor- 
row. 


LINES  TO  THE  GRADUATE 

Bessie  Trull  Law        ' 

We  see  you  step  with  spirit  high 
Where  many  feet  have  traveled; 
Undaunted  though  your  problems  h\ 
Ahead  to  be  unraveled; 
Unconscious  that  the  careless  parti 
Of  life  is  now  behind  you. 
Be  faithful  and  stay  pure  in  heart 
So  happiness  will  find  you. 


Dear  Ruth:  Nursing  as  a  lifework  it 
one  of  the  greatest  callings  one  ca 
have.  To  be  able  to  comfort  a  trouble 
heart  and  help  to  ease  the  pain  of  on 
who  is  afflicted  should  be  desired  b 
everyone.  Men  and  women  are  mor 
easily  led  to  Christ  when  afflictio: 
comes,  and  a  Christian  nurse  can  hel 
them  as  no  one  else  can.  I  am  gla 
God  is  leading  you  out  and  we  are  sur 
you  will  make  a  much  better  mission 
ary  because  of  this  training.  We  ar 
hoping  that  others  may  be  led  to  sa;j 
yes  to  God  if  He  calls  along  this  path 
way  of  service.  God  bless  you,  Ruth| 
and  make  you  a  blessing. — Ed. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

God  bless  you  and  your  efforts  in  behalf  of  us  young  folk.  The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  blessing 
to  so  many  people  all  over  the  world. 

I  am  a  student  nurse  at  the  University  of  Maryland  Hospital.  A  girl  friend  at  our  churcl 
pays  for  a  roll  of  papers  each  month  for  me  to  give  out  here. 

I  have  often,  in  the  past  few  months,  thought  I  would  write  to  you,  and  I  believe  now  i; 
a  good  time  to  tell  you  how  I  feel  about  the  nursing  profession.  It  is  graduation  time  and 
you  have  an  infhience  on  many  young  people  who  are  about  to  choose  their  lifework.   I  an 

sure  there  are  many  girls  who  feel  they  would  like  t( 
be  worth-while  and  help  others,  yet  do  not  feel  abli 
to  preach  or  sing  or  do  some  actual  evangelistic  work 
.,  Nursing  is  a  Christian  profession,  founded  by  Christiail 
women  on  Christlike  ideals.  Any  girl  with  a  high-school 
education  and  a  little  perseverance  can  be  a  nurse.  She 
should  be  a  real  Christian,  however,  with  a  desire  t< 
promote  His  kingdom.  The  nurse  has  a  great  influencf 
on  her  patients,  and  even  on  her  associates;  and  jusi! 
think  of  the  good  that  could  be  accomplished  if  mors! 
nurses  were  Christians.  It  is  sad  when  a  patient  it 
facing  the  grim  reality  of  death,  and  his  nurse  has  nc 
firm  foundation  of  faith  to  help  in  his  hour  of  greatesl 
need. 

Of  course,  every  nurse  has  to  work  and  study  hard 
but  then,  so  does  anyone  who  makes  a  success  in  life 
And  there  is  no  income,  either,   for  the  three  years  ol 
training;   but  what  other  school  or  college  pays  you  tc 
attend?   Then,   after   graduation,   one   has   a   well-paying 
profession,   is  looked   up   to   by   most  of  the   world,   and 
has  unlimited  possibilities  for  personal  evangelism,  that1 
is,  for  the"  girl  who  is  looking  for  a  satisfying  vocation.l 
And,   by  the  way,  there  is  also  a  need  for  male  nurses. 
I   suppose   you   are   wondering   how   all   this    fits   into 
my  life,  since  the  last  time  you  saw  me  I  was  in  B.T.S. 
studying  to  be  a  missionary  to  China.  Well,  this  is  just 
the  next  step  in  my  missionary  training.  I'm  still  long-! 
ing  for  the  school   days  to   end   so   I  can   go  to   China. 
Sometimes   that   day   seems   infinitely   far   away,    but   I 
remember   then   a   friend's   encouraging   words   that   "no 
time  is  lost  in  sharpening  the  sickle"  for  a  full  harvest. 
I   believe   a   nursing   education   will   make  me   a   better 
missionary  in  the  end.  Also,  I  have  a  wonderful  oppor- 
tunity to  study  the  language  when  I  have  time.  I  have 
made  the  acquaintance  of  a  Chinese  girl  who  is  study- 
ing  music   at   the   Peabody    Institute.    She    refuses    any 
remuneration,    for    she    said,    "China    needs    you."    Her 
face   just  glowed  when   I  told   her  of  the  many  others 
I  know  who  want  to   go,   too.   The  Chinese   people   not 
only  are  ready  to  accept  us,  but  are  begging  us  to  "come 
over  and  help  them." 
Sister  Harrison,  there  is  one  other  lesson  I  am  now  learning  and  enjoying  as  much  as  any, 
that  is  tolerance.  Baltimore  is  a  city  of  many  and  varied  races,  and  the  hospital  is  no  exception. 
My  roommates  are  Polish,  Lithuanian,  and  Jewfsh.  They  have  become  very  dear  to  me,  and  I 
understand  their  racial  problems  better  than  ever  before,  especially  the  Jews.  My  Jewish  room- 
mate is  training  to  go  to  Palestine  to  help  her  people,  so  we  feel  we  have  much  in  common. 
Our  acquaintance  has  given  me  a  burden  for  them,  and  I  wish  our  people  would  pray  for  the 
Jews  whose  problems  are  greater  than  we  realize. 

Thanks.  Sister  Harrison,  for  the  little  chat,  and  all  your  encouragements.  I  really  appreciate, 
too,  my  Bible  Training  School  background,  which  makes  me  sure  when  the  tests  come.  Pray 
for  us;  I  know  you  are.  I'll  not  forget  you. — Ruth  Carmine,  620  West  Lombard  St.,  Baltimore  1, 
Maryland. 
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The  Most  Noble  Life 

Baccalaureate  Message  by  U.  D.  Tidivell,  delivered  at  B.T.S.  and  College, 
Sevierville,  Tennessee,  May  18,  1947. 


Text:  "What  is  your  life?"  James 
4:14. 

We  do  not  wish  to  speak  of  life 
merely  as  a  physical  existence  but  as 
it  affects  other  human  beings — life 
and  what  it  is  worth  to  others.  I 
know  there  are  some  who  evaluate 
life  according  to  the  fame  one  might 
have  gained,  or  the  wealth  one  might 
have  amassed.  But  a  bank  balance 
does  not  express  the  true  worth  of 
life.  "For  a  man's  life  consisteth  not 
in  the  abundance  of  the  things  which 
he  possesseth,"  Luke  12:15,  said  the 
world's  greatest  Teacher.  The  noble 
life  is  not  what  one  can  get  out  of  the 
world  but  what  can  be  given  to  the 
world — in  service,  hard  work,  and 
self-sacrifice  in  some  needy  field  of 
human  endeavor. 

The  names  of  the  great  are  im- 
mortalized by  their  deeds  and  what 
they  contribute  to  the  good  of  hu- 
manity and  advancement  of  civili- 
zation. It  is  not  the  receiver  of  gifts 
who  is  long  remembered,  but  the 
giver.  The  greatest  recipe  for  happi- 
ness is  to  strive  to  make  others  happy. 
"OTHERS"  would  be  a  good  motto  for 
each  one's  life,  regardless  of  the  field 
in  which  he  labors.  This  viewpoint  is 
also  substantiated  by  the  apostle 
Paul  who  said,  "Look  not  every  man 
on  his  own  things,  but  every  man  also 
on  the  things  of  others,"  Philippians 
2:4.  Our  Savior  also  taught  us  to  love 
one  another  and  to  love  our  neighbor 
as  ourself.  He  Himself  came  not  to  be 
ministered  unto,  but  to  minister,  and 
to  give  His  life  a  ransom  for  many. 
It  was  in  that  day  as  it  is  today: 
those  who  had  authority  exercised 
dominion  over  others;  but  Christ 
said,  "Whosoever  will  be  great  among 
you,  let  him  be  your  minister;  and 
whosoever  will  be  chief  among  you, 
let  him  be  your  servant." 

The  record  of  Christ's  life  was,  "He 


went  everywhere  doing  good."  He  also 
spurned  earthly  wealth,  pomp,  and 
glory,  and  made  Himself  of  no  repu- 
tation. He  was  identified  with  the 
poor,  and  the  common  people  heard 
Him  gladly.  He  went  where  He  was 
needed  most.  If  we  are  to  be  His 
disciples,  we  must  follow  Him  and 
accept  His  teaching  and  philosophy 
of  life.  Hear  the  challenge,  "If  any 
man  will  come  after  me,  let  him  deny 
himself,  and  take  up  his  cross  daily 
and  follow  me."  To  imitate  His  noble 
life,  one  must  have  eyes  to  see  the 
need  of  lost,  suffering  humanity; 
eyes  of  pity  for  the  poor  and  for- 
saken; ears  to  hear  the  groans  of  the 
suffering,  the  cry  of  the  needy;  one 
must  have  hands  ready  to  help  those 
in  need;  and  feet  consecrated  to  the 
service  of  God,  for  it  is  written,  "How 
beautiful  are  the  feet  of  them,"  Rom- 
ans  10:15. 

I  think  of  a  story  in  a  reader  of 
the  lower  grades  which  I  read  years 
ago.  The  title  was  "Eyes  and  No  Eyes." 
It  was  the  story  of  two  boys  who  went 
out  into  the  fields  and  woods  to 
spend  the  day  with  the  birds  and 
flowers  and  trees.  To  the  boy  named 
Eyes,  it  was  a  great  adventure.  All 
day  long  he  found  interest  and  de- 
light, because  he  saw  birds  he  had 
never  seen  before.  Their  songs  and 
chirps,  and  even  their  very  colors 
were  of  intense  interest  to  him.  He 
found  new  flowers  and  discovered 
new  trees  and  shrubbery.  He  also 
saw  little  animals.  Though  he  did  not 
know  their  names,  he  described  them 
so  perfectly  to  his  teacher  that  she 
could  recognize  them.  He  came  back 
with  a  delightful  story.  No  Eyes  had 
exactly  the  opposite  experience.  The 
trees  and  flowers  did  not  attract  him. 
He  saw  nothing  new  and  nothing  of 
any  interest  to  him.  He  saw  nothing 
to  delight  him  in  the  birds  and  ani- 


mals. The  few  things  he  had  to  tell, 
upon  his  return,  was  an  evil  report. 
The  story  is  so  true  to  life  it  needs 
no  elucidation. 

Jesus  Christ  taught  men  how  to 
live,  how  to  live  the  abundant  life. 
"She  that  liveth  in  pleasure  is  dead 
while  she  liveth,"  said  St.  Paul.  This 
pictures  the  self-centered  life.  The 
one  who  is  always  seeking  things  for 
his.  won  profit  and  pleasure  still 
has  the  scales  of  selfishness  over  his 
eyes,  blinding  him  so  that  he  cannot 
see  the  most  noble  life.  Such  people 
get  very  little  joy  out  of  living.  Noth- 
ing can  enrich  a  life  and  bring  more 
joy  than  the  knowledge  that  others 
have  been  helped,  blessed  and  made 
happy  by  some  real  service  rendered 
for  the  benefit,  good  and  happiness  of 
others.  The  prince  of  the  Athenian 
philosophers  said,  "Know  thyself." 
The  greatest  apostle  said,  "Examine 
yourself."  Jesus  Christ  said,  "Deny 
yourself." 

All  the  teachings  of  Christ  were  for 
the  elevation,  salvation,  and  better- 
ment of  men.  Those  who  revel  in  the 
cheap,  chaffy  pleasures  of  the  world 
are  living  in  a  state  of  deadness.  Mil- 
lions are  living  such  lives  today,  liv- 
ing in  total  ignorance  of  the  abun- 
dant life.  There  is  enough  sound 
philosophy  and  Christian  ethics 
taught  in  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount, 
if  put  into  practice,  to  cause  men 
and  nations  to  live  together  in  peace. 
Christ  was  a  foe  to  covetousness,  self- 
ishness, and  greed.  These  things  have 
been  the  principal  cause  of  all  human 
sufferings  and  trouble  through  the 
ages.  These  have  caused  all  the  wars 
and  revolutions,  and  continue  to  push 
the  nations  on  toward  the  prophetical 
cataclysmic  end. 

All  of  Christ's  miracles  were 
wrought  for  the  good  of  humanity. 
Think  of  that  day  when  He  went 
by  the  pool  of  Bethesda  where  lay 
a  great  multitude  of  impotent  folk, 
of  blind,  halt,  withered,  waiting  for 
the  moving  of  the  water.  "And  a  cer- 
tain man  was  there  which  had  an 
infirmity  thirty  and  eight  years. 
When  Jesus  saw  him  lie,  and  knew 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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VAIEDSCTORY  ADDRESS 

By   CHARLOTTE   HEWETT 

Valedictorian  of  Class  of  1947,  in 
High   School 

As  we  searched  for  a  way  to  intro- 
duce the  ideas  which  we  wished  to 
present  at  this  graduation,  there  was 
William  Shakespeare  offering  us  a 
sterling  point,  "All  the  world's  a  stage, 
and  all  the  men  and  women  merely 
players.  .  ." 

This  does  not  mean,  however,  that 
all  of  us  possess  dramatic  talent,  and 
before  assuming  that  it  does,  we  hur- 
ry on  to  read:  "They  have  their  exits 
and  their  entrances  and  one  man  in 
his  time  plays  many  parts.  .  ."  A  more 
accurate  interpretation  and  the  inter- 
pretation, then,  which  we  should  like 
to  use  is  that  these  "many  parts"  are 
the  periods  in  our  development,  and 
the  stage  is  this  earth — on  which  the 
vast  panorama  of  life  itself  is  pro- 
duced. 

Therefore,  we  propose  a  play,  a  play 
in  which  each  member  of  the  class 
of  1947  will  assume  a  role.  The  three 
phases  of  development  through  which 
we  all  must  pass  are  the  three  acts 
of  this  play. 

Act  I,  the  past;  a  summary  of  our 
education. 

Act  II,  the  present;  a  vital  period  of 
transition. 

Act  III,  the  future;  a  large  question 
mark. 

Our  "little  red  schoolhouse"  days 
are  now  merely  a  part  of  our  memo- 
ries. Those  were  days  when  many  of 
us  trudged  reluctantly  to  school  to 
learn  our  first  lessons  in  the  three 
R's:  readin',  'ritin',  and  'rithmetic. 
Here,  also,  we  learned  to  better  adjust 
ourselves  to  group  life.  Having  passed 
this  age,  we  can  be  more  appreciative 
of  Shakespeare's  ".  .  .the  whining 
schoolboy,  with  satchel  and  shining 
morning  face,  creeping  like  a  snail, 
unwillingly,  to  school."  Now  we  can 
look  back  on  the  scope  of  this  boy's 
lessons  with  a  clearer  perspective  of 
the    purposes    and    functions    of    his 
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school— and  of  ours. 

We,  today,  as  high  school  seniors' 
have  reached  a  goal  for  which  we 
have  been  striving  for  twelve  years. 
For  many  of  us,  a  program  of  formal 
and  closely  regulated  education  is 
now  concluded.  Realizing  that  "an 
idle  youth  means  a  needy  age,"  and 
that  "young  men  should  be  learners 
while  old  men  are  actors,"  our  edu- 
cators have  offered  us  a  definite  pro- 
gram  of   useful    experiences. 

Our  world  is  essentially  a  working 
world.  Thus,  it  is  important  to  know 
whether  or  not  we  have  been  so  pre- 
pared that  we  shall  be  able  to  as- 
sume the  economic  responsibilities 
that  are  awaiting  us.  From  mathe- 
matics we  have  grasped  the  funda- 
mental concept  of  numbers;  from 
science,  certain  material  relationships 
which  exist. 

We've  been  taught  cooking,  sewing, 
typing,  or  some  other  useful  art.  Yes, 
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we  were  certainly  given  opportunity 
to  gain  that  body  of  skills  called  prac- 
tical knowledge. 

But  after  this  is  learned,  we  recog- 
nize a  want  beyond  the  necessities, 
a  natural  inclination  toward  deeper 
learning.  During  our  four  years  of 
high  school,  a  basis  has  been  given  to 
satisfy  this  less  tangible  desire  for  - 
culture.  For  example,  the  purpose  of 
a  language  is  to  enable  an  exchange 
of  ideas;  so  we  have  studied  Latin, 
French,  or  Spanish. 

We  have  done  exploratory  work  in 
fields  of  music  and  literature,  where- 
by a  means  is  found  for  self- 
expression  and  interpretation  of 
others'  views.  Before  studying  English 
literature,  we  avoided  Shakespearean 
plays  as  something  vague  and  incom- 
prehensive;  after  a  semester  of  di- 
rected study,  we  can  really  appreciate 
his  works  and  realize  his  greatness. 
If  such  training  has  had  any  effect, 
we  should  continue  to  find  ourselves — 
without  teacher  direction — enjoying 
the  best  in  music  and  literature. 

These  skills  and  appreciations  are 
not  enough.  Our  schools  have  not  ful- 
filled their  purposes  in  giving  us  these 
two  kinds  of  experiences.  There  is 
still  another — a  more  vital  program  of 
training — one  that  will  prepare  us 
to  enter  the  established  social  order. 

Success  in  school,  as  everywhere, 
is  dependent  on  the  ability  of  the 
individual  to  adapt  himself  to  many 
and  diverse  personalities.  Most  of  i.« 
cannot  remember  having  memorized 
a  lesson  on  "Co-operation,"  yet  do 
know  with  complete  clarity  what  the 
word  implies.  Each  of  us  must  share 
certain  tasks,  promote  many  unified 
interests,  and  take  upon  ourselves, 
for  the  safety  of  all,  certain  common 
responsibilities. 

It  has  been  and  is  the  great  task 
of  schools  to  draw  the  diverse  people, 
with  their  variety  of  backgrounds 
and  purposes,  into  the  compact  unit 
upon  which  rests  the  strength  of  this 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Valedictory  Address 

By  Clarence  Harris,  Religious  Education 


ACT  2 

The  opening  scene  of  the  second 
zt  of  our  play  is  going  on  at  this 
Loment  because  it  is  today  that  Act 

begins.  It  is  the  act  of  the  present. 

During  the  past  years,  we  have 
sen  working  hard  toward  this  goal, 
)  come  marching  down  the  aisle  in 
ar  caps  and  gowns  to  hear  our  names 
illed  at  commencement  and  to  be 
warded  our  diplomas,  certifying  that 
ertain  required  courses  have  been 
itisfactorily  completed.  They  will 
;and  for  time  spent  in  Religious 
ducation,  High  School  and  Junior 
ollege  activities. 

With  these  now  accomplished,  and 
iplomas  in  hand,  we  plan  to  leave 
;hool  to  go  out  into  the  world,  a 
orld  with  outstretched  arms  of  op- 
ortunities  and  activities  awaiting  us. 
fe  are  sure  there  will  be  places  into 
hich  we  might  fit.  For  those  who 
ave  felt  the  call  of  God  upon  their 
ves  into  the  ministry,  and  who  have 
;alously  and  sincerely  given  them- 
:lves  to  prayer  and  study  here  in 
:hool,  there  is  certainly  a  whole- 
earted  welcome  from  the  field  of 
tbor  and  the  Church  of  God.  Still 
lere  are  others  of  our  group  who  will 
3  entering  the  business  world  and 
ill    be    going     from     here    with    the 


necessary  qualifications  to  meet  the 
needs  of  their  field.  In  whatever 
field  of  labor  we  may  choose  to  enter, 
whether  in  full-time  Christian  work, 
or  in  the  business  world,  or  in  the 
factory,  there  is  certainly  a  need  for 
Christian  workers.  Some  of  us  shall 
go  on  into  deeper  studies  with  a  de- 
termined effort  to  be  so  balanced 
mentally,  physically,  and  spiritually, 
as  to  be  a  greater  blessing  to  you 
our  parents,  our  friends,  the  Church, 
and  the  world  at  large. 

Today  we  must  realize  a  basic  un- 
derstanding between  you  and  us.  I 
should  like  to  speak  to  you  about 
privileges  and  responsibilities — privi- 
leges, that  we,  the  graduating  class  of 
1947,  have  received.  We,  as  students, 
feel  so  fortunate  to  have  such  a  splen- 
did institution  which  we  have  been 
privileged  to  attend.  There  are  many 
things  for  which  we  can  express  our 
appreciation,  which  are  not  prevalent 
in  the  ordinary  school.  The  offer  of 
three  departments;  namely,  Religious 
Education,  High  School  and  Junior 
College,  all  in  one  school,  is  certainly 
to  be  appreciated;  a  place  where  the 
youth  and  adults  who  have  been 
denied  an  education  in  years  gone  by, 
can  come  and  receive  academic 
courses.  Secondly,  and  certainly  none 
of  lesser  importance,  the  spiritual  en- 


vironment that  envelops  the  School 
and  all  of  its  sponsored  activities; 
a  place  where  we,  the  youth,  have 
felt  the  inspiration  of  God  in  our 
faculty,  and  also  felt  the  unity  and 
love  of  both  faculty  and  fellow  stu- 
dents in  classrooms  and  in  campus 
life;  a  school  that  has  offered  us  a 
storehouse  of  academic  wealth  and, 
at  the  same  time,  nourished  us  on  the 
things  of  God,  deepening  our  under- 
standing, broadening  our  minds,  and 
instilling  within  our  very  souls  a  de- 
sire to  be  an  example  of  youth  in 
Christian  education.  I  believe  the 
class  of  1947  will  go  forth  as  a  burn- 
ing torch  for  this  great  school,  by 
proving,  through  means  of  word  and 
deeds,  the  slogan,  "Education  with 
Consecration." 

But  all  of  these  privileges  have  not 
come  without  cost,  cost  that  cannot 
be  measured  nor  valued  in  dollars 
and  cents.  Our  schooling  here  has 
been  made  possible  by  you  our  par- 
ents, the  great  Church  to  which  the 
School  belongs,  and  to  those  of  the 
Church  who  have  blazed  the  trail  of 
hardship  in  the  years  gone  by.  Many 
of  you  have  sacrificed  greatly  for 
your  children,  whom  you  expect  to 
see  tomorrow  receiving  the  certificate 
of  a  job  well  done.  To  all  who  have 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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In  the  Nation's  spotlight  appears  a  young  man,  Brady  Dennis,  who 
hecame  a  Christian  at  the  age  of  thirteen.  In  the  organization  of  the 
Church  of  God  at  Markleysburg,  Pennsylvania,  he  became  a  charter 
member  in  1931.  In  the  year  of  1935,  feeling  his  call  to  the  ministry, 
he  attended  Bible  Training  School  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  and 
graduated  with  the  class  of  1937-38.  Many  souls  have  been  led  to  God 
through  his  ministry.  After  his  marriage  to  Miss  Florence  Welch,  at 
Somerset,  Pennsylvania,  he  accepted  his  first  pastorate  at  Cross  Keys 
in   that  state. 

Brady  has  achieved  some  outstanding  successes  as  pastor  and  evan- 
gelist in  the  Church  of  God.  While  pastor  of  the  Church  of  God  in 
Pontiac,  Michigan,  the  Lord  wonderfully  blessed  his  efforts  in  the 
supervising  of  the  building  of  a  twenty-thousand-dollar  brick  church. 
After  three  successful  years  there,  he  left  with  the  property  free  of 
debt.  At  the  present  time  he  is  serving  as  state  youth  director  of 
West  Virginia.  Under  his  supervision  the  work  is  showing  outstand- 
ing progress.  In  comparison  with  other  states  in  that  group,  West 
Virginia  has  taken  first  place  in  percentage  of  gain  in  a  number  of 
things.  When  the  year's  work  is  done  and  the  reckoning  day  arrives,  we 
predict  that  West  Virginia  will  be  running  neck  and  neck  with  the 
victors  in  our  National  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  Contest.  We  say, 
"Hats  off"  to  Brady   Dennis  for  his  great  work! 


Winona  Stanley  was  born  February  4,  in  the  year  1925,  the  daughter 
of  a  Church  of  God  preacher,  who  then  was  pastoring  the  church  at 
Copperhill.  She  has  always  been  possessed  with  an  aptitude  for  music, 
and  has  studied  voice  consistently  since  she  was  thirteen  years  of 
age,  being  under  the  tutelage  of  Professor  Howerton,  of  Atlanta; 
Professor  Otis  L.  McCoy,  Cleveland,  Tennessee;  Cadek  Conservatory, 
Chattanooga;  Bible  Training  School  and  College,  Sevierville;  Bob 
Jones  College,  Cleveland,  Tennessee.  She  will  major  in  voice  at 
Birmingham  Southern  next  term. 

She  has  been  voice  instructor  in  Bible  Training  School.  It  was  here 
she  met  Reverend  Perdue  Stanley.  The  meeting  led  to  their  mar- 
riage in  June,  1944.  Brother  Stanley  expects  to  receive  his  college 
degree  from  Birmingham  Southern  next  spring. 

Winona  has  a  beautiful  voice  and  winsome  personality.  She  well 
deserves  her  place  in  the  August  SPOTLIGHT,  for  she  already  has  a 
prominent  place  in  the  hearts  of  those  who  know  her. 

Incidentally,  she  is  the  daughter  of  Reverend  and  Mrs.  John  C. 
Jernigan. 


THE  PARADE  OF  REPORTS- 


-This  month  we  are  featuring  reports  of  State  Youth  Conventions.  Each  will  prove 

an  inspiring  epistle  of  truly  great  meetings. 


NORTH   CAROLINA   YOUTH    CONGRESS 
MEETS  IN  KANNAPOLIS 
MAY  7,  8  AND  9 

Cloudbursts  of  blessings  came  roll- 
ing and  tumbling  down  as  hundreds 
of  voices  offered  praise  to  God.  A 
little  bit  of  heaven  descended  and 
settled  in  our  midst.  Youth  and  God 
were  in  one  accord  as  the  second  an- 
nual Youth  Congress  of  North  Caro- 
lina successfully  opened,  passed,  and 
closed.  Now  it  is  only  a  memory;  but 
the  memory  is  not  in  vain,  for  the 
messages  and  helpful  suggestions  will 
live  on  and  grow  into  something  big 
and  wonderful. 

Let's  look  into  the  past  and  relive 
this  wonderful  experience.  Time  has 
turned  back  and  it  is  May  7  at  Kan- 
napolis.  North  Carolina.  The  service 
is  already  underway.  Brother  Harold 
Cato  is  leading  the  choir  and  it  is  real- 
ly singing.  Everyone  is  clapping  his 
hands  and  praising  God. 

When  asked  how  many  were  saved 
after  they  were  35  years  old,  a  sur- 
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prisingly  small  number  raised  their 
hands.  Most  of  these  present  were 
saved  while  they  were  yet  young. 

Do  you  hear  what  Brother  Ralph 
E.  Williams,  National  Youth  Director, 
is  saying?  Listen.  "There  have  been 
approximately  10,000  young  people 
saved  in  the  Church  of  God  during 
.  the  past  Assembly  year.  A  correspond- 
ing number  have  been  sanctified  and 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  There 
have  been  something  like  148  new 
Sunday  Schools  established  and 
about  177  new  Y.P.E. 's.  The  'Lighted 
Pathway'  is  going  good.  Orphanage 
money  is  accumulating.  The  world 
can  trust  the  young  people  of  the 
Church  of  God,  for  they  still  believe 
the  Bible  just  as  it  was  written." 

Thursday  morning  we  are  all  right 
back  at  church  ready  to  take  notes 
on  the  study  group  period,  "Y.P.E. 
Organization,"  led  '  by  Brother  Ralph 
Williams.  Mostly,  everyone  is  taking 
notes  so  he  can  take  the  information 
back   to  his  local  Y.P.E.  If  you  peep 


over  our  shoulders,  you  can  see  what 
we  are  writing.  The  purpose  of  the 
Y.P.E.  is  to  give  our  young  people 
training  in  church  membership  and 
to  develop  their  spiritual  life  to  the 
extent  that  they  can  reach  out  and 
lead  others  to  Christ.  In  order  to  at- 
tain this  purpose,  the  Y.P.E.  should 
give  young  people  training  in  the  fol- 
lowing things: 

1.  Bible  study— Part  of  each  Y.P.E. 
service  should  be  spent  in  Bible  study. 

2.  Public  speaking  or  testimony — 
Give  that  bashful  person  a  part  to 
do. 

3.  Praying  in  public  and  in  secret- 
Prayer  is  the  secret  of  Christian  life. 

4.  Stewardship,  or  using  their  tal- 
ents for  God. 

5.  Tithing  and  giving. 

6.  Leadership — Let  them  lead  a 
service  sometimes. 

7.  Worship — We  want  our  young 
people  to  worship  God  in  spirit  and 
in  truth. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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TEXAS    YOUTH    CONGRESS 

CONVENED 

JUNE  2-8,   INCLUSIVE 

The  Texas  state  youth  congress  was 
i  great  success,  so  stated  hundreds  of 
people  who  attended  it  from  begin- 
ling  to  ending.  We  were  privileged 
;o  have  with  us  our  National  Youth 
Director,  Rev.  Ralph  Williams.  He 
vas  a  great  blessing  to  our  youth  and 
ve  hope  to  see  the  day  soon  come 
vhen  Brother  Williams  can  be  on  the 
:ield  traveling  to  every  youth  con- 
gress. We  also  had  as  visitors,  Cecil 
Truesdell,  who  did  an  outstanding 
vork  with  our  Sunday  School  teach- 
ers; V.  B.  Rains,  of  Illinois;  Jack 
Drake,  of  New  Mexico;  Brother  Nick- 
;lson,  of  Louisiana;  and  many  other 
)ut-of-state  visitors,  who  were  all  a 
jreat  blessing  to  our  youth  congress, 
rhe  altar  was  filled  each  night  and  a 
arge  number  were  saved,  sanctified, 
ind  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

One  of  the  outstanding  features  of 
,his  congress  was  a  debate  by  our 
/oung  ministers  on  "Youth  Evangel- 
.sra,  Education,  Missions,  and  Boy 
Scouts."  They  held  the  large  audi- 
mce  spellbound  throughout  the  debate, 
ind  the  power  of  God  fell  even  while 
,he  debate  was  going  on.  It  concluded 
vith  the  decision  of  the  judges  going 
;o  education  and  convincing  the  en- 
;ire  audience  of  the  need  of  each  of 
;hese  works  being  carried  on  in  the 
jreat  Church  of  God. 

Another  outstanding  feature  of  the 
tTouth  Congress  was  our  study  periods 
m  "D.V.B.S.,"  "How  to  Build  the  Sun- 
iay  School  and  Y.P.E.,"  "Sunday 
School  Home  Departments,"  "Youth 
md  Music,"  and  "Youth  Evangelism." 
/Vhile  the  latter  subject  was  being 
liscussed,  God  sent  His  great  approv- 
U    and    people     cried,     shouted,    and 


praised  God  for  a  new  vision  of  youth 
evangelism.  Also,  in  the  Home  De- 
partment discussion  one  pastor  re- 
lated an  incident  of  a  boy  being 
healed  of  spinal  meningitis  when  he 
was  dying  in  the  hospital,  and  the 
physician  stated  that  a  higher  power 
had  healed  the  boy.  The  boy's  father 
was  saved.  This  all  happened  through 
the  Sunday  School  Home  Department. 
Several  other  healings  were  reported 
through  this  great  work. 

On  the  closing  night,  a  play  was 
given  entitled  "The  Preacher  Who 
Didn't  Believe  in  a  D.  V.  B.  S."  By  the 
time  this  was  over,  the  entire  audi- 
ence raised  their  hands  that  they 
were  convinced  of  the  need  of  the 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  School. 

Our  state  overseer,  Brother  Kerce, 
Brother  Paulk  and  Brother  Chesser 
were  all  a  great  blessing  to  this  great 
youth   congress. 

WEST  VIRGINIA  STATE  YOUTH  RALLY 

West  Virginia's  southern  state 
youth  rally  will  go  down  in  history 
as  a  great  success.  Much  of  the  suc- 
cess goes  to  our  esteemed  state  youth 
director,  Rev.  Brady  Dennis,  who 
worked  faithfully  planning  and  ar- 
ranging the  program;  as  well  as  our 
state  overseer,  Rev.  Paul  H.  Walker. 
We  were  happy  to  have  with  us  our 
National  Youth  Director  and  wife, 
Rev.  and  Mrs.  Ralph  Williams.  His 
timely  instruction  during  the  dis- 
cussion periods,  as  well  as  his  mes- 
sage, was  of  great  inspiration. 

We  were  also  happy  to  have  Rev. 
E.  C.  Clark,  Business  Manager  of  the 
Publishing  House,  who  delivered  a 
timely  message  for  our  opening  serv- 
ice of  the  rally.  The  churches  were 
well  represented.  The  spirituality  of 
the  rally  was  outstanding.  The  sweet 


presence  of  the  Holy  Spirit  was  in 
every  service.  Five  young  people  were 
saved,  which  was  indeed  a  great  re- 
ward for  every  effort  put  forth.  A 
"Family  Altar  Drive"  was  launched 
and  the  Holy  Ghost  placed  His  ap- 
proval on  it.  In  this  service  a  young 
man  rushed  to  the  altar  and  was 
saved.  "A  Family  Altar  in  Every  Be- 
liever's Home"  is  the  goal  of  the 
youth  of  West  Virginia. 

There  was  great  enthusiasm 
throughout  the  rally.  Every  message 
delivered  was  full  of  inspiration.  The 
discussion  periods  were  outstanding 
and  educational.  The  congregational 
and  special  singing  was  a  very  en- 
joyable feature  of  the  services. 

We  could  not  find  words  to  express 
tho  success  of  the  rally.  It  was  won- 
derful beyond  measure.  If  the  youth 
program  of  West  Virginia  makes  the 
progress  in  the  coming  year  that  it 
has  in  the  past,  we  are  made  to  won- 
der what  the  future  holds  for  our 
state.  Let's  work  and  see!  —  Helen 
Pennington,  rally  clerk. 


CHURCH    OF    GOD    BIBLE   TRAINING 

SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE  ALUMNI 

ASSOCIATION 

The  Church  of  God  Bible  Training 
School  and  College  Alumni  Associ- 
ation had  its  annual  meeting  on  May 
19,  20,  at  the  School  in  Sevierville, 
Tennessee.  This  was  the  second  such 
meeting;  and  since  the  first  one,  a 
year  ago,  was  preparatory  to  final  or- 
ganization, and  the  year  between  the 
first  and  second  meeting  was  a  year 
of  plans  for  formation  of  a  consti- 
tution and  bylaws,  this  second  meet- 
ing was  merely  a  conclusion  of  the 
formation  of  the  organization. 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


DISTRICT  YOUTH  DIRECTORS — These  are  twelve  of  our  sixteen  district  youth  directors  and  J.  L.  Summers  and  Ralph 
Williams.  These  young  preachers  are  doing  a  great  work  in  Texas  and  they  also  helped  to  make  the  youth  convention  a  great 
success  through  preaching,  singing,  debating,  study  periods,  music,  etc.  They  left  this  Congress  with  their  souls  stirred  and 
rowing,  by  the  help  of  God,  to  do  a  greater  work  for  the  youth  than  ever  before.  We  are  proud  of  these  young  soldiers  of 
the  cross. 


August,  1947 
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Music  at  B.T.S.  and  College 


Valedictory  Address 

By  Robert  Humbertson,  Junior  College 


Delivered  on  May  21,  1947,  at  the 
Senior  Class  Day  Exercises. 

The  curtain  rises  on  the  third  act 
of  our  play — The  Future.  Men  have 
always  been  interested  in  tomorrow. 
We  are  no  exception  to  the  rule.  The 
graduates  of  the  School,  the  under- 
graduates, and  all  of  us  want  a  bright, 
happy  future.  I  firmly  believe  we  all 
can  have  such  a  future.  What  the 
future  of  our  world  will  be  politically 
and  economically  we  do  not  know. 
Empires  have  risen  and  fallen;  civili- 
zations have  developed  and  then 
crumbled,  but  some  things  have  stood 
since  the  days  of  Adam.  There  are 
certain  enduring  resources.  Regard- 
less of  what  the  future  may  hold  for 
us,  we  can  be  assured  of  a  happy 
tomorrow  by  possessing  certain  quali- 
ties. Courage  is  one  of  them.  We 
should  take  the  admonition  of  Long- 
fellow and  "Go  forth  into  the  shadowy 
future  without  fear  and  with  a  manly 
heart."  "Without  fear!"  Tell  me, 
what  is  there  to  fear?  Are  we  afraid 
of  war?  Are  we  afraid  of  poverty? 
Are  we  afraid  of  sicknesses  or  physi- 
cal handicaps?  We  have  God  in  our 
lives.  We  have  His  omnipotent  hand 
guiding  us,  and  if  God  be  for  us,  who 
can   be   against   us?    "With    a   manly 


heart."  We  shall  have  our  rebuffs  and 
obstacles,   but  let   us   fight   them  off 
like  men. 
"When    things    go    wrong,     as    they 

sometimes  will, 
When    the    road    you    are    trudging 

seems  all  uphill, 
When    the    funds    are    low    and    the 

debts  are  high, 
And   you    want    to    smile,    but    you 

have   to   sigh, 
When  care  is  pressing  you  down  a  bit, 
Rest,   if   you   must — but    don't    you 

quit!" 
Another  enduring  resource  is  love. 
Robert  Southey,  an  outstanding  Eng- 
lish poet,  said,  "Love  is  indestructi- 
ble: Its  holy  flame  forever  burneth." 
Why  was  Christ  so  successful?  It  was 
because  He  loved  men.  Numbers  of 
times  He  was  moved  with  compassion 
when  He  saw  the  needs  of  the  people. 
The  world  will  always  receive  the 
person  who  will  show  them  love.  It 
is  said  that  the  secret  of  Lincoln's 
success  was  his  genuine  love  for  the 
people  of  the  United  States.  Mrs. 
Lincoln  said  of  him,  "His  heart  is  as 
big  as  his  arms  are  long."  He  was 
always  kind,  considerate,  and  under- 
standing. The  great  soul  winners  of 
the  ages — Beecher,  Brooks,  Moody, 
and    Finney — had     a    great    love    for 


their  congregations.  In  the  future,  we 
want  to  do  good  on  the  largest  possi 
ble  scale.  Only  by  abasing  ourselves 
and  living  for  others  can  we  do  this. 
True  love  means  service.  Jesus  said, 
"Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this, 
that  a  man  lay  down  his  life  for  his 
friencs."  Are  we  willing  to  lay  down 
our  lives  in  services  for  the  Master? 
No  one  of  us  need  expect  a  bright 
future  if  we  do  not  live  honestly 
righteously,  and  godly.  The  world  al- 
ready has  too  many  crooked  poli- 
ticians, lying  lawyers,  scandalous 
leaders,  in  different  teachers,  and  im 
moral  preachers.  What  the  world 
needs  is  men  and  women,  boys  and 
girls  with  high  integrity,  unquestion- 
able morals,  and  noble  characters.  So 
many  of  our  leaders  lack  this  one 
great  attribute  for  a  really  useful 
life.  If  we  can  live  sinless  lives  and 
at  the  same  time  be  highly  educated 
and  trained,  there  is  no  limit  to  what 
we  can  do  for  the  Church  and  the 
world.  I  believe  one  of  the  most 
powerful  influences  for  good  in  the 
Church  of  God  is  the  high  standard 
of  morality  and  right  living.  Let  us 
ever  keep  ourselves  holy,  pure,  and 
upright  in  the  sight  of  God. 

Success   in   the   future    will   not   be 
(Continued  on  page  24) 


[Page  14] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  Bible  Training  School  Family 


By  E.  L.  SIMMONS 


Dubois  Carden  is  from  the  little 
town  of  Chickamauga,  Georgia.  Years 
ago,  he  heard  his  mother  talk  of 
Bible  Training  School  and  looked 
forward  to  the  time  when  he  might 
be  able  to  attend.  Just  how,  he  possi- 
bly did  not  know.  But,  then,  there 
were  some  other  Cardens  in  the 
family  who  also  had  a  great  desire 
to  go  to  Bible  School.  Along  came  the 
war,  which  seemed  to  check  any 
plans  that  might  have  been  made. 

But  two  of  the  Carden  girls,  Oba 
and  Martha,  had  gone  to  work  in  the 
mills  at  Chickamauga.  They  planned 
to  make  and  save  enough  that  they 
might  be  able  to  come  to  Bible  Train- 
ing School  at  Sevierville.  In  the 
meantime,  Dubois  went  into  the  serv- 
ice of  his  country,  just  as  many  other 
of  our  patriotic  sons;  but  while  he 
was  away,  he  did  not  forget  the  plans 
he  had  made.  When  the  war  was  over 
and  the  Government  provided  that 
those  who  had  served  in  the  Armed 
Forces  could  finish  their  education 
under  the  G.  I.  Bill  of  Rights,  Dubois 
took  advantage  and  immediately 
placed  his  application  with  Bible 
Training  School. 

During  this  time,  Oba  and  Martha 


Oba,    Dubois,   and    Martha 


also  had  been  making  their  prepa- 
rations and  when  Brother  was  ready 
to  go  to  Bible  Training  School,  they, 
too,  had  saved  up  their  money  and 
were  ready  to  come  with  him,  and 
enrolled  as  students  of  the  depart- 
ment of  Religious  Education. 

The  whole  story  of  the  Cardens  does 
not  close  here.  There  are  three  more 
children  at  home.  Ellen  Sue  and  Elihu 
are  twins  and  while  they  cannot  come 
to  Bible  Training  School,  their  dreams 
are  of  the  day  when  they,  too,  might 
have  that  opportunity.  And  what  is 
the  outlook?  It  is  simply  this.  That 
the  two  girls  who  are  here  in  Bible 
Training  School  have  left  word  with 
Ellen  Sue  and  Elihu  that  when  they 
have  completed  their  education  here, 
they  will  return  and  work  and  send 
them  to  school  likewise.  Little  Jessie 
will  not  be  neglected  and  the  entire 
family  will  finally  be  the  recipients  of 
what  the  Church  school  has  to  offer. 

It  seems  to  me  that  if  these  can 
coordinate  their  plans  to  attend 
school,  there  is  small  reason  why  any 
other  family  could  not  do  the  same, 
and  become  Bible  Training  School 
families. 


Operetta  —  "The  Gypsy  Rover,"  B.T.S.  and  College 
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NATIONAL     Y.   P.    E.     AND     SUNDAY     SCHOOL     NEWS 


(Continued) 


#1 


The  photographer  caught  this  picture  while  Wayne  Heil  was  directing  the 
choir,  which  consisted  of  approximately  200.  Louise  Melton  was  at  the  piano. 
This  choir  made  the  songs  of  Zion  ring  throughout  the  Youth  Congress.  In  this 
picture  we  invited  several  older  persons  to  the  choir  to  enjoy  the  great  feast 
God  was  giving  us.  Vep  Ellis  was  in  charge  of  the  music,  and  what  a  job  he  did. 
Keeping  young  song  directors  and  pianists  ready,  also,  special  singers,  result- 
ed in  many  good  numbers  being  rendered  without  the  loss  of  hardly  a  minute's 
time. 


CHURCH    OF    GOD    BIBLE   TRAINING 

SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE  ALUMNI 

ASSOCIATION 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

Much  credit  goes  to  the  former  of- 
ficers, and  especially  to  the  president, 
E.  M.  Tapley,  Vice-President  of  Bible 
Training  School  and  College,  and  sec- 
retary, Ralph  Williams,  National 
Youth  Director,  for  it  was  in  their 
minds  that  the  seed  of  this  Associ- 
ation was  instilled  and  born,  after 
much  effort  on  their  part. 

Our  Alumni  Association  is  new  and 
has  had  but  very  little  advertisement. 
As  yet  there  are  only  approximately 
fifty  members.  However,  we  feel  that 
when  every  graduate  of  our  school, 
that  is,  from  the  very  first  term,  in 
the  year  1918,  through  the  1947  clos- 
ing exercises,  learns  of  the  true 
meaning  and  effort  of  this  Associ- 
ation, they  will  want  to  become  a 
part.  The  main  effort  is  embodied 
in  the  preamble  of  the  constitution 
and  bylaws:  "For  the  promotion  of 
fellowship  among  its  members;  for 
the  fostering  of  a  greater  school 
spirit  among  its  graduates;  for  the 
creation  of  interest  in  prospective 
students;  and  for  the  promotion  of 
the  general  progress  of  the  school, 
this  organization  hereby  submits  it- 
self to  be  governed  by  the  following 
constitution:  .  .  ."  If  you  desire  a  copy 
of  the  constitution,  you  may  have  a 
copy  by  writing  Martin  Baldree,  in 
care  of  Bible  Training  School  and 
College,  Sevierville,  Tennessee. 

The  present  officers  are:  T.  R. 
Morse,  president;  J.  L.  McCoy,  vice- 
president;  John  L.  Meares,  secretary; 
Cecil  Bridges,  treasurer;  and  Martin 
Baldree,  recording  secretary.  Brother 
Zeno  C.  Tharp  and  Brother  E.  M. 
Tapley  will  serve  with  the  above  as 
executive   committeemen. 

If  you  are  a  graduate  of  any  de- 
partment of  our  school,  you  may  be- 
come   a    member    by    sending    your 


name  and  address,  with  one  dollar,  to 
Martin  Baldree. 

If  you  are  interested  in  attending 
our  school,  send  in  your  application 
at  once.  We  shall  be  located  in  the 
new  school  in  Cleveland  next  year, 
with  a  much  larger  school  and  better 
facilities. 


NORTH   CAROLINA   YOUTH   CONGRESS 
MEETS  IN  KANNAPOLIS 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

8.  Missions — Have  a  mission  pro- 
gram once  a  month,  at  least. 

9.  Doctrines  of  the  Bible  —  Let's 
keep  our  youth  on  the  right  road. 

Brother  C.  M.  Jenkerson  is  in 
charge  of  the  subject,  "Youth  and 
Education,"  for  the  next  study  group 
period.  You  may  keep  on  looking  over 
our  shoulders  as  we  take  notes. 

1.  A  child's  education  should  begin 
in  the  home.  There  should  be  daily 
Bible  reading  and  family  prayer. 

2.  The  Sunday  School  is  very  im- 
portant in  giving  religious  education. 
There  should  be  a  force  of  trained 
and  competent  teachers. 

3.  Religious  education  must  be  fur- 
thered in  our  Y.P.E.'s,  for  they  are 
the  training  grounds  for  our  young 
people. 

The  next  study  group  period  is 
"Music  in  the  Y.P.E."  by  Brother 
Newton  Ward. 

1.  If  we  had  more  and  better  music, 
we  would  have  better  services. 

2.  We  need  organized  singers. 

3.  Neither  pastors  nor  choral  lead- 
ers should  beg  singers  to  come  to 
the  choir. 

4.  Songs  and  sermons  should  carry 
out  the  same  theme. 

Now,  Brother  J.  S.  Brinsfield  is 
speaking    on    "Youth    and    Missions." 

1.  We  have  53  American  mission- 
aries, six  of  whom  are  home  on  vaca- 
tion. 

2.  Half  of  the  world  has  not  heard 


a  suitable  or  a  complete  gospel  mes- 
sage. 

3.  In  case  of  a  national  emergency, 
there  would  not  be  enough  money 
in  our  Mission  Treasury  to  bring  our 
missionaries  home.  Let's  boost  our 
mission  offerings. 

4.  Our  churches  should  have  a 
closer  contact  with  the  mission  field. 
Perhaps  we  could  "adopt"  a  mission- 
ary. Our  personal  correspondence 
with  him  would  bring  the  mission 
fields  closer  to  us. 

Friday  finds  us  still  taking  notes 
to  take  back  to  our  local  Y.P.E.'s. 

1.  In  our  Y.P.E.  we  should  have  a 
president  who  should  arrive  several 
minutes  early  to  greet  the  people,  to 
complete  his  plans  for  the  service,  and 
to  see  that  the  service  starts  on  time. 
He  should  possess  initiative;  he 
should  be  able  to  improvise  and 
originate  new  ideas. 

2.  The  secretary  should  be  faith- 
ful and  prompt  in  attendance.  He 
should  keep  a  complete  record  of  the 
number  of  "Lighted  Pathways"  sold 
each  month.  A  record  of  attendance 
and  offerings  should  also  be  kept. 
He  should  count  the  attendance  dur- 
ing revivals  on  Y.P.E.  nights  for  the 
Y.P.E.  He  should  keep  a  record  of  the 
number  of  young  people  saved,  sanc- 
tified, and  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

We  will  also  need  committees  in  our 
Y.P.E.  There  should  be  a  Program 
Committee,  a  Literature  Committee, 
a  Membership  Committee,  a  Bible 
Study  Committee,  and  a  Mission 
Committee.  The  president  must  see  fyv 
that  these  committees  function  prop- 
erly. 

Friday  night,  the  last  service,  the 
Reverend  J.  S.  Brinsfield  leaves  us 
with  his  stirring  message,  "This  is 
Our  Day,"  ringing  in  our  ears.  He 
closes  with  "We  have  the  strength 
and  courage;  and  God  give  us  the  wis- 
dom to  make  it  through  to  the  pearly 
gates." 

Sadly,  we  pack  up  our  notes  and 
leave  for  home  with  a  new  determi- 
nation in  our  hearts  that  with  God's 
help  and  wisdom,  we  will  "make  it 
through  to  the  pearly  city." — Kathryn 
Sellers,  reporter. 

WEST  VIRGINIA'S  SOUTHERN  STATE 
YOUTH    RALLY  AS   I   SAW    IT 

The  West  Virginia  state  youth  rally 
for  southern  West  Virginia,  as  I  saw 
it,  was  one  of  the  greatest  I  have  ever 
attended.  The  sweet  presence  of  God 
anointed  every  service.  The  leader- 
ship was  excellent;  the  preaching 
timely  and  inspiring;  the  discussions 
interesting,  educational  and  instruc- 
tive; and  greatest  of  all,  five  souls 
were  gloriously  saved. — Earl  P.  King, 
Pastor  of  Pax  and  Mossey,  W.  Va. 

Inspiring,  educational,  and  deeply 
spiritual  were  outstanding  character- 
istics of  West  Virginia's  most  success- 
ful efforts  for  the  youth — the  south- 
ern state  youth  congress.  —  L.  S. 
Cooper,  Pastor  at  Williamson,  W.  Va. 
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Wessons 

Humility  a  Test  of  Greatness 

Luke  18:9-14 

Thoughts  for  Leader 
This  subject  is  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant we  can  study,  and  the  work- 
ing of  it  out  in  our  lives  is  the  most 
difficult.  In  fact,  we  cannot  have  true 
humility  without  Christ.  It  takes  a 
real  filling  of  the  Spirit  to  make  us 
humble.  It  is  only  when  we  come  to 
the  experience  with  Paul,  "Not  I,  but 
Christ,"  that  we  can  amount  to  any- 
thing '  worth  while  for  the  bleeding, 
dying  world.  Give  examples  of  people 
you  know  who  let  pride  destroy  their 
usefulness  as  Christians.  "Pride  goeth 
before  destruction  and  an  haughty 
spirit  before  a  fall,"  Prov.  16:18. 

EVERY  MAN'S  DENOMINATOR 
"Man  is  like  a  fraction,"  someone 
has  said,  "in  which  the  denominator 
indicates  his  opinion  about  himself. 
It  is  best  for  this  denominator  to  be 
zero  (complete  humility)  and  it  is 
terrible  when  it  is  augmented  to  in- 
finity." 

During  the  Civil  War,  Lincoln,  eager 
for  military  news,  broke  precedent  by 
going  to  General  McClelland's  home 
to  await  the  latter's  return.  McClel- 
land arrived  and  went  at  once  to  bed. 
Lincoln's  companion  was  indignant, 
but  Lincoln  quietly  went  home.  After 
seventy  years,  the  arrogant  McClel- 
land stands  a  pygmy  beside  whom 
the  humble  Lincoln  towers  a  moral 
giant. 

Moody's  quick  temper  sometimes 
escaped  its  leash,  but  always  Moody 
apologized.  When  for  a  time  in  Eng- 
land other  evangelists  in  his  travel- 
ing company  appeared  more  effective 
than  Moody,  Moody  thrust  them  into 
prominence   rather   than   himself. 

Young  Henry  Drummond  came  back 
to  theological  seminary  with  the 
glory  upon  him  of  his  leadership  of 
vast  young  men's  meetings  in  the 
Moody  campaigns  in  Scotland,  but 
his  fellow  students  found  him  as 
simple  as  ever. 

"If  you  want  a  favor  from  Phillips 
Brooks,  kick  him,"  men  used  to  say, 
so  careful  was  he  to  return  good  for 
evil. 

Albert  Schweitzer,  whose  theological 
writings  were  read  round  the  world, 
turned  at  thirty  to  medicine,  and 
went  down  to  equatorial  Africa  to 
minister  to  primitive  blacks.  One  day 
at  a  meeting  of  religious  workers, 
Schweitzer  expressed  an  opinion  on 
a  theological  point.  A  black  native 
preacher  retorted,  "But  this  is  not 
the  doctor's  field.  He  is  not  a  theo- 
logian, as  we  are."  And  Schweitzer 
merely  smiled. 

"Jesus,  knowing  that  the  Father 
had  given  all  things  into  his  hands, 
and   that   he   came   forth   from  God, 
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and  goeth  unto  God,  riseth  from  sup- 
per, and  .  .  .  took  a  towel,  and  .  .  . 
began  to  wash  the  disciples'  feet." 
Greatness  and  humility  always  go  to- 
gether. 

WHY    DOES    GREATNESS    INVOLVE 
HUMILITY? 

Why  do  great  men  and  humility  go 
together?  In  the  first  place,  because 
no  man,  however  great,  is  infallible; 
yet  if  he  is  all  pride  he  can  never 
realize  or  acknowledge  that  he  is 
wrong.  "Pride  narrows  his  soul  by 
warding  off  the  enlivening  pricks  of 
doubt  and  shame."  In  a  devastating- 
portrait  of  William  II,  Ludwig  says, 
"Never  did  conviction  of  a  single 
error  come  to  this  man."  Conceited 
men  can't  learn;  they  can't  improve. 
Nor  can  they  ever  be  generally 
loved.  Vain  men  will  have  neither 
loyal  followers  nor  friends.  And,  lack- 
ing friends,  they  will  lack  under- 
standing of  life  and  social  imagi- 
nation, for  no  man  can  see  life  clear- 
ly through  his  own  eyes  alone. 

Proud  men  are  apt  to  be  assertive, 
sensitive,  contentious.  They  cannot 
work  well  under  other  people,  or  with 
other  people.  And  rarely  can  they  lead 
other  people,  for  men  inevitably  de- 
test a  self-important  chief. 

Conceited  souls  are  oftenest  vic- 
tims of  their  own  deceit.  Rather  than 
face  their  mistakes,  they  take  refuge 
in  alibis,  in  blaming  other  persons,  in 
rationalization.  And  when  we  have 
lost  all  ability  to  see  ourselves  as 
others  see  us,  we  are  socially  beyond 
hope.  We  may  produce  something 
worth  while  working  by  ourselves,  but 
we  will  never  prove  valuable  either 
as  leader,  follower,  or  fellow  worker. 

Humility  is  simply  a  sense  of  reality 
and  proportion.  It  is  a  mark  of  sanity. 

"He  that  is  greatest  among  you 
shall  be  your  servant,"  said  Jesus. 
Humility  is  no  penalty  that  has  been 
arbitrarily  attached  to  greatness.  By 
the  very  nature  of  things  it  is  a 
logical  condition  and  an  integral  ele- 
ment of  greatness. 

WHAT    KIND    OF    HUMILITY? 

"I  believe  the  first  test  of  a  truly 
great  man  is  his  humility,"  Ruskin 
wrote;  but  he  added:  "I  do  not  mean 
by  humility  doubt  of  his  own  power, 
or  hesitation  in  speaking  his  opin- 
ions; but  a  right  understanding  of  the 
relation  between  what  he  can  do  and 
say,  and  the  rest  of  the  world's  doings 
and  sayings.  All  great  men  not  only 
know  their  business,  but  usually  know 
that  they  know  it  .  .  .  only  they  do 
not  expect  their  fellow  men,  there- 
fore, to  fall  down  and  worship  them. 
They  have  a  curious  undersense  of 
powerlessness,  feeling  that  the  power 
is  not  in  them,  but  through  them, 
that  they  could  not  do  or  be  anything 
else  than  God  made  them,  and  they 
see  something  divine  and  God-made 
in  every  other  man  they  meet,  and 
are  endlessly,  foolishly,  incredibly 
merciful." 


God's  Tools 

Sarah  Blanch  McGuire 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

What  a  privilege  to  be  considered 

a  tool  for  the  Lord,  that  He  may  use 

us.  It  is  wonderful  to  know  He  has 

chosen    us   to   do    work    for   Him.   In 


most  everything  we  want  to  do  i 
this  world  we  are  required  to  ha\ 
experience,  but  God  can  use  the  mo; 
ignorant  of  us.  He  can  give  us 
work  whereby  we  can  glorify  Hin 
When  we  remember  that  He  used 
mule  to  do  His  work  and  in  His  ow 
words  could  use  the  very  stones  on  th 
ground,  how  much  should  we  appreci 
ate  the  privilege  of  being  able  nc 
only  to  say  we  are  workers  for  Hin 
but  say  we  have  an  inheritance  wit 
Christ  Jesus.  Let  us  be  pliable  in  th 
hands  of  God.  He  knows  the  tool  fc 
the  right  place  and  can  use  each  toe 
to  the  best  advantage  where  He  place 
it. 

PLIABLE  TOOLS 
Acts  1:21-26 
Have  we  thought  of  the  Master  w 
serve  and  the  wages  received?  W 
hire  ourselves  to  a  work,  and  afte 
being  taught  the  work  we  are  to  d( 
we  try  to  please  because  we  realiz 
the  foreman  can  always  get  someon 
else  to  do  the  job  we  are  not  capabl 
of  doing.  Knowing  this,  we  put  ou 
hearts  and  minds  and  all  our  abilit 
to  the  test.  When  the  time  to  dra\ 
our  wages  comes  we  are  there  with 
clear  conscience,  knowing  we  hav 
done  our  best  and  the  reward  i 
rightfully  ours.  I  have  heard  so  man 
times  that  when  a  child  of  God  fail; 
his  work  stops  right  there  and  no  on 
else  can  do  his  work.  I  have  alway 
wondered  what  book  they  read  i 
from,  for  God's  Word  plainly  tells  u 
that  there  is  always  someone  to  carr; 
on.  When  King  Saul  failed,  Davit 
took  his  place.  When  Judas  failec 
Matthias  took  his  office.  God  has 
man  to  take  our  place  if  we  far 
Never  for  a  minute  should  we  thin] 
we  could  stop  the  wonderful  works  o 
God. 

SPREADING  THE  GOSPEL 
Eph.  6:13-19 

In  our  studies  of  the  Word,  we  fine 
how  to  live  that  we  may  inherit  th 
kingdom  of  heaven.  The  one  ain 
above  all  is  the  passion  for  the  lost 
Each  time  a  sinner  goes  down  inti 
the  pit,  that  much  of  God's  plan  ha 
been  defeated.  When  we  see  someon 
we  have  known  for  a  long  time  g< 
down  into  the  grave,  can  we  truth 
fully  say  we  have  done  all  we  coulc 
to  keep  that  soul  from  being  amonj 
those  who  are  damned  eternally?  Cai 
we  say  by  every  word  and  deed  tha 
we  have  lived  out  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
and  that  soul  has  seen  Jesus  in  ou: 
lives?  Did  he  see  the  fellowship  anc 
kindred  spirit  of  our  Lord  Jesus  t< 
such  an  extent  that  it  created 
hunger  for  the  things  of  God?  Di< 
we,  in  our  daily  prayers,  pray  for  tha 
person  to  see  the  divine  love  of  Jesu 
in  our  lives? 

WILLING  TOOLS 
1  Peter  1:3-9 

On  every  street  corner  we  see  th< 
devil  peddling  out  his  wares  and  th< 
servants  of  the  devil  advertising  thi; 
and  that  to  make  life  a  pleasure.  Bu 
here  we  have  the  most  wonderfu 
thing  in  the  world.  This  joy  an< 
pleasure  will  last  through  eternity 
Let  us  advertize  the  good  news  if  i 
is  just  a  well-seasoned  word  here,  o: 
a  loving  deed  there.  Let  us  do  all  fo: 
the  glory  of  God.  We  shall  find  tha 
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our  bread  cast  upon  the  waters  will 
return  before  many  days,  and  the 
Word  of  God  will  not  return  to  Him 
void,  but  will  accomplish  that  which 
He  has  meant  for  it  to  do.  We  should 
be  willing  to  be  used  of  the  Lord  in 
any  place.  We  should  not  remain  idle 
long,  but  should  be  happy  in  the  serv- 
ice for  Him. 

SANCTIFIED  TONGUE 
James  3:5-10 
Have  we,  by  any  word,  made  the 
cause  of  Christ  to  suffer?  Often  we 
make  blunders  of  speech  before  the 
new  convert,  or  before  the  sinner. 
Let  us  put  a  guard  over  our  lips.  Let 
us  be  like  Isaiah  and  cry  out  unto 
the  Lord  until  He  puts  a  coal  of  fire 
upon  our  lips,  that  we  might  not  sin 
against  God.  Let  us  keep  our  tongues 
sanctified  in  prayer,  that  the  praises 
from  the  heart  can  go  forth  unhin- 
dered to  the  throne  of  God.  As  in 
James  3:11,  can  a  fountain  send  forth 
at  the  same  place,  sweet  water  and 
bitter  water?  Let  us  keep  our  thoughts 
pure.  Just  one  wrong  word  might 
cause  doubt  in  the  heart  of  a  sinner. 
Let  us  keep  all  members  sanctified, 
that  God  can  use  us  for  His  great 
purpose. 


Teach   Us  to   Pray 

Luke   11:1 
Thoughts  for  Leader 

When  the  disciples  came  requesting 
the  Master  to  teach  them  to  pray  as 
John  also  had  taught  his  disciples 
to  pray,  prayer  was  not  a  new  thing. 
Power  in  prayer  was  quite  another 
thing,  and  this  is  probably  more 
what  they  were  seeking  than  mere 
verbiage.  In  complying,  the  model 
prayer,  "Our  Father,"  was  given 
them;  and  it  is  everything  else  but 
verbiage,  and  here  we  can  always 
turn  and  learn  to  pray. 

If  we  analyze  that  prayer,  we  shall 
find  first: 

THE   MECHANICS   OF   PRAYING 

A.  There  is  a  time  to  pray.  I  know 
we  are  to  pray  without  ceasing.  That, 
to  me,  means  a  prayerful  spirit  and 
praying  as  we  go.  But  there  are  times 
when  we  just  must  stop  to  pray.  Every 
day  there  should  be  such  an  hour. 
Pray  out  of  an  overflowing,  joyous 
heart,  as  well  as  out  of  a  sad  and 
grief-stricken  one. 

B.  There  is  a  place  to  pray.  Alone 
and  closeted  may  be  ideal,  but  the 
busy  man  might  have  to  drop  out  of 
the  surging  crowd  and  find  a  nook 
somewhere,  if  he  must  pray  alone.  But 
the  Moslem  unrolls  his  prayer  rug 
and  kneels  anywhere  he  may  be  at 
the  appointed  hour,  and  the  world 
may  pass  by  and  around  while  he  is 
in  his  devotions.  We  can  pray  any- 
where and  any  time. 

C.  The  proper  attitude.  I  do  not 
now  refer  to  bodily  posture.  To  stand 
reverently  with  bared  and  bowed 
head  is  as  worshipful  as  to  kneel  or 
prostrate  one's  body.  Attitude  is  a 
matter  of  mind  and  soul,  and  Socrates 
taught  in  Athens  long  ago  that  to 
have  communion  with  God  a  person- 
al and  full  surrender  was  necessary. 


THE  SUBSTANCE  OF  PRAYER 

The  elements  of  prayer  should  be 
observed  in  logical  order.  First,  let 
there  be  adoration,  then  confession, 
thanksgiving,  petition,  and  interces- 
sion. 

THE   VARIETY  OF  PRAYER 

The  above  has  anticipated  the  fact 
that  there  are  times  and  seasons 
when  special  prayers  are  peculiarly 
fitting.  Of  course,  there  is  cognizance 
of  public  and  private  prayer.  Then 
a  common  prayer  is  the  prevailing  or 
importunate  one.  The  prophet  cried 
out,  "Lord,  how  long?"  and  a  parent 
praying  for  a  wayward  child  can  an- 
swer that  question.  Let  us  hope  there 
be  many  who  know  the  joy  of  an- 
swered prayer  because  of  their  un- 
wearied  importunity. 

The  intercessory  prayer  is  close  kin 
to  the  above.  Here  we  turn  instinc- 
tively to  the  high-priestly  prayer  of 
Christ  as  recorded  by  John.  Paul  and 
James  admonish  us  to  pray  for  the 
sick  and  the  afflicted  and  the  sor- 
rowing. 

Solomon's  prayer  of  dedication  is 
worth  remembering  here;  the  early 
Church,  ten  days  in  prayer,  brought  a 
Pentecost;  the  prayer  of  the  publican 
was  confession;  and  that  of  the  psal- 
ter abounds  in  adoration  and  thanks- 
giving. 

THE  LAW  OF  PRAYER 

There  is  more  in  the  first  four 
Gospels  about  prayer  than  about  the 
Church,  baptism,  doctrines,  and  other 
kindred  subjects  that  we  have  devoted 
our  time  to  when,  in  many  instances, 
we  had  better  been  at  prayer.  The 
example  of  Jesus  is  quite  enough  to 
cause  us  to  see  the  value  and  need 
of  prayer.  You  cannot  say  more  than 
that  He  loved  and  prayed  for  all.  He 
also  prayed  for  Himself,  and  we  still 
might  well  ponder  that.  In  so  doing, 
we  shall  find  the  law  of  prayer. 
Prayer  is  a  law  in  the  moral  world 
as  surely  as  gravitation  is  in  the 
physical  world.  Prayer  is  the  law  that 
lifts  up  in  the  spiritual  realm  as 
gravitation  pulls  down  in  the  physi- 
cal. But  we  are  to  operate  this  law 
and  here  the  efficacy  of  prayer  be- 
gins. It  cannot  be  delegated  or  done 
by  proxy. 

Then  prayer  is  like  unto  an  organ. 
It  is  one  thing  to  say,  "Play  it,"  and 
quite  another  thing  to  operate  it  cor- 
rectly. There  are  the  stops  and  the 
pedals,  and  they  vitally  affect  the 
result.  So  we  have  tried  to  point  out 
the  elements  that  enter  in  and  the 
proper  attitude  if  we  would  get  re- 
sults, and  looking  around  and  seeing 
our  impotency  we  either  do  not  pray 
or  else  we  know  not  how,  and  do  we 
need  yet  to  cry  out,  "Lord,  teach  us 
to  pray"? 

Finally,  how  can  I  know  that  I  have 
prayed  aright?  A  boy  flying  a  kite 
one  windy  day  let  out  the  string  until 
the  kite  had  risen  out  of  sight.  A 
passer-by  asked  him  what  he  was  do- 
me: and  he  replied,  "Flying  my  kite." 

"How  do  you  know,  you  can't  see 
it?"  said  the  man. 

The  boy  replied,  "I  feel  it  tugging 
and  tugging  at  the  string." 

You   will   make   no   mistake   when 


praying  if  God  gets  tangled  up  in 
your  heartstrings,  and  you  will  know 
then  He  still  answers  prayer. 

THE  CLOSET  OF  PRAYER 
Matt.  6:5-8.  "Let  me  stand  in  the 
market  place  with  the  physical  cul- 
turalists,  and  demand,  as  they  de- 
mand, fifteen  minutes  of  your  time 
every  day  for  two  months.  And  while 
I  hesitate  to  promise,  as  they  prom- 
ise, that  at  the  end  of  that  time  you 
will  find  yourself  in  a  new  world.  The 
value  of  Walter  Camp's  'daily  dozen' 
is  that  after  the  fifteen  minutes'  ex- 
ercise in  the  morning  you  find  you 
are  breathing  a  little  deeper  all  day. 
We  should  expect  the  same  results 
from  our  fifteen  minutes  of  prayer 
every  morning.  We  should  be  living 
in  the  kingdom  of  God  a  little  more 
vitally  all  day." — Glenn  Clark. 


OUR  FOURTH  LESSON 

This  month's  Lighted  Pathway  theme 
is  Education,  and  we  are  asking  you  to 
use  this  also  for  your  fourth  lesson. 
The  material  throughout  the  paper 
will  be  sufficient  for  your  program. 
Here  are  some  thoughts  for  discussion, 
Why  do  I  believe  in  education?  Are 
educated  people  more  successful  than 
the  uneducated?  "Why  Study."  Use 
article  on  page  22  and  discuss  it.  There 
are  many  other  good  things  through- 
out the  paper  you  can  use. 


EDUCATIONAL   OBJECTIVES 

Everywhere  we  find  the  need  for 
the  touch  of  the  spiritual  as  the 
awakening  force  in  a  sense  of  values. 

One  of  the  great  powers  our  Creator 
has  given  us  is  a  soul  sense  of  values. 
If,  however,  the  soul  is  deadened  with 
sin,  it  is  blind  to  cultural  things. 
"Nothing  so  surely  puts  out  the  eyes 
of  the  soul  as  immorality."  To  sinful, 
self-centered  people  life  holds  little 
of  interest  in  cultural  worlds.  They 
are  dead  to  rapture. 

With  a  spiritual  awakening,  the 
human  spirit  revels  in  the  world  of 
the  beautiful.  The  eye  may  become 
keen,  the  mind  discerning,  and  the 
heart  aglow  in  the  presence  of  cul- 
tural interests. 

A  shoemaker  was  shown  a  great 
painting.  His  only  remark  was:  "Look 
at  them  shoes."  The  soul  of  the  pic- 
ture, the  scheme,  the  colorings,  the 
lines  meant  nothing  to  him.  He  was 
dead  to  the  rapture  of  art. 

The  fine  arts  have  a  very  great 
place  in  our  modern  civilization. 
Great  truths  are  embraced  in  them. 
Message  after  message  of  tremendous 
power  are  found  there. 

An  untrained  eye  and  ear  convey 
no  message  to  the  soul.  In  these 
worlds  there  is  no  appreciation  or 
enjoyment. 

The  whole  of  our  modern  life  is 
set  in  the  cultural.  One  is  not  edu- 
cated until  he  has  taken  time  to 
sense  the  world  of  beauty  as  found 
in  music,  painting,  architecture, 
sculpture  and  literature.  The  frivo- 
lous, pleasure-loving  devotees  live  in 
a  gay  but  shallow  life.  They  know  not 
the  depths  of  the  soul  of  culture. 

It  is  not  an  easy  road  to  travel  that 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Wiry  ^rtudy  ? 


NOTE:  Recently  we  found  this  picture  and  were  greatly  impressed.  Our  in- 
terpretation was  this,  that  this  boy  was  of  the  studious  kind  and  the  boys  in 
the  swimming  hole  were  boys  out  for  a  good  time.  Others  interpreted  it  to 
mean,  he  was  trying  to  study  but  the  swimming  hole  was  too  much  for  him. 
We'll  leave  it  to  you  to  interpret  for  yourself.  We  like  to  think  of  the  boy  or 
girl  ivho  is  willing  to  lay  aside  the  pleasures  of  life  where  they  interfere  with 
preparation  for  a  lifeioork.  Of  course,  the  swimming  hole,  along  with  other 
kinds  of  recreation,  is  all  right  and  young  folks  must  have  a  reasonable  amount 
of  that  to  be  healthy.  Like  every  other  thing  in  life,  we  want  to  say  with  the 
old  colored  songster,  "Keep  in  de  middle  of  de  road."  An  education  costs  some- 
thing besides  money. 


A  boy  entered  college  and  selected 
the  classical  course,  studied  a  year, 
and  concluded  he  wanted  to  change. 
Next  year  he  began  the  scientific 
course,  but  after  a  year  he  gave  that 
up.  The  third  year  he  studied  the  Eng- 
lish course.  The  fourth  he  changed 
to  the  business  course  and  never 
finished  it.  At  the  end  of  four  years 
he  had  only  a  smattering  of  four 
courses  and  no  real  education.  Others 
who  kept  on  with  their  original 
courses  completed  them,  graduated 
and  started  their  lifework,  while  he 
was  prepared  for  nothing  in  particu- 
lar. 

Perhaps  it  was  because  of  his  in- 
ability to  overcome  hardship.  When 
he  met  difficulty  he  gave  up  too 
easily.  Perhaps  it  was  because  he  saw 
only    the    pleasant    features   of   some 

[Page  22] 


other  course.  Any  course  of  study 
seems  pleasant  when  viewed  from 
the  outside.  Perhaps  it  was  because 
he  was  just  naturally  lazy.  Every 
definite,  worth-while  course  of  study, 
which  really  trains  the  mind  and 
gives  you  a  comprehensive  knowledge 
of  a  branch  of  learning,  makes  heavy 
demands  on  your  brain  power. 

If  you  really  want  an  education, 
there  are  three  great  urges  to  attain 
it.  Your  interest  will  start  you  and 
keep  you  at  work  for  some  time.  Every 
course  of  study,  whether  in  college 
or  taken  up  by  yourself,  will  at  first 
so  open  a  new  world  and  introduce 
you  to  so  many  unknown  facts  that 
it  will  give  you  pleasure  and  keep 
your  mind  alert. 

But  there  will  come  a  time  when 
your  mind  will  go  stale.  You  will  sigh 


for  fresh  pastures.  You  will  think 
you've  had  enough  of  it,  or  it  isn't 
what  you  expected,  or  it's  not  profit- 
able. Then  you  need  to  bring  into 
play  the  second  urge  to  work — the 
determination  to  finish  what  you 
have  begun.  The  deepest  satisfactions 
come  when  you  study,  not  because  the 
study  is  fascinating,  but  because  you 
want  to  know,  to  learn,  to  conquer, 
to  finish.  When  your  interest  lags,  dig 
deeper.  You  have  to  dig  for  gold  or 
silver  or  oil.  The  richer  veins  are 
usually  far  below  the  surface. 

There  is  another  urge  to  do  your 
very  best  in  your  studies,  which  you  | 
will  come  to  feel  more  and  more — the 
desire  to  use  your  knowledge  and 
ability  for  the  benefit  of  your  fel-  | 
lows.  At  the  beginning  of  a  course  of  ' 
study,  you  may  feel  this,  but  it  will 
increase  as  you  go  farther  into  that 
particular  department  of  learning. 
This  urge  keeps  inventors  at  work, 
and  makes  leaders  of  great  industries 
refuse  to  stop  work  and  take  their 
ease.  The  knowledge  that  you  are  to 
use  your  education  for  the  benefit 
of  others  gives  the  greatest  satis- 
faction, and  will  hold  you  true  to 
your  course  when  all  other  motives 
fail.  Think  of  your  studies  as  a  prepa- 
ration for  service,  learn  how  you  can 
use  them  in  the  work  of  the  world, 
and  they  will  grow  in  importance  and 
you  will  find  increasing  pleasure  in  j 
them. 


GLOWING  POWER  OF  MIND 

One — Keep  the  body  fit.  Power  of 
thought  depends  upon  a  clear  brain.  A 
clear  brain  depends  upon  good  blood. 
Good  blood  depends  upon  nourishing  | 
food,  deep  breathing  and  proper  exer- 
cise. 

Two — Think  great  thoughts.  Dream 
great  dreams  of  power,  knowledge  and 
service.  Cultivate  the  reading  habit. 
The  Bible  is  a  wealth  of  literature. 
Read  it  daily.  It  will  be  an  intellectual 
tonic. 

Three — Learn  to  love  great  books. 
Feed  on  masterpieces  of  literature. 

Four — Embellish  your  life  by  mem- 
orizing great  hymns,  poems  and  clas- 
sic epigrams. 

Five — Store  the  galleries  of  your 
mind  with  pictures  of  great  lives  and 
deeds  of  the  great.  Have  your  own 
"hall  of  fame."  Study  over  and  over 
the  influences  which  made  for  great- 
ness in  their  lives.  Come  up  under  the 
shadow  of  their  loftiness  of  thought, 
nobility  of  character  and  the  sublim- 
ity of  their  courage. 

Six — Open  your  jewel  casket  of  in- 
tellectual treasures  to  kindred  spirits. 
Exchange  with  them  wealth  of 
thought.  Couch  it  in  the  most  beauti- 
ful language  you  can  command. 

Seven — Look  to  God  for  the  intellec- 
tual and  spiritual  illumination  which 
shall  give  you  power  to  see  and  feel 
the  majesty  of  truth,  in  great  books. 

"Study  to  shew  thyself  approved  un- 
to God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not 
to  be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the 
word  of  truth,"  2  Tim.  2:15. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


Views  from  our   1946-47  Annual,  B.T.S.  and  College 


VALEDICTORY   ADDRESS 

By   CHARLOTTE   HEWETT 
(Continued  from  page  10) 
nation.  We  come  now  to  a  time  when 
we    can    appreciate   the    untiring    ef- 
forts of  our  leaders  and  teachers  to- 
ward this  goal. 

Our  school  stresses  the  teaching  of 
the  "fourth  R."  This  which  Homer 
S.  Bodley  designates  as  "righteous- 
ness," is  the  forgotten  factor  in  al- 
most all  school  systems  of  today.  The 
need  for  a  pure  and  God-fearing 
youth  whose  ambition  is  to  do  the 
whole  will  of  God  offers  the  challenge 
which  we  have  accepted.  Our  aim  is 
to  crown  Christ  Lord  of  our  lives  and 
prove  to  the  world  the  truth  in  John 
Dryden's  statement,  "A  Christian  is 
the  highest  style  of  man." 

In  a  well-constructed  play,  Act  I 
presents  the  starting  point  of  action 
and  suggests  a  trend.  So  it  is  that 
our  education  to  this  moment  will 
determine  our  direction  for  the  rest 
of  our  lives. 


VALEDICTORY   ADDRESS 

By  CLARENCE  HARRIS 
(Continued  from  page  11) 
made  this  schooling  possible  for  us, 
goes  our  tribute  of  praise  and  appreci- 
ation. We  shall  endeavor  to  show  our 
worthiness  when  we  leave  here,  by  as- 
suming our  share  of  the  load  that  is 
confronting  the  world.  We  have  pur- 
posed to  adapt  ourselves  to  the  task 
of  the  Church  in  bringing  sunshine 
and  happiness  to  the  hearts  that  are 
sad,  and  lending  a  helping  hand  and 
encouraging  smile  to  those  who  are 
sinking  in  sin  and  despair.  We  shall 
endeavor  to  make  glad  the  hearts  of 
all  those  who  have  sacrificed  in  be- 
half of  our  schooling.  As  we  have 
helped  the  poor  and  destitute  in  this 
city  while  here  in  school,  we  are  de- 
termined to  keep  the  vision  of  the 
existing  need,  both  physical  and 
spiritual,  in  the  lives  of  men,  and  as 
we  go  forward  let  ourselves  be  in- 
strumental in  befriending  mankind. 
Another  responsibility  that  we  must 
shoulder  is  to  encourage  education 
among  our  youth.  The  youth  of  today 
are  the  trustees  of  posterity.  The 
training  and  education  of  today's 
youth  will  determine  the  growth  and 
expansion  of  the  Church  of  God  in 
the  near  future.  We  will  stand  behind 
our  church,  our  school,  and  the  pro- 
gram for  the  salvation  of  lost  souls 
as  sponsored  by  the  Church  of  God. 
What  duties  will  be  expected  of  these 
young  men  and  women  who  are 
graduating  at  a  time  when  the  world 
is  in  a  crisis  of  turmoil?  Certainly  not 
an  attitude  of  indifference,  of  cyni- 
cism, or  fear.  But  instead,  an  attitude 
of  faith  and  a  zeal,  nothing  short  of 
winning  for  the  right  and  for  God. 
It  has  been  our  privilege  to  attend 
Bible  Training  School  and  College, 
planned  and  promoted  by  men  like 
F.  J.  Lee,  J.  S.  Llewellyn,  T.  S.  Payne, 
J.  B.  Ellis,  J.  H.  Walker,  Zeno  C. 
Tharp,  E.  L.  Simmons,  and  the  fine 
enthusiastic  and  competent  School 
Board    of    our    present    time.     Their 
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hopes  are  in  the  youth  who  will  go 
out  from  this  school.  We,  the  gradu- 
ates of  this  year's  class,  pledge  our- 
selves to  years  of  faithful  and  untir- 
ing service  in  behalf  of  the  Church 
of  God,  with  all  of  its  departments. 

We,  the  class  who  will  graduate 
from  this  school  tomorrow,  will  ap- 
proach the  problems  of  our  day  with 
the  same  vigor,  boldness,  and  re- 
sourcefulness that  previous  classes 
displayed  when  leaving  this  audi- 
torium. 

In  consideration  of  the  responsibili- 
ties and  duties  laid  upon  us.  we  should 
like  to  answer  the  challenge  with  a 
verse  of  Emerson's  poem,  "Volun- 
teers": 

So  nigh  is  grandeur  to  our  dust, 
So  near  to  God  is  man. 
When     duty     whispers     low,     "Thou 

must," 
The  youth  replies,  "I  can." 


VALEDICTORY   ADDRESS 

By  ROBERT  HUMBERTSON 
(Continued  from  page  14) 
handed  to  us  on  a  silver  platter.  One 
school  had  for  its  motto  "The  elevator 
to  success  is  not  running.  Try  the 
stairs."  The  man  or  woman  who  is 
afraid  of  work  need  never  expect  to 
be  of  much  use  to  the  world.  When 
we  speak  of  great  men,  we  often 
speak  in  glowing  terms  of  their  in- 
telligence and  natural  ability.  That 
probably  entered  into  their  success, 
but,  more  so,  work  and  diligence  were 
involved.  One  time  Thomas  Edison 
went  into  his  laboratory  and  closeted 
himself  for  ten  days.  He  would  see  no 
one.  He  had  his  meals  brought  to  him. 
At  the  end  of  the  ten  days  he  went 
to  his  home,  threw  himself  upon  the 
bed,  and  slept  for  hours.  It  was  later 
found  that  when  Edison  left  his 
laboratory  on  that  tenth  day,  he  had 
successfully  completed  his  invention 
of  the  electric  light,  which  is  now 
lighting  the  world.  "Few  things  are 
impossible  to  diligence  and  skill," 
said  Samuel  Johnson.  The  wise  man, 
Solomon,  said,  "Seest  thou  a  man 
diligent  in  his  business?  he  shall 
stand  before  kings." 

Seniors,  undergraduates,  and  friends, 
I  foresee  a  bright  future  for  each  of 
us  if  we  will  but  lay  hold  upon  en- 
during resources.  Courage,  love  for 
humanity,  high  morality,  and  dili- 
gence will  enable  us  to  have  a  bright 
future  and  make  a  better  world. 


THE  MOST  NOBLE  LIFE 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
that  he  had  been  now  a  long  time 
in  that  case,  he  saith  unto  him,  Wilt 
thou  be  made  whole?  The  impotent 
man  answered  him,  Sir,  I  have  no 
man,  when  the  water  is  troubled,  to 
put  me  into  the  pool:  but  while  I 
am  coming,  another  steppeth  down 
before  me.  Jesus  saith  unto  him,  Rise, 
take  up  thy  bed,  and  walk.  And  im- 
mediately the  man  was  made  whole," 
St.   John   5:2-9. 

There  stood  that  day  by  the  pool 
the  Fountain  of  Living  Waters,  and 
ever  since  then  the  waters  have  been 


troubled.   But    as   it   was   then,   so   il 
is    today.     Multitudes     are    near    bu 
have   no   man   to  help   them.   Just   £ 
little   assistance,   a   little   kindness,   £ 
little  interest  shown,  a  prayer,  a  "Goc 
bless  you,"  a  smile,  a  kind  word,  wil 
help  many  of  them  into  the  waters 
Then  we  can  all  sing  together, 
"Where  the  healing  waters  flow; 
Where  the  joys  celestial  glow. 
Oh,  there's  peace  and  joy  and  love 
Where  the  healing  waters  flow." 

Can  you  not  see  the  sadness  and 
anxiety  on  the  faces  of  those  poor 
needy  impotent  people?  What  a  great 
service  one  can  render  in  helping 
them.  Nothing  can  ennoble  one's  life 
more  than  to  help  others;  yes,  to  live 
in  a  little  cottage  by  the  road  and 
be  a  friend  to  man.  "Inasmuch  as 
ye  have  done  it  unto  the  least  of 
these  my  brethren,  ye  have  done  it 
unto  me."  A  great  reward  awaits 
those  who  have  rendered  service,  and 
especially  Christian  service  to  man 
Yes,  a  welcome  will  be  given  into 
Christ's  kingdom.  We  should  not  let 
an  opportunity  go  by  to  help  others 

In  the  third  chapter  of  Acts,  be- 
ginning with  the  first  verse,  is  a  very 
gripping  story  of  Peter  and  John, 
who,  at  the  gate  Beautiful,  were  con- 
fronted with  a  poor  beggar  asking 
alms  of  all  who  entered  the  Temple. 
It  was  a  great  opportunity  for  the 
apostles.  They  had  neither  silver  nor 
gold  but  they  had  something  greater, 
they  had  faith  in  God.  The  greatest 
need  of  the  world  is  not  material, 
but  spiritual  things.  One  of  the  great- 
est troubles  is  that  the  world  has 
developed  and  progressed  in  the 
sciences  and  material  things  but  have 
failed  to  progress  spiritually.  There- 
fore, there  is  disintegration.  Every- 
where and  every  day  there  are  great 
opportunities,  yea,  beautiful  gates  of 
opportunity;  but,  alas,  how  many 
times  we  pass  by  and  fail  to  see 
them,  these  beautiful  gates  which, 
if  entered,  will  lead  into  rich  fields 
of  opportunities  to  serve  humanity. 
May  God  give  us  a  vision. 

It  is  easy  to  follow  the  masses,  to 
do  things  because  others  do  them  and 
in  the  way  others  do  them,  to  talk 
and  act  like  others,  but  these  are  not 
the  ones  who  make  history  and  be- 
come leaders  in  the  various  fields  of  | 
usefulness.  It  is  those  who  dare  to 
be  different,  who  turn  away  from 
mass  psychology  and  conventionali- 
ties, and  blaze  new  trails,  who  really 
achieve  anything  worth  while.  There 
is  only  a  few  of  them.  Will  you  dare 
to  be  one? 


EDUCATIONAL  OBJECTIVES 

(Continued  from  page  21) 
leads  into  the  worlds  of  the  fine  arts. 
The  price  is  great.  To  know  how  to 
paint  and  how  to  interpret  music  re- 
quires years  of  toil.  But  the  returns 
are  great. 

Teachers  of  music  and  art  are  pub- 
lic benefactors.  Their  number  should 
be  vastly  multiplied.  They  should  re- 
ceive every  encouragement. 

There  are  great  character-building 
values  in  a  knowledge  of  the  fine 
arts. 

This  is   an   important   objective   in 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


education. 

PREPARATION    FOR    A    LIFEWORK 

Half  the  world  can  neither  read 
nor  write. 

Half  the  world  never  heard  of  a 
physician. 

Half  the  world  never  heard  of 
Christmas. 

Half  the  world  never  heard  of 
"Home,  Sweet  Home." 

The  unfinished  work  of  the  world 
is  so  great;  the  pressure  is  of  such 
high  tension;  expert  knowledge  and 
thorough  experience  so  important 
that  nothing  less  than  a  great  prepa- 
ration for  life  should  be  considered 
for  a  moment. 

One  cannot  go  blundering  along 
these  days  and  get  anywhere. 

A  vision  and  passion  for  a  great 
career  coming  early  in  one's  prepa- 
ration will  be  of  the  greatest  possible 
value  to  spur  one  on  and  hold  one 
to  thorough  preparations. 

A  thoroughly  trained  thinking 
machine  should  be  uppermost.  If 
your  mind  is  trained  to  concentrate, 
to  analyze,  to  weigh,  to  reason;  if 
your  mind  has  wrestled  with  prob- 
lems so  that  cells  built  get  you  into 
the  atmosphere  of  solutions — then 
you  are  getting  somewhere. 

The  accumulation  of  facts  is  not 
so  important  as  a  trained  mind  to 
handle  facts  when  you  get  down  to 
business. 

Religion  is  of  the  most  vital  conse- 
quence. God  in  the  life  gives  an  open 
vision,  clears  up  the  objectives  of  life, 
warms  the  heart  with  the  steady  glow 
of  a  great  enthusiasm  and  affords 
that  daily  guidance  without  which 
moral  restraint  and  achievement  may 
not  be  realized. 

Preparation  under  difficulties  often 
make  for  better  preparation.  Almost 
invariably  students  who  have  to  work 
their  way  develop  strength  as  they 
go  along,  so  that  when  they  strike 
their  lifework  they  have  gathered 
momentum  and  impact  that  will  be 
a  tremendous  asset  out  in  the  field. 


BIBLE  TRAINING  SCHOOL 

(Continued   from  page   4) 

the  old  Evangel  office.  Its  home  at 
that  time  was  even  more  humble  than 
the  small  group  which  constituted 
the  first  class.  Larger  quarters  were 
soon  sought.  Classes  were  eventually 
taught  in  the  local  church;  then  they 
moved  to  the  auditorium.  Finally,  an 
addition  was  built  to  the  old  church 
and  it  was  used  as  a  dormitory.  It 
became  necessary  to  build  a  dormi- 
tory for  girls. 

This  expansion  continued  at  Cleve- 
land until  1938,  when  the  Murphy 
Collegiate  Institute,  at  Sevierville,  was 
bought.  This  property  consisted  of 
sixty-three  acres  of  land,  an  adminis- 
tration building,  and  a  boys'  and 
a  girls'  dormitory.  The  School  soon 
outgrew  these  buildings  and  a  large, 
five-story  combination  building,  in- 
cluding piano  studios,  an  auditorium, 
classrooms,  and  a  large  cafeteria,  was 
built.  Later,  added  to  this  was  a  large, 
fireproof  dormitory  for  girls  and  a 
modern  centralized  heating  plant. 
This  plant  is  situated  on  the  Smoky 


Mountain  Highway  only  thirty  miles 
from  Newfound  Gap,  and  has  been 
considered  by  all  who  look  upon  it 
as  very  beautiful.  These  were  other 
milestones  marking  the  very  rapid 
pace  which  has  marked  the  progress 
of  the  School. 

But  the  School  did  not  stop  there. 
This  year,  at  the  cost  of  one  and  one- 
half  million  dollars,  the  Church  of 
God  purchased  the  Bob  Jones  College 
plant  at  Cleveland,  Tennessee.  And 
now  the  School  moves  back  to  the 
place  where  it  was  organized.  The 
facilities  are  larger  and  better  and 
it  is  believed  the  next  term  will  open 
with  from  eight  hundred  to  a  thou- 
sand students. 

So,  in  number  of  students,  in  reli- 
gious education,  in  scholastic  achieve- 
ments, in  housing  facilities,  and  sur- 
rounding beauty,  the  Bible  Training 
School  has  continued  its  march  of 
progress. 

BIBLE  TRAINING  SCHOOL  GETS  A 
NAME 

As  strange  as  it  may  seem,  this  in- 
stitution never  had  a  name.  It  seemed 
almost  a  shame,  with  all  of  its  other 
acquirements,  to  go  farther  on  such 
a  march  of  progress  and  to  keep 
traveling  anonymously.  The  Board  of 
Directors  decided  that  the  Bible 
Training  School  and  College  must 
have  a  name.  And,  without  a  change 
of  purpose  or  without  deviating  from 
its  divine  prerogative,  the  School  was 
named  LEE  COLLEGE. 

Thus  the  Church  of  God  Bible 
Training  School  and  College  marches 
on! 


OUR  COLLEGE  ACCREDITATION 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

of  informal  accreditation.  That  meth- 
od is  by  gaining  a  conditional  admis- 
sion for  its  students  to  other  institu- 
tions of  higher  education.  If  these 
students  maintain  a  good  average  in 
advanced  work  over  a  period  of  about 
one  year,  they  have  validated  the 
quality  of  work  taken  in  the  institu- 
tion from  which  they  were  trans- 
ferred. They  are  then  given  credit 
for  the  work  so  transferred.  This  type 
of  accreditation  is  a  necessary  meas- 
uring stick  in  evaluating  an  insti- 
tution for  any  formal  accreditation 
by  the  state  university  or  the  regional 
association. 

Our  students  who  in  recent  years 
have  been  accepted  by  many  out- 
standing institutions,  have  been  ac- 
cepted under  the  above  stated  con- 
ditional plan.  Junior  college  graduates 
have  gone  from  us  to  the  leading  col- 
leges and  universities  of  the  Nation. 
These  students  have  been  a  credit  to 
their  Alma  Mater.  So  far  as  we  know, 
not  one  of  them  has  failed.  They  have 
shown  good  educational  foundation 
on  which  to  build  upper-division  work 
at  the  large  universities,  thus  demon- 
strating the  quality  of  our  junior  col- 
lege program. 

Transcripts  of  the  work  done  at 
higher  institutions  by  these  young 
men  and  women  were  sent  to  me 
this  year,  and  these  transcripts  were 
considered   in   the   evaluation   of  our 


college  by  the  officials  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Tennessee.  We  take  our  hats 
off  to  these  young  people.  They  are 
our  unsung  heroes.  They  have  ren- 
dered a  valuable  service  to  Bible 
Training  School  and  College.  Their 
good  work  at  other  institutions  has 
been  invaluable  in  helping  us  achieve 
academic  recognition.  We  plan  to  col- 
lect the  names  of  all  of  them  and 
publish  them  in  the  Lighted  Pathioay. 
On  one  of  the  most  beautiful  cam- 
puses of  the  South,  with  the  best 
qualified  and  largest  faculty  in  its 
history,  your  Bible  Training  School 
will  open  September  1,  1947.  The 
greatest  year  in  its  history  to  date 
lies  before  it;  your  boys  and  girls  will 
receive  full  credit  for  the  work  done 
in  Bible  Training  School,  and  this 
great  institution  will  live  to  mold  and 
bless  humanity. 


BROKEN   BONDS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

a  pretty  good  church  background 
that  ought  to  hold  him  level." 

Kathie  went  back  to  her  school  with 
a  heavy  heart.  Except  for  the  most 
perfunctory  of  contacts,  she  had  seen 
nothing  of  Gregory.  The  old  comrade- 
ship, the  familiar  friendship,  was 
gone.  Instead,  there  seemed  a  barrier 
of  ice — smooth,  slippery,  cold,  chilling 
the  very  blood  in  her  veins.  The  past 
was  as  if  it  had  not  been. 

Should  she  write  her  usual  weekly 
letter,  she  wondered.  What  could  she 
say?  Perhaps  Jack  had  been  wrong. 
Maybe — just  maybe — there  was  some 
other  cause.  A  girl,  for  instance.  Even 
that  would  be  easier  to  bear  than  to 
think  of  Gregory  losing  the  Christian 
faith  that  had  been  such  a  close  bond 
to  them  both. 

She  picked  up  her  pen  and  tried 
two  or  three  times  to  begin  a  letter, 
but  her  head  might  as  well  have  been 
filled  with  sawdust,  for  all  that  she 
accomplished.  Each  effort,  in  turn, 
was  torn  up  and  deposited  in  the 
wastebasket.  It  was  no  use.  She  was 
called  "on  duty"  and  the  opportunity 
passed. 

But  Gregory's  letter  came  prompt- 
ly. As  she  took  it  from  the  postman 
she  felt  a  pang  of  remorse  that  her 
own  had  been  unwritten.  Probably 
she  had  been  silly  and  allowed  her 
imagination  to  run  away  with  her 
judgment. 

At  her  first  moment  of  freedom 
she  sought  her  own  room  and  settled 
down  to  read  her  missive.  It  was  brief, 
but  each  sentence  seemed  like  a  dag- 
ger point  searching  for  her  lifeblood. 

It  said,  in  part  "...  I  find  that  I 
have  been  mistaken  in  my  religious 
ideas.  I  have  been  worshiping  a 
pygmy  god — one  that  barred  me  from 
the  joys  of  life.  But  I  am  free  now. 
Free!  Do  you  understand?  I  want  life 
with  a  capital  'L.'  And  never  can  I 
preach  the  puny,  restricted  theology 
of  the  creeds.  I  hope  you  understand 
and  can  go  along  with  me  in  this  .  .  . 
Greg." 

"Free!"  she  moaned.  "O  Greg! 
'Whom  the  Son  makes  free  is  free 
indeed!'  'Puny,  restricted,'  such  names 
to  apply  to  the    Creator    of  the  uni- 
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verse!  Life!  Jesus  said,  'I  am  come 
that  they  might  have  life  and  that 
they  might  have  it  more  abundantly!' 
What  sort  of  life  does  he  want?  O 
Lord,  help  him!  Open  his  eyes  before 
it  is  too  late,"  she  prayed. 

Her  leisure  was  over  and  she  must 
put  her  own  personal  problems  in  the 
background.  She  must  don  her  crisp 
white  uniform  and  go  to  her  patients. 
To  each  she  must  bring  a  word  of 
encouragement,  sympathy  or  cheer. 
She  was  learning  that  these  things 
mean  much  to  the  physically  sick. 

One  of  her  first  lessons  had  been 
to  control  her  features.  A  patient 
must  not  be  disturbed  by  the  emo- 
tions— good  or  bad — of  the  nurse. 

She  welcomed  the  "duty."  It  re- 
quired action.  When  her  relief  came 
she  thought  whimsically  that  it  was 
only  an  opportunity  for  her  private 
trouble  to  rear  its  ugly  head. 

There  was  no  one  with  whom  she 
could  share  it,  no  friend  to  whom  she 
could  turn;  but  she  thanked  God  for 
her  Christian  training,  for  the  faith 
to  which  she  could  cling  in  this  dark 
hour,  and  for  the  trust  that  would 
enable  her  to  hold  steady  although 
the  foundations  of  her  life  seemed  to 
be  shaking.  As  she  prayed,  the  an- 
swer came,  "The  eternal  God  is  thy 
refuge  and  underneath  are  the  ever- 
lasting arms." 

She  wrote  to  Gregory  that  his  de- 
cision was  a  surprise  to  her,  and 
begged  him  to  reconsider;  to  remem- 
ber the  years  of  church  and  home 
training,  and  not  cast  them  aside 
carelessly  or  recklessly.  She  assured 
him  that  the  "abundant  life"  of  the 
Christian  was  all  she  needed  for  hap- 
piness. 

Another  letter  from  him  urged  her 
to  leave  the  "narrow  way"  and  come 
out  into  the  "broad  field  of  Life"  and 
enjoy  its  pleasures  with  him. 

This  time  Kathie  replied  definite- 
ly, "Our  paths  seem  to  be  diverging. 
'Two  cannot  walk  together  except 
they  be  agreed,'  so  I  take  back  the 
promise  I  gave  you.  I  cannot  walk 
in  your  ways  and  keep  my  Savior  with 
me.  I  will  not  give  up  my  Christ,  so — 
farewell,  friend  and  playmate  of  my 
childhood." 

It  cost  the  girl  a  pang  to  put 
Gregory  Norton  out  of  her  heart,  and 
at  that  time  she  thought  none  other 
could  ever  take  his  place.  She  would 
be  a  nurse  who  was  "wedded  to  her 
profession." 

Occasionally  Kathie  hears  of  Greg- 
ory Norton,  but  his  pursuit  of  Life 
is  leading,  like  the  will-o'-the-wisp, 
toward  the  morasses  of  worldliness 
and  outbroken  sin.  She  thanks  God 
that  she  learned  of  his  moral  weak- 
nes  while  their  bond  was  only  an 
engagement  that  could  be  broken. 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2> 
wonder  a  multitude  of  our  strongest 
men  and  women  choose  it  as  a  life- 
work.  The  permanent  contribution 
they  make  to  society  is  beyond  calcu- 
lation. 

"The  educator  is  an  interpreter  of 
life.  Multitudes  of  people  are  getting 
nothing  out  of  life.  The  educator 
should  know  life  in  a  large  measure 

[Page  26] 


of  fulness  and  be  acquainted  with  the 
raptures  of  knowledge,  then  live  a 
radiant  life  of  gladness  and  enthusi- 
asm and  lead  the  waiting  multitudes 
into  the  joys  of  rich  experience  and 
interesting  knowledge. 

"An  education  is  a  life  unfolded  in- 
to its  capacities  and  introduced  into 
its  wealth  of  knowledge  and  its  world 
of  service." 

It  is  said  that  there  are  still  some 
people  who  do  not  believe  in  educa- 
tion. They  say  that  education  de- 
tracts from  the  spiritual  life.  This  is 
not  true.  The  right  kind  of  education 
will  lead  one  out  deeper  in  God  and 
give  him  a  vision  of  the  needs  of  the 
world.  It  will  cause  him  to  see  things 
in  a  different  light  and  will  change 
some  of  his  ways  of  doing  things  be- 
cause he  has  had  his  eyes  opened.  I 
have  heard  it  said  that  it  causes  our 
boys  and  girls  to  come  back  to  their 
home  church  with  a  "better  than 
thou"  attitude  and  thev  try  to  change 
the  church  plans.  Maybe  they  have 
found  a  better  way.  Why  not  let  them 
try  it?  A  change  will  do  you  good.  You 
should  make  an  effort  to  send  boys 
and  girls  from  your  church  for  this 
very  reason.  It  might  lift  your  church 
out  of  that  rut  it  has  been  running 
in  for  so  long.  Education  gives  vision 
and  without  vision  the  people  perish. 

It  is  usually  in  school  where  boys 
and  girls  get  the  call  for  their  life- 
work,  which  is  very  important. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATI 
FOR  JUNE 

Sold 
for  June 

Alabama  ..  2,065 

Alaska    2 

Arizona   .  239 

Arkansas 764 

California  640 

Canada  _  284 

Colorado  33 

Connecticut 18 

Delaware  140 

Florida  2,538 

Foreign   393 

Georgia  _  4,916 

Idaho  111 

Illinois  __.  2,990 

Indiana  __  709 

Iowa  142 

Kansas    ._.  486 

Kentucky  2,884 

Louisiana   376 

Maine  367 

Massachusetts  5 

Maryland  1,160 

Michigan  972 

Minnesota  64 

Mississippi   838 

Missouri   .  766 

Montana  ..  200 

Nebraska  62 

Nevada    2 

New   Hampshire   .  4 

New  Jersey  ...  219 

New  Mexico  _  198 

New  York  30 

North  Carolina  5,778 

North  Dakota  224 

Ohio  2,575 

Oklahoma  466 

Oregon  267 

Pennsylvania  641 

South  Carolina  ..  7,750 

South  Dakota  289 


NG 


Total 

21,421 

20 

2,769 

6,910 

8,083 

3,158 

227 

158 

1,228 

26,488 

4,228 

50,991 

965 

19,045 

7,028 

2,125 

3,786 

25,967 

4,253 

3,869 

340 

11,923 

8,854 

714 

9,067 

9,036 

2,151 

599 

20 

64 

2,024 

2,066 

676 

54,333 

2,317 

28,435 

4,658 

1,917 

7,129 

77,847 

2,995 


Tennessee  4,503 

Texas  _  1,758 

Utah    

Virginia  1,719 

Washington  335 

Washington,  D.  C.  40 

West  Virginia  2,433 

Wisconsin  40 

Wyoming  1 


40,526 

18,856 

14 

17.67C 

2,68= 

65E 

25,84C 

562 

2E 


53,436       526,722 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  Etc. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  June. 

Illinois     $45.50 

Delaware  1.00 

Florida  1.00 

Texas    1.00 

Michigan     50 

Missouri    .a0 

$49  50 
NOTE:  Thanks  to  Brother  J.  New- 
by  Thompson,  state  youth  director  of 
Illinois,  for  sending  us  $42  for  the 
Army  fund.  This  will  permit  us  to  send 
papers  to  a  number  of  boys,  and  the 
state  of  Illinois  will  be  credited  for 
840  papers  on  the  Lighted  Pathway 
rating.  May  the  Lord  richly  bless  the 
people  of  Illinois. 

JUNE  PRIZE  WINNER 

J.  L.  Barfield,  S.  Greenwood,  S.  C,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time.  Brother  Bar- 
field  sold  1,008  papers. 

NOTE:  In  order  to  qualify  for  win- 
ning the  prize  of  $5  in  any  one  month, 
you  must  sell  the  most  papers  and 
have  your  money  in  on  time.  The  due 
date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is  the  20th 
of  each  month.  For  instance,  the 
money  for  July  papers  must  be  in  the 
office  by  July  20. 

JUNE  HONOR  ROLL 

Harold  E.  Cato,  Kannapolis,  N.  C, 
sold  500  papers. 

Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md., 
sold  420  papers. 

Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  O, 
sold  300  papers. 

Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga„  sold  252 
papers. 

Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S. 
C,  sold  250  papers. 

Mrs.  E.  C.  Byron,  Port  Arthur,  Tex., 
sold  225  papers. 

Gideons,  please  keep  invoices  re- 
ceived with  papers  and  return  with  re- 
mittance payable  and  addressed  to  the 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  each  month.  Do 
not  send   to  other  departments. 

The  Accounting  Department  is  re- 
stricted from  booking  the  third  order 
if  previous  orders  have  not  been  paid. 

Advice  to  change  Gideon  or  order 
should  reach  the  office  on  or  before 
the  5th  of  the  month  preceding  the 
issue  of  the  paper. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


CLASS  IN  THEORY,   B.T.S.  AND  COLLEGE 

NOTE:  "No,  I  do  not  intend  to  send  Martha  to  school.  She'll  just  marry  some  of  these  days  and  settle  down  to 
housework  and  rearing  children,  and  there's  no  use  to  spend  money  on  her."  Did  you  ever  hear  parents  make  this  re- 
mark? Here  is  an  article  for  you  to  read,  if  you  feel  that  way. 


Motherhood  as  a  I^ijework 


Just  a  woman  in  a  home!  Does  she  need  an  education- 
I  background?  What  a  question.  Of  all  persons  who 
hould  have  a  thousand  streams  of  inspiration,  it  is  a 
lother  in  a  home. 

Here  are  monotonies,  drudgeries,  and  the  thousand 
ttle  annoyances.  If  a  mother  has  streams  of  thought 
pspringing  from  a  paradise  carefully  builded  within, 
nen  she  can  sweep,  sew,  and  mend — her  hands  busy 
ut  her  head  among  the  stars. 

Ten  years  of  the  life  of  a  child  lie  in  the  heart  of  a 
lother.  All  the  remaining  years  will  be  colored  by  the 
ouches  of  those  mother  years. 

So  great  the  task,  nature  has  planned  twenty  years 
f  instruction  and  companionship. 

Spirit  and  quality  of  leadership  center  here. 

Destiny  hangs  on  these  precious  years  of  experience 
nd  instruction. 


The  nesting  instinct  is  strong  in  the  heart  of  a  real 
woman. 

So  vital  are  the  issues  of  motherhood,  so  beautiful  its 
ministries,  and  so  far-reaching  the  investments,  that 
without  question  motherhood  is  society's  greatest  career. 

It  should  be  classed  as  a  career.  Law,  medicine,  bank- 
ing, or  whatnot  in  no  way  outclasses  this  great  calling. 

As  it  is  the  highest  of  all  callings,  so  it  should  never 
be  incidental  or  accidental. 

Greatest  preparation  should  be  made  for  this  life- 
work.  Physical  culture,  domestic  science,  dietetics,  busi- 
ness management  and  accounting,  horticulture,  poultry, 
dairying,  and  many  other  subjects  bear  directly  on  the 
home  life. 

Child  culture  and  nurture,  child  psychology  and  the 
many  helps  a  mother  needs  should  be  taught.  "Get 
ready  for  a  home"  is  great  advice  to  young  womanhood. 

— Quests  and  Conquests. 


Join  the  Happy  Hundreds  oj  Young  Men  and  Women 
who  Will  Enter  I^ee  College  September  lf  1Q47 


College  Library 

Located  on  one  of  the  South's  finest  college  campuses,  commodious  accommodations,  fully  accredited  courses  in 

JUNIOR  COLLEGE  -  HIGH  SCHOOL  -  RELIGIOUS  EDUCATION 

COMMERCE -MUSIC 

Your  application  must  be  accepted  in  advance.  All  applications  should  be  in 
by  August  1,  or  soon  thereafter.  Write  immediately  for  catalog,  applications,  and 
full  particulars. -Bible  Training  School  and  College,  Sevierville,  Tennessee. 
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Sowing  in  the  sunshine,  sawing  in  the  shadows. 
Fearing  neither  clouds  nor  %  chitting  breeze 

By  and  by  the  harvest  ami  >r  ended, 

We  shall  come  re|ofc»>  g  in  the  sheeves. 


, 


Psalm  119:105 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


MY   PRAYER 

Dear  God,  we  thank  Thee  for  the 
close  of  another  church  year.  We 
praise  Thee  for  the  victories  that  have 
been  won.  We  lift  our  hearts  in 
thanksgiving,  not  only  for  the  vic- 
tories but  for  the  defeats,  for  they 
are  often  stepping  stones  to  higher 
heights  and  deeper  depths.  Lead  us 
out  this  coming  year  into  greater 
service,  "For  the  fields  are  white  and 
the  laborers  are  few."  If  there  are 
those  who  are  discouraged,  help  them 
to  lift  their  eyes  unto  the  hills  from 
whence  cometh  their  help.  Give  us 
vision  that  will  send  us  forth  ivith 
determination    and   zeal    to    do    our    best    for    Thee    this 


an  old  lady,  smiling  into  a  troubled  face  before  her  "tha 
when  the  Lord  told  the  discouraged  fishermen  to  cas 
their  nets  again,  it  was  right  in  the  same  old  place  when 
they  had  toiled  all  night  and  caught  nothing?" 

If  we  could  only  go  off  to  some  new  place  every  time  w< 
get  discouraged,  trying  again  would  be  easier.  If  wi 
could  be  somebody  else,  or  go  somewhere  else,  or  d< 
something  else,  it  might  not  be  hard  to  have  fresh  faitl 
and  courage;  but  it  is  the  same  old  net  in  the  same  ok 
pond,  for  most  of  us.  The  old  temptations  are  to  be  over 
come,  the  old  faults  to  be  conquered,  the  old  trials  anc 
discouragements  before  which  we  failed  yesterday  to  b< 
faced  again  today.  We  must  win  success  where  we  an 
if  we  win  it  at  all,  and  it  is  the  Master  Himself,  after  al 
these  toilful,  disheartening  efforts  that  we  call  failures 
who  bids  us  to  try  again.  These  disciples  who  failed  hen 
in  faith  and  power  were  so  filled  with  the  Holy  Spiri 


coming  year.     Take  out  of  our  lives  anything  that  would      wL     /iffthS  ^U*    L?  W„aS    11Ii^slhh 

hinder   the   Holy   Spirit's' working    through   us   ivith   our      J?,?*!'  ♦*  J°"d,f'  lf J^l^l*h£™  ?_eed:  a  f^.erl 


Holy    Spirit's    ivorking    through 
fellow  men;  for  they  are  not  reading  their  Bibles,  they 
are  reading  us.     Amen. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

We  have  come  to  the  close  of  another  church  year.  You 
know  we  have  a  new  church  year  in  September  and  a 
new  calendar  year  in  January.  They  are  both  important. 
In  fact,  we  have  many  beginnings  along  the  way.  We 
have  the  beginning  of  a  new  month,  a  new  week,  a  new 
day,  a  new  hour,  a  new  minute.  Thank  God,  it  is  pos- 
sible for  us  to  make  new  resolutions  anytime  and  begin 
to  do  things  worth  while;  and  that  is  the  purpose  of 
this  message,  to  inspire  our  young  people  to  resolve 
to  go  forth,  to  do  greater  service  for  the  Master  this 
coming  year.  Our  cover  page  represents  the  sheaves 
we  have  brought  in  to  lay  at  the  Master's  feet  this  past 
year.  Did  you  have  a  part  in  it?  If  not,  would  you  like 
to  have  a  part  this  coming  year?  If  you  have  had  a 
part,  would  you  not  like  to  have  a  greater  part?  If 
you  would,  you  can.  "When  shall  I  start?"  do  you  ask. 
Now! 

I  think  one  of  the  saddest  things  in  all  the  world  that 
could  happen  to  a  human  being  would  be  to  meet  the 
Master  when  life  is  done,  with  no  sheaves  to  lay  at 
His  feet.  "But  what  can  I  do?"  you  may  ask.  The 
Word  of  God  says  to  do  whatsoever  our  hands  find  to 
do. 

I  am  thinking  now  of  the  boys  and  girls  who  have 
been  disappointed  because  they  did  not  have  the  privi- 
lege of  entering  school.  Some  have  planned  to  come 
to  Lee  College,  but  your  plans  have  fallen  through,  and 
you  are  blue  and  discouraged.  You  felt  almost  sure  it 
was  God's  will  for  you  to  come,  but  you  failed,  and 
you  do  not  understand.  Well,  you  may  never  under- 
stand; but  God  has  promised  in  His  Word  He  will  make 
all  things  work  together  for  good  to  those  who  love  Him. 
Do  you  love  Him?  Perhaps  someone,  or  many,  might 
need  you  at  home;  your  church 
might  be  greatly  handicapped 
without  you;  or  some  man  or 
woman  with  money,  who  did  not 
respond  when  called  upon  to 
give  of  their  means  to  help  you 
through  school,  might  be  to 
blame.  Whatever  might  be  the 
cause,  God  can  work  it  all  out 
for  His  glory  and  that  is  all  that 
is  necessary.  So  look  up  and 
believe  God.  Let  the  beginning 
of  this  new  vear  be  the  greatest 
time  in  your  life,  because  of  your 
entire  yieldedness  to  the  Mas- 
ter's will.  "But,"  do  you  say,  "I 
just  can't  go  on  here.  I've  been 
here  all  my  life  and  it  seems  I 
just  can't  accomplish  anything." 

"Did    you    ever    notice,"    said 


I  WILL  BE  FAITHFUL 

I    will    be   faithful    in    the    little   things    I    do, 
Performing     all     the     homely     tasks     of    every    day 
With    deep    and     loving    gratitude,    dear    God,    to    You, 
With    thankfulness   that    I    can    serve    in    this   small    way. 

Although     I     long    for     larger    duties,    still     I     know 
That    each    small    service,    rendered    joyously,    will    bring 
Some  bit  of  beauty  to  life's  plan.  The  soul  must  grow. 
Unfolding     like    a    flower    to     its    full     blossoming. 


And  so,   dear  God,   dear   Father,   with    Your   help 
Upward,    higher,    till    at    last    I     have    won 
The    right    to    great    tasks,    the    goal    sublime. 
Through     all     the     little     humble    things    well     done 


duement  of  power,  which  would  bring  to  us  a  vision  o 
the  neglected  ones  around  us  whom  we  have  passed  bi 
unnoticed. 

Perhaps  the  pool  you've  been  fishing  in  is  stagnan 
and  God  is  depending  on  you  to  throw  in  the  sweetening 
substance  that  will  purify  and  make  it  healthful  for  thi 
fish,  so  that  they  may  live  and  thrive  and  grow 

Here  is  an  illustration  I  think  expresses  my  thought  irj 
regard  to  throwing  in  the  sweetening  substance. 

Mr.  A —  came  to  a  little  country  town  and,  opening 
law  office,  spent  his  days  in  practice  and  his  nights  ill 
study.  He  lived  much  to  himself  and  would  answer  n( 
questions  about  his  former  life.  His  neighbor,  a  grea 
artist,  felt,  as  he  saw  Mr.  A —  walking  with  head  dowr 
in  a  listless  attitude,  a  strong  desire  to  know  him,  t( 
understand,  to  help  him.  Once  in  conversation  with  th< 
artist  Mr.  A —  admitted  that  he  had  made  a  great  mis- 
take in  his  life  and  had  lost  courage.  The  artist  though 
upon  it,  and  shutting  himself  into  his  studio,  worked  101I 
months,  putting  the  best  of  his  talents  upon  the  canva;, 
before  him.  When  the  picture  was  finished,  he  pleasec 
the  astonished  Mr.  A —  by  calling  him  in  to  view  the  nev 
picture.  "My  masterpiece,"  he  said;  "I  shall  never  paim 
a  better  one."  When  the  curtain  was  drawn  aside,  Mr 
A —  saw  himself  on  the  canvas,  and  yet,  not  he,  for  tht 
man  in  the  picture  faced  the  world  straight,  shoulder; 
thrown  back,  head  erect,  ambition,  desire,  and  hope  in 
the  attitude  and  expression.  The  artist  waited  breath- 
lessly. At  last  Mr.  A —  spoke.  "He  thinks  I  am  that' 
He  sees  that  in  me?"  "Yes,"  was  the  reply.  "Then,' 
said  Mr.  A — ,  "I  will  be  that,"  and  he  left  the  studio  witl 
confidence  in  every  step. 

God  paints  the  picture  of  your  life  and  mine  and  give; 
us  frequent  glimpses  of  what,  through  Him,  we  may  be 
while  He  waits  hard  by  for  the  answer,  "Yes,  I  will  be 
that. 

Dear  young  people,  right  around  you  there  are  plentj 
of  people  like  Mr.  A —  who  neec 
encouragement.  Could  you  no; 
sweeten  the  waters  so  that  yoi 
might  catch  the  fish  that  an 
around  you?  Perhaps  that  ii 
what  God  left  you  at  home  for 
He  wants  you  to  cast  in  your  net 
again  in  the  same  old  place. 

Boys  and  girls,  perhaps  yoi 
are  working  on  a  job  that  keeps 
you  so  busy  you  cannot  fine 
time  to  get  out  and  do  things 
you  would  like  to  do  for  God.  Yoi 
are  discouraged  because  you  an 
tied  down.  I  am  giving  you  thi; 
little  story  to  help  you; 

An  American  Presbyteriar 
minister  tells  the  following 
story : 

(Continued  on  page  16) 


climb 


The 

Heart 

the 


of 


By  Mabel  A.  McKee 

Note:  To  me  this  is  one  of  the  most 
teautiful  articles  I  have  ever  read.  I 
lave  been  requested  several  times  to 
■eprint  it  in  the  paper.  We  are  dedi- 
cating it  to  the  boys  and  girls  who  are 
eaving  home  influences  to  go  aioay  to 
■chool.  God  help  our  boys  and  girls  at 
\,ee  College  to  read  this  and  profit  by 
t.—Ed. 

He  was  her  brother.  The  thought 
?ave  her  the  same  thrill  this  morning 
is  it  had  given  her  on  a  morning 
:eventeen  years  back,  when  the  old 
'amily  doctor  had  laid  a  tiny  bundle 
n  her  arms  and  said,  "You'll  have  to 
)e  his  sister  and  mother  both,  Eliza- 
)eth." 

Her  twelve  years  then  hung  heavily 
m  her;  her  little  face,  stained  with 
;he  marks  of  recent  tears,  took  on  a 
varmer  glow  as  she  touched  the  baby's 
land.  She  had  unfolded  the  baby 
blanket  and  slipped  on  his  first  little 
;lothes.  As  she  dressed  him  she  felt  a 
sense  of  loss;  with  every  fresh  gar- 
nent  he  seemed  to  become  less  of  an 
ingel  and  more  of  a  human  being.  The 
same  feeling  of  loss  was  now  in  her 
leart  as  she  folded  his  great  Indian 
jlankets,  slipped  his  photographs  in- 
;o  the  case  and  filled  the  nooks  and 
;revices  of  his  trunk  with  "little  sur- 
orises"  to  drive  away  the  first  bitter 
longings  for  home.  She  lifted  a  thick 
white  wool  sweater;  it  brought  the 
memory  of  a  little  soft  flannel  shirt. 
She  buried  her  face  in  its  folds  and 
murmured  in  a  tearful  voice,  "Why, 
tie  is  my  man  brother  and  I  am  send- 
ing him  from  home  to  college." 

His  foot  sounded  on  the  stairway; 
his  clear  boyish  voice  called,  "Beth, 
where  are  you?" 

Before  she  could  answer  he  entered 
the  room.  Throwing  several  bundles 
anto  the  bed,  he  gave  a  sigh  of  relief. 
He  tugged  impatiently  at  the  strings 
as  he  explained,  "These  are  some 
things  the  girls  made  me.  It's  great  to 
be  going  away,  isn't  it?  Why,  I  feel 
just  like  I  were  getting  out  of  a  cage; 
I  feel  like  I  were  going  to  fly.  Say, 
what  is  this,  anyway?" 

He  held  up  a  small  book,  shaped  to 
resemble  the.  bud  of  a  flower.  It  was 
made  of  white  water-color  paper  and 
every  leaf  was  fastened  to  the  other 
leaves  by  small  white  cords.  On  the 
front  was  the  picture  of  a  baby;  on  the 
back  was  a  pair  of  black  kid  doll 
shoes. 

"Where  did  you  get  it?"  his  sister 
asked. 

"Rose  gave  it  to  me;  she  told  me  a 
long  time  ago  that  she  was  making  me 
a  book  of  memories;  that  I  was  to 
open  just  one  page  a  week.  That's  my 
baby  picture  all  right,  but  why  on 
earth  has  she  put  those  doll  slippers 


on  the  back?  And  why  is  it  shaped  in 
this  funny  way?  What  makes  girls 
such  queer  creatures,  anyway,  Beth?" 

She  laughed.  "I  guess,  Floyd,  if  this 
is  a  book  of  memories,  that  last  page 
is  to  picture  the  last  great  event  of 
your  life — your  graduation  night. 
Don't  you  remember  how  your  new 
patent  leathers  pinched  your  feet,  so 
that  you  limped  across  the  platform 
after  your  diploma?  It  is  shaped  like  a 
rosebud,  for  it  is  like  that.  Every  week 
you  will  open  a  new  petal,  and  finally, 
when  you  have  opened  them  all,  it  will 
be  a  full-blown  rose.  When  you  come 
back  Rose  will  have  unfolded  a  few 
petals,  too." 

"Well,  I  am  going  to  unfold  every 
one  of  these  right  now.  I  never  could 
wait  that  long  to  see  what  is  in  the 
center.  Of  course,  I  have  a  vague  idea, 
but  I  want  to  be  sure.  So  in  two  min- 
utes we  will  know  this  mystery." 

"No,"  she  sad  firmly,  taking  the 
book  from  his  hand.  "What  would  the 
book  mean  to  you  then,  Floyd?  Every 
particle  of  the  pleasure — the  expecta- 
tion—would be  gone.  It  took  Rose  a 
long  time  to  make  this  book  and  you 
surely  would  not  destroy  its  value  in 
a  few  minutes.  She  even  formed 
every  leaf  like  a  petal,  so  that  it  would 
give  you  the  pleasure  of  watching  it 
unfold  like  a  real  rose.  It  is  just  a 
symbol  of  herself — a  little  bud  of 
promise." 

"She's  great  to  think  of  that;  I  like 
her.  Oh,  she  and  Dorothy  are  going  to 
stop  a  minute  tonight.  Dot  has  some- 
thing for  me  and  I  want  them  to  see 
some  of  my  things.  But  I  do  want  to 
open  this  book.  I  guess  I  will  give  it  to 
you  to  keep  until  I'm  ready  to  shut 
this  trunk,  so  it  won't  be  such  a 
temptation.  But  let's  eat  pretty  soon; 
I  am  simply  starved." 

At  the  supper  table  he  talked  inces- 
santly of  his  departure.  One  moment 
he  wished  that  she  could  go  along;  the 
next  he  exulted  over  the  idea  of  being 
in  a  house  with  a  crowd  of  fellows. 
While  he  talked,  a  boy  came  to  the 
door  and  was  dragged  in  by  a  ruth- 
less hand.  While  they  ate  quantities  of 
hot  waffles  they  talked  of  the  "fellows 
and  girls."  For  the  most  part  they 
talked  of  the  girls.  The  sister 
heard  new  phrases— a  new  language; 
he  had  always  used  a  different 
one  to  her.  They  spoke  of  girls 
as  "four  flushers,"  as  "easies,"  as 
"stiffs"  and  "standpatters."  Occa- 
sionally Floyd  stopped  in  the  center 
of  a  remark  and  nodded  his  head 
warningly  toward  his  sister,  but  the 
talkative  John  rambled  on,  speaking 
in  a  free  and  easy  way  of  the  girls 
with  whom  he  had  grown  up. 

During  the  last  year,  Floyd  had 
ceased  to  talk  to  his  sister  about  his 
girl  friends  and  they  seldom  came  to 
his  home.  In  her  presence  his  com- 
rades talked  continually  of  school; 
but  if  she  was  busy  near  she  could 
hear  them  laughing  and  chatting  in 
tones  different  from  the  ones  they 
used  when  she  was  there.  She  had 
tried  in  every  way  she  could  to  attract 
them  to  her  home,  for  formerly  they 
had  come  in  great  crowds.  But  Floyd 
did  not  seem  to  want  them.;  he  pre- 
ferred going  to  their  homes.  At  times 


she  wondered  if  she  had  been  in  their 
way  when  they  had  come. 

When  the  two  girls  came,  she  greet- 
ed them  warmly;  they  had  belonged 
to  the  crowd  which  had  come  often 
in  the  past  for  cookies  and  for 
help  in  long,  knotty  problems.  Then, 
thinking  they  might  not  remain  if  she 
were  present,  she  went  into  the  next 
room.  Through  the  open  door  she 
watched  them.  She  could  not  help 
watching;  she  had  been  deprived  of 
all  her  girlhood  and  now  she  wanted 
to  enjoy  theirs. 

Dorothy,  a  dimpled,  laughing  girl 
with  great  brown  eyes  and  masses  of 
curls  which  were  always  rumpled, 
threw  her  hat  into  a  chair  and  was 
soon  seated  between  the  two  boys 
showing  them  the  posters  she  had 
made  for  Floyd.  The  sister  saw  Floyd 
move  very  close  to  the  girl  and  lay 
his  hand  on  her  shoulder  with  a  ca- 
ressing movement;  she  caught  the 
glance  that  he  gave — a  glance  full  of 
bold  admiration  and  meaning.  Rose 
stood  near  the  table,  watching  the 
other  girl.  In  her  eyes  was  a  look  of 
longing,  and  yet  it  was  mingled  fear. 
The  three  on  the  sofa  soon  drew 
her  into  their  circle.  John  was  open 
in  his  admiration  of  both  girls;  he 
tried  to  distribute  his  caresses  with 
an  impartial  hand,  but  the  little  Rose 
drew  away  with  that  expression  of 
dread  in  her  eyes.  Floyd  was  not  so 
bold;  he  lightly  laid  his  hand  on  her 
hand,  and  when  she  did  not  resent  it 
he  clasped  it  more  firmly.  Her  face 
flushed,  but  she  suffered  the  hand  to 
remain. 

Elizabeth  was  called  from  the  room 
by  some  visitors.  When  they  had  fin- 
ally gone  she  came  back  to  her  former 
seat.  She  saw  a  new  brother,  a  differ- 
ent one  from  the  one  she  knew.  He 
was  talking  in  a  boisterous  tone. 

"When  are  you  going  to  kiss  me 
good-bye,  Dot?"  he  asked. 

"Right  at  the  station,"  she  answered 
laughingly. 

"Honor  bright?"  he  asked. 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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CHIlDREM'i 

****************************************************** 


THE  BOY  FOR  ME 

His   cap    is    old,    but    his    hair    is   gold, 

And    his   face    is    as   clear   as   the   sky; 
And  whoever  he  meets,  on   lanes  or  streets, 

He  looks  them  straight   in  the  eye, 
With   a    fearless    pride    that    has    naught    to 
hide, 

Tho'    he   bows   like   a   little    knight, 
Quite   debonair   to   a    lady    fair, 

With    a   smile    that    is    as    swift   as    light. 

Does    his    mother    call?       Not    kite,    or    ball, 

Or    the    prettiest    game,    can    stay 
His  eager  feet  as  he  hastens  to  greet 

Whatever    she    means    to    say; 
And     the     teachers     depend     on     the     little 
friend, 

At   school    in    his    place    at    nine, 
With     his     lessons     learned     and     his     good 
marks  earned, 

All   ready  to  toe  the   line. 

I    wonder    if    you    have    seen    him,    too, 

This  boy  who  is  not  too  big 
For    a    morning    kiss    from    his    mother    and 
sis, 
Who   isn't   a   bit   of   a   prig, 
But   gentle   and   strong,    and    the   whole   day 
long, 
As  merry  as  boy  can  be; 
A    gentleman,    dears,    in    the    coming    years, 
And  at  present   the  boy   for  me. 

Unknoion. 


ROBBIE    WENT    TO    PRAYER 
MEETING  FOR  GRANNY 

BY  ZELLA   LINDSEY 

Miss  Amy  LeFeuvre  tells  the  story 
of  a  little  fellow  who,  because  he  liked 
saying  his  prayers,  once  saved  the 
prayer  meeting  of  a  church. 

It  all  began  with  his  dear  old 
grandmother  falling  downstairs  and 
breaking  her  leg.  Mrs.  Batty  went  to 
a  church  which  neglected  prayer  so 
badly  that  only  she  and  the  minister, 
Reverend  Mister,  were  usually  pres- 
ent at  the  weekly  meeting  for  prayer. 

When  the  old  lady  found  herself  in 
bed  with  a  broken  leg  on  the  day  of 
the  prayer  meeting,  she  was  in  great 
distress.  Her  little  grandson,  Robbie, 
was  having  supper  with  her,  and 
overheard  ner  telling  her  neighbor 
about  it. 

"You  see,"  said  Mrs.  Batty,  Tm 
Number  Two.  You  know  it  says, 
'Where  two  or  three  are  gathered 
together,  there  am  I  in  their  midst.' 
There's  just  me  and  the  minister,  and 
then  the  Almighty  comes.  And  now 
there'll  be  no  Number  Two." 

Robbie  crept  out  of  the  room, 
climbed  up  to  the  peg  for  his  coat, 
and  struggled  into  it,  saying  to  him- 
self: "The  minister'll  not  be  alone 
tonight.  Robbie'll  go  an'  say  his 
prayers  wiv  'im.  An'  then  God'll  come, 
too." 

Presently,  having  escaped  from  the 
house,    he    marched    bravely    up    the 
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dark  street.  An  old  farmer,  Peter 
Quirls,  met  him  and  wanted  to  know 
what  he  was  doing  out  so  late. 

"Granny's  broke  her  leg,"  said  Rob- 
bie, "an'  I'm  goin'  to  say  my  prayers 
wiv  the  minister.  I'm  Number  Two, 
and  if  I  go,  the  Almighty'll  come." 
And  he  went  on. 

The  minister  was  in  the  church, 
waiting  for  his  people  to  come  to 
prayer  meeting.  Presently,  in  came  lit- 
tle Robbie.  "What  do  you  want,  my 
little  man?"  asked  Reverend   Mister. 

"Please,  Granny's  broke  her  leg  an' 
can't  come,"  was  the  reply.  Then  the 
little  voice  went  on;  "Please,  is  the 
Almighty  here?  I  'spect  He'll  come, 
now  He  sees  me  here." 

The  minister  started. 

"Granny  says  He  promised,  if  there 
was  two,  to  come,  and  I'm  Number 
Two  instead  of  Granny." 

"Have  you  come  to  pray  with  me, 
Robbie?"  asked  the  minister,  laying 
his  hands  very  tenderly  on  the  flaxen, 
curly  head. 

Robbie  nodded.  "I  can  say  my 
pravers,  an'  you  can  ^say  yours;  an' 
then  the  Almighty  won't  go  away  dis- 
appointed 'cause  nobody  wants  to 
speak  to  Him." 

The  minister  knelt  down,  and  so  did 
Robbie,  and  so  did  old  Peter  Quirls, 
who  had  followed  Robbie  and  was 
hiding  at  the  end  of  the  church.  Such 
a  wonderful  prayer  as  the  minister 
prayed.  It  was  certainly  as  though 
he  felt  God  was  there  and  Robbie 
certainly  did. 

And  then  Robbie  prayed  his   little 


LIGHTED    PATHWAY 
SUBSCRIPTION  DRIVE 

Dear  M.   O.   H.   Club: 

Do  you  want  to  make  me  happy? 
Well,  if  you  do,  you  can.  Send  me 
a  large  number  of  subscriptions  to 
the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  this  month, 
if  we  can  increase  our  circulation, 
we  might  be  obSe  to  have  a  larger 
paper  soon,  so  our  Publishing  House 
manager  tells  me.  Ask  your  friends 
to  subscribe.  Who  will  send  in  the 
largest  number  between  now  and 
October  1?  Write  "Special"  on  all 
you  send  in  on  this  proposition.  The 
one  who  sends  in  the  most  subscrip- 
tions will  receive  a  nice  present,  and 
we  will  publish  the  names  of  the 
six  who  send  the  largest  on  our 
Honor  Roll,  which  will  appear  on  the 
M  O.  H.  page.  But  do  not  do  this 
to  get  the  present  or  to  get  on  the 
Honor  Roll;  do  it  because  you  want 
to  make  the  subscribers  happy 
through  reading  the  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY.— Editor. 


prayer  he  loved  so  much.  That  w: 
too  much  for  Peter  Quirls  whq  carr 
stumbling  awkwardly  up  the  ais 
and  offered  his  orayer,  in  broke 
tones,  with  the  others. 

When  they  arose  from  their  knee 
he  turned  to  the  minister,  "You 
never  see  me  absent  from  prayir 
again,  minister!"  he  said  huskily  ar 
hurried  away. 

And  so  Robbie  saved  the  prayi 
meeting,  for  Peter  Quirls  told  even 
body  and  they  all  began  to  fe 
ashamed,  and  began  to  attend  tr 
meeting.  How  pleased  Robbie 
grandmother  was,  and  how  please 
God  must  have  been! 

There  is  great  need  that  Gc 
should  come  more  and  more  into  tt 
lives  of  boys  and  girls  and  men  an 
women,  for  God  is  love  and  peace  an 
joy.  Will  you  make  a  gateway  < 
vour  soul  for  Him?  Will  you  pray  1 
Him,  both  alone  and  with  others? 

Children,  pray!  God  will  hear  an 
answer  your  prayers. — Selected 


A   BOY  WANTED 

WANTED  —  A  boy  who  sianc 
straight,  sits  straight,  acts  straigh 
and  talks  straight; 

A  boy  who  listens  carefully  whe 
spoken  to,  who  asks  questions  whe 
he  does  not  understand,  and  who  doe 
not  ask  questions  about  things  th£ 
are  none  of  his  business; 

A  boy  whose  fingernails  are  nc 
in  mourning,  whose  ears  are  cleai 
whose  shoes  are  polished,  whos 
clothes  are  brushed,  whose  hair  : 
combed,  and  whose  teeth  are  we 
cared  for; 

A  bov  who  moves  quickly  and  make 
as  little  noise  about  it  as  possible 

A    bov   who    looks    cheerful,    has 
smile  for  everybody,  and  never  sulks 

A  boy  who,  when  he  does  not  knoi 
a  thing,  says,  "I  do  not  know,"  an 
when  he  has  made  a  mistake  say; 
"I'm  sorry"; 

A  boy  who  makes  you  feel  goo 
when  he  is  around; 

A  boy  whom  other  boys  like. — Cox 
Tidings. 
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New  M.  0.   H.  Club  Members 

Leinani    Puamana,    3317    Catherin 

St.,  Honolulu,  T.  H. 
Alton  Tharp,  Pleasant  Plains,  Art 
Carlyon  Smith,  Rt.  1,  Dacula,  Ge 
Dewey      James      Salyers,      Switzei 

W.  Va. 

Evangeline  Salyers,  Switzer,  W.  Va 


HIS  PRESENT  TO   JESUS 

A  small  boy  heard  that  God  ask 
for  one-tenth  of  what  we  receive.  On< 
day  he  had  ten  pennies  given  to  him 
He  spread  them  out,  and  began  t< 
say  what  he  would  do  with  them. 

"That  one  is  for  Jesus,  that  one  i: 
for  Father;  that  one  is  for  Mother 
and  that  one  is  for  Jesus." 

His  mother  interrupted  him,  "Bu 
you  have  already  given  one  to  Jesus.' 

"Oh,  no,"  said  the  child,  "the  firs' 
penny  belonged  to  Him;  this  penn] 
is  a  present." — S.  S.  Banner. 
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THE  FIRESIDE  UNIVERSITY 

Hello,  boys  and  girls: 

So  you  didn't  get  to  go  to  school  this  year  and  you  are  disappointed.  Well,  I  am  bringing  to  you  the  Fireside  University. 
The  one  thing  I  am  asking  you  to  do  to  pay  your  tuition  is  to  read  the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  from  cover  to  cover.  Isn't  that  a 
reasonable  amount  to  pay  for  entering  a  university?  Well,  it  really  isn't  much,  but  we  think  it  will  perhaps  inspire  you  to  read 
the  good  books  we  shall  suggest  from  time  to  time.  Here  is  what  we  want  you  to  do.  If  you  have  read  a  good  book  that  has 
helped  you,  write  us  about  it  and  we  shall  pass  it  on.  This  will  enable  you  to  become  a  teacher  in  this  university.  Perhaps  you 
vould  like  to  send  a  short  outline  of  some  book  you  have  read.  If  you  want  to  enter  the  Fireside  University,  send  your  name 
and  address  to  me  and  I  will  enroll  you  as  a  student.  Send  your  name  at  once.  The  above  picture  will  be  kept  before  you  to 
illustrate  what  this  page  means.  The  picture  was  taken  in  our  home  and  the  young  people  are  Wayne  McAfee,  Hal  Green,  and 
Martha  Pullin.  Wayne  is  secretary  to  the  General  Overseer;  Hal  is  editor  of  the  mission  publications,  and  Martha  is  the  daughter 
of  one  of  our  missionaries  to  Guatemala  and  will  be  a  student  in  Lee  College  this  coming  year.  These  young  people  have  all 
been  students  at  the  Fireside  University,  as  well  as  other  schools.  Hal  has  recently  graduated  from  Vanderbilt  University  of 
Nashville.      Wayne    studied    at    Maryville    College    last    year    and    will   return   this  year  also. 

read     its     440     inspirational     pages. 
Price   $3.50. 
Recommended  by  W.  McAfee. 


THE  FIRESIDE  UNIVERSITY 

A  man  speaking  before  a  large  club 
)f  most  cultured  men  and  women  in 
:he  city  of  Boston,  gave  an  address 
jf  such  compelling  interest  in  the 
oeauty  of  its  diction  and  in  the  force- 
iulness  of  its  argument  that  all  were 
sorry  when  the  address  came  to  an 
md  after  the  speaker  had  talked  a 
luII  hour. 

At  the  close  of  the  meeting  some- 
one said  to  the  speaker,  "From  what 
college  or  university  are  you  a  gradu- 
ate?" 

"From  the  Fireside  University,"  he 
replied  with  perfect  seriousness. 

"The  Fireside  University?  I  don'o 
think  I  quite  understand.  Where  is 
;hat  university?" 

"It  may  be  located  in  any  home.  In 
my  own  case  it  was  before  the  fire  on 
:he  long  winter  evenings  on  a  farm  in 
;he  Middle  West." 

"Do  you  mean  that  you  have  not 
oeen  to  a  real  college?" 

"I  have  never  had  the  privilege  of 
ittending  even  a  grade  school,"  was 
the  reply.  "I  had  to  stop  attending 
3ven  the  little  district  school  when  I 
was  a  lad  of  fourteen  years.  Then  I 
oecame  a  student  with  my  brother  at 
ijhe  Fireside  University.  It  is  all  the 
university  I  have  ever  known." 

If  the  truth  were  known,  it  would  be 
revealed  that  hundreds  of  men  of 
ibility  as  writers  and  speakers,  hun- 
dreds of  men  of  wide  information, 
lave  known  no  university  or  college 
out  the  Fireside  University.  It  was  the 
university  of  Abraham  Lincoln  and 
other  presidents  of  the  United  States. 
Et  is  the  university  open  to  every  boy 
n  the  land  and  he  need  not  pass  any 
;ntrance  "exams"  in  order  to  get  into 
.t.  The  opportunities  for  self-culture 


were  never  so  many  as  today.  The  free 
public  library  is  to  be  found  every- 
where in  the  land.  The  best  reading- 
matter  was  never  so  inexpensive  as  it 
is  today. — Quests  and  Conquests. 

RECOMMENDED   BOOKS 

ONE  FOOT  IN  HEAVEN,  by  Hantzel 
Spence.  Recommended  by  Hal  Green, 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 

Tnis  is  the  story  of  the  life  of  a 
preacher's  son.  The  book  cannot  be 
obtained  at  the  Publishing  House  at 
present,  but  perhaps  you  can  get  it 

at  your  public  library. 

*    *    * 

THE  GAUNTLET,  by  James  Street. 
Recommended  by  Mary  Rosson, 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 

This  is  an  interesting  account  of 
the  problems  encountered  by  a  young- 
minister  as  a  pastor  of  his  first 
church. 

*       *       * 

One  of  the  most  inspiring  books  of  its 
kind  is  THE  SUFFERING  SAVIOUR, 
which  is  a  group  of  meditations  on 
the  last  days  of  Christ,  telling  quite 
potently  and  emphatically  the  story 
of  Christ's  vicarious  suffering  for  us. 
This  group  of  meditations  was  writ- 
ten by  Friedrich  Wilhelm  Krum- 
macher,  who  lived  in  the  late  eight- 
eenth century  and  early  nineteenth 
century  and  was  the  greatest  evangel- 
ical preacher  of  his  generation. 

Every  young  person  can  get  joy 
from  reading  this  book,  and  will  have 
inspiring  food  for  thought  on  a  sub- 
ject which  was  the  most  important 
world-transforming  and  significant 
event  in  the  entire  history  of  the 
earth.  The  book  is  published  by  the 
Wycliffe  Series  of  Christian  Classics 
and  is  well  worth  the  time  it  takes  to 


PLEASE  READ  THIS 

It  has  been  suggested  that  we  use 
more  pictures,  reports,  etc.,  and  leave 
out  some  of  the  features  we  are  car- 
rying. Some  contend  that  the  paper 
is  not  strictly  a  young  people's  paper; 
that  it  is  a  family  paper.  If  you  are 
interested  in  helping  to  determine 
whether  this  be  true,  run  through 
this  issue  and  study  closely  each  page. 
If  there  is  anything  that  our  young- 
people  would  not  be  benefited  by, 
jot  it  down  and  write  me  about  it. 

Now  while  all  of  this,  yes,  every 
word,  is  for  young  people,  still  we  are 
glad  that  the  drippings  fall  on  the 
old  people  as  well;  for  we  receive  so 
many  letters  from  them  saying  they 
also  have  been  blessed  through  the 
reading  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Here 
is  a  sample  of  the  letters  that  come 
to  our  desk. 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  subscribed  for  your  Lighted  Path- 
way magazine  through  a  Mrs.  John- 
son in  Arkansas.  She  had  some 
papers  she  let  my  daughter  and  me 
read.  We  surely  enjoyed  the  paper, 
and  we  both  subscribed  for  it.  I 
read  mine  over  and  over  and  get  so 
much  soul  food  from  the  printed 
page.  The  paper  helps  me  so  much. 
I  am  short  of  money,  but  I  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  am  sending  in 
my  renewal  subscription.  I  am  an 
old  pensioner  of  eighty  years  of  age. 
Seems  like  Christ  gets  closer  to  me 
when  I  am  reading  the  paper. 

I  belong  to  the  Baptist  church  here; 
wish   I   were    close   enough   to   go    to 
(Continued   on  page   16) 
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HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRTED 


THE   EASY   ROAD  CROWDED 

The  easy  roads  are  crowded. 

And  the  level  roads  are  jammed; 
The    pleasant    little    rivers 

With     the      drifting      folks      are 
crammed; 
But  off  yonder  where   it's   rocky, 

Where  you  get  a  better  view, 
You  will  find  the  ranks  are  thinning 

And  the  travelers  are  few. 

Where  the  going's  smooth  and  pleas- 
ant 
You  will  always  find  the  throng, 
For  the  many,  more's  the  pity, 
Seem  to  like  to  drift  along; 
But  the   steps   that    call    for 
courage 
And    the    task    that's    hard 
to  do, 
In  the   end,  result  in  glory 
For  the  never-w  avering 
few. 


and   guiltless,  yet    He    was   crucified. 
Jesus  loved  His  enemies. 

To  be  Christlike,  you  must  love, 
and  I  mean  LOVE,  your  enemies;  love 
those  who  mistreat  you;  love  those 
who  despitefully  use  you,  and  pray  for 
them.  People  who  are  not  born  again, 
if  they  don't  repent  and  receive  the 
new  birth,  are  going  to  suffer  agony 
eternally,  so,  for  Jesus'  sake,  don't 
try  to  add  to  their  woes.  Let  your 
lights  shine;  let  them  know  there 
are  people  still  living  who  are  true 
Christians  who  will  not  seek  revenge, 
but  who  will  be  kind  and  especially 


THE  CROSS— YOUR  CROSS 

Mrs.  Loretta  Morton 
Does  it  seem  that  your  best 
intentions  are  misunder- 
stood? Does  it  seem  at  times 
that  no  one  cares  for  your 
soul,  except  Jesus?  Does  it 
seem  at  times  that  without 
the  knowledge  that  Jesus 
cares  and  has  promised  never 
to  leave  nor  forsake  us,  life 
would  be  unbearable  many 
times?  Have  you  ever  longed 
for  the  Lord  to  call  you  on  to 
be  with  Him?  Can  you  look 
forward  to  our  Lord's  soon 
returning  with  joy?  Aren't 
you  glad  that  Jesus  is  one 
who  knows  all  about  us  and 
loves  us  with  His  kind,  forgiv- 
ing and  merciful  love?  Aren't 
you  glad  for  the  Friend  that  surpasses 
all  friends?  Aren't  you  glad  that  God 
above  is  our  Judge?  Lots  of  times  it 
seems  that  if  some  people  were  our 
judge,  they  would  send  us  straight  to 
hell  even  though  we  are  truly  pure, 
clean  children  of  God.  Oh!  I'm  so 
thankful  because  it  is  God  who  is  to 
be  our  Judge.    Praise  His  name! 

God  knows  when  we  are  persecuted 
for  Jesus'  sake.  He  knows  when  we 
are  persecuted  for  good  deeds  and  He 
knows  every  word  we  utter,  every  step 
we  take,  every  thought  we  think.  Bless 
His  name!  He  never  misunderstands 
anything  about  us  but,  praise  God,  He 
knows.  If  God  be  for  us,  who  can  be 
against  us?  God  always  wins  over 
the  enemy  and  all  the  devil's  sly 
t  Ticks 

Cling  closer  to  Jesus,  dear  child  of 
God'  cling  more  and  more  to  Jesus; 
depend  more  fully  on  Him;  trust  more 
fully  in  Him.  Our  Savior's  cross  was 
heavy.  He  suffered  agony;  yet  He  did 
no  sin,  neither  was  guile  found  in  His 
mouth.  He  suffered  more  than  we  can 
imagine;  but  did  He  seek  revenge  on 
those  who  crucified  Him?  No,  He 
sought  no  revenge.    He  was  innocent 

[Page  6] 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I. the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
1  will  help  thee." 


good  to  those  who  persecute  then 
Sinners  are  good  to  those  who  ai 
good  to  them;  sinners  love  those  wh 
love  them;  but  it  takes  a  child  of  Go1 
to  really  and  truly  love  his  enemie, 
If  the  enemies  of  God  don't  reper 
and  become  His  children,  then  tb 
momentary  pleasures  in  this  life,  c 
any  kind,  will  be  all  they  will  evt 
have.  So  please,  Christians,  keep  th 
vision.  Keep  your  eyes  on  the  rewar 
at  the  end  of  this  life  here  and  lov 
everybody,  which  certainly  include 
our  enemies.  If  you  don't,  then  yo 
are  not  Christlike.  "Christiar 
means  "Christlike,"  so  if  yo 
call  yourself  a  Christian,  tr 
your  best  each  day  to  live  u 
to  the  name  "Christian."  T 
follow  Him  truly,  you  mus 
love  your   enemies. 

Jesus  loved  us  so  much  tha 
when  we  were  yet  sinners  H 
died  that  we  might  hav 
eternal  life,  joy,  happines, 
and  peace  when  we  reach  th 
heavenly  home  He  has  gon 
to  prepare  for  all  who  wi 
obey  the  Word  of  God.  H 
saves,  sanctifies,  and  baptize 
those  with  the  Holy  Ghos 
who  will  let  Him.  Lord,  let  u 
all  be  more  determined  t 
deny  ourselves,  take  up  ou 
cross,  and  follow  you  daih 
Take  new  courage,  Christia: 
friend.  Those  of  you  who  ar 
not  Christians,  make  peac 
with  God. 
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WHEN    THE    ROOTS 
GO  DOWN 


THE  NAME 

It's  a   name  above  all  others; 

It's  a    name   that  thrills   our   soul; 
Just  to   whisper   it  in  trouble 

Makes   the   clouds    begin    to   roll. 

When   the   tempter  tries   to   thwart   us 
And    we    feel    his    subtle    power, 

Just  to   breathe  the   name   of  Jesus 
Provides     strength     for     any     hour. 

If     there's     sorrow,     burdens,     heart- 
ache, 

Pathways   rough   before  our  feet. 
As  we  speak  the   name  of  Jesus 

He    comes    close,    our    Paraclete. 

Grips    our    hand    a    little    tighter; 

Holds    us    lest    we    blindly   stray; 
Whispers    softly    whilst    we're    won- 
dering, 

"Trust    in    Me,    I    paved    the    way!" 

Then   a    joy    beyond    description 
Fills   our   soul   with   strength   and 
peace, 
As    we  realize   we're    the    victor 

For  the   Name  has  brought  release. 
— M.  R.   W.,  Cattaraugus,  N.   Y. 


Do  not  sprinkle  the  law: 
too  often  or  you  will  give  i 
the  drinking  habit.  The  De 
partment  of  Agriculture  explains  tha 
grass  which  is  not  pampered  with  sur 
face  water  goes  down  deep  for  it 
moisture  and  thus  develops  a  sturd 
plant  able  to  resist  dry  weather.  Ii 
times  of  drought,  wet  fields  suffe 
most  because  the  vegetation  there  ha 
been  in  the  habit  of  taking  life  fa 
too  easy. 

Does  this  not  help  to  explab 
Shakespeare's  "uses  of  adversity" 
Most  of  us  are  willing  to  believe  tha 
what  we  ought  to  have  is  a  "sof 
snap,"  and  we  do  a  great  deal  of  cal 
culating  in  order  to  have  an  eas; 
time.  But  before  we  have  lived  ver; 
long,  we  discover  that  life  is  not  all  ; 
"bowl  of  cherries";  that  sometimes  i 
is  dark  at  noonday  and  the  nights  ar< 
starless.  Then  the  worth  of  a  spiri 
disciplined  by  adversity  is  reall; 
known.  The  roots  of  faith  have  gon 
deep  and  the  desperate  winds  of  mis 
fortune  will  not  overthrow  us. 

A    BEAUTIFUL    THOUGHT 

At   a   Bible   class,   the   leader,   wh 
shortly   afterwards  met  with   an   ac 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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HOW  IT  CAME  ABOUT 

Just  as  I  Am  Without  One  Plea" 
vas  written  by  Charlotte  Eliott,  of 
Bristol,  England,  in  1836.  She  was  a 
hurch  member,  but  not  born  again. 
iVhen  preparing  to  attend  a  ball,  she 
net  her  pastor.  On  learning  of  her 
intention  he  urged  her  not  to  go. 
She  became  angry  and  said,  "I  wish 
rou  would  mind  your  own  business." 
She  went  to  the  ball  but  did  not  en- 
joy it.  After  three  days  of  intense 
igony  she  went  to  her  pastor,  apol- 
igized  and  asked  to  be  shown  how  to 
:ome  to  Jesus.  Her  pastor  replied, 
Just  as  you  are."  She  came  and  was 
)lessedly  saved.  Then  out  of  her  new 
sxperience  she  wrote  this  hymn  which 
he  church  has  used  as  an  invitation 
lymn. 


CHANGING  THE  LABEL 

Dr.  J.  Wilbur  Chapman  tells  of  a 
[istinguished  minister  of  Australia 
7ho  preached  on  sin.  One  of  his 
:hurch  officers  afterward  came  to 
ee  and  talk  with  him  in  his  study. 
le  said  to  the  minister:  "Dr.  Howard, 
/e  don't  want  you  to  talk  as  plainly 
,s  you  do  about  sin,  because  if  our 
ioys  and  girls  hear  you  talking  so 
luch  about  sin  they  will  more  easily 
ecome  sinners.  Call  it  a  mistake  if 
ou  will,  but  do  not  speak  so  plainly 
bout  sin."     The  minister  took  down 

small  bottle  and  showed  it  to  the 
isitor.  It  was  a  bottle  of  strychnine 
nd  was  marked,  "Poison."  He  said, 
I  see  what  you  want  me  to  do.  You 
rant  me  to  change  the  label.  Sup- 
ose  I  take  off  this  of  'Poison'  and 
ut  on  some  mild  label,  such  as  'Es- 
ence  of  Peppermint,'  don't  you  see 
'hat  happens?  The  milder  you  make 
our  label,  the  more  dangerous  you 
lake  your  poison." — W.  S.  Boivden. 


CONSECRATED  STRENGTH 

A  tall,  rough  lad  in  a  Sunday  School 
lass  heard  a  lesson  in  which  "We 
tien  that  are  strong  ought  to  bear 
tie  infirmities  of  the  weak,"  was  ex- 
lained  by  the  teacher.  A  little  while 
fterward  the  teacher  was  calling  at 
big  lodging  house  where  a  poor 
'Oman,  weak  and  ill,  said  she  never 
ould  have  gotten  along  but  for  a 
ertain  lad's  help.  "He  isn't  any  re- 
ition  to  me,  but  he  always  carries 
tie  coal  and  all  my  heavy  things  up- 
tairs  for  me."  When  the  teacher 
sked  him  why  he  did  it,  he  said,  "It 
'as  because  the  Bible  told  us  some- 
hing  about  bearing  the  infirmities 
f  the  weak,  and  I  was  trying  to 
bey."  Are  you  obeying  God's  Word 
ke  that? — Grace  and  Truth. 


MY   TALENT    ISN'T   MINE 

Robert  Harkness,  one  of  the  best- 
known  hymn  writers  living  today,  was 
attending  a  social  in  California.  He 
was  asked  to  play  some  hymns,  and 
did  so.  Later  he  was  asked  to  play 
for  a  girl  while  she  danced.  There 
was  a  painful  pause,  then  Mr.  Hark- 
ness stood  and  said  to  the  chairman 
and  all  the  people:  "My  talent  isn't 
mine;  it  is  God's.  I  can't  use  the 
Lord's  talent  to  play  for  a  dance." 
— Selected. 

HOW  TO  WIN 
Alfred  I.  Tooke 

The  big  race  of  the  day  was  about 
to  start  and  a  great  deal  depended 
on  the  result. 

"Say,  Pete,"  an  anxious  voice  mur- 
mured, "look  out  for  Vic  Taylor.  He's 
the  only  one  you  have  to  watch.  Grab 
the  lead  and  get  in  front  of  him,  then 
you  can  block  him  :f  he  hangs  on  to 
you  too  closely." 

"Forget  it!"  Pete  grunted.  "Trying 
to  stop  the  other  fellow  isn't  the 
idea  of  the  race  at  all,  and  even  if  it 
worked,  it  wouldn't  prove  I  was  a  bet- 
ter man  than  he  is.  I'm  going  to  use 
my  energy  to  win,  not  to  stop  the 
other  fellow  from  winning." 

"That's  the  boy,  Pete!"  said  the 
coach.  "The  only  fellow  you  need  to 
think  about  is  you.  Do  the  square 
thing,  and  whether  you  win  or  lose, 
do  so  fairly.  A  medal  won  crookedly 
is  as  worthless  as  counterfeit  money." 
— Junior  World. 


THE  POWER  OF  LOVE 

In  a  pottery  factory  there  is  a  work- 
man who  had  one  small  invalid  child 
at  home.  He  wrought  at  his  trade 
with  exemplary  fidelity,  being  always 
in  the  shop  with  the  opening  of  the 
day.  He  managed,  however,  to  bear 
each  evening  to  the  bedside  of  his 
"wee  lad,"  as  he  called  him,  a  flower, 
a  bit  of  ribbon — anything  that  would 
lie  out  on  the  white  counterpane  and 
give  color  to  the  room.  ...  He  moved 
that  whole  shop  into  positively  real, 
but  unconscious,  fellowship  with  him. 
The  workmen  made  curious  little  jars 
and  cups  and  painted  diminutive  pic- 
tures down  their  sides  before  they 
stuck  them  in  the  corners  of  the  kiln 
at  burning  time.  One  brought  some 
fruit  in  the  bulge  of  his  apron;  and 
another,  engravings  in  a  rude  scrap- 
book.  Not  one  of  them  whispered  a 
word,  but  they  put  them  in  the  old 
man's  hat,  where  he  found  them;  he 
understood  all  about  it. 

That  pottery  factory  full  of  men, 
of  rather  course  fiber  by  nature,  grew 
quiet  as  the  months  drifted  by,  be- 


coming gentle  and  kind;  some 
dropped  swearing;  and  the  weary 
look  on  the  patient  fellow  worker's 
face  told  them  beyond  mistake  that 
the  inevitable  shadow  was  drawing 
nearer.  Every  day  someone  did  a 
piece  of  work  for  him  and  put  it  on 
the  sanded  bank  to  dry,  so  that  he 
could  come  later  and  go  earlier.  So, 
when  the  bell  tolled,  and  the  little 
coffin  came  out  of  the  lonely  door, 
there  stood  a  hundred  stalwart  work- 
ingmen,  most  of  whom  gave  half  a 
day's  time  for  the  privilege  of  follow- 
ing to  the  grave  that  small  burden 
of  a  child  whom  probably  not  one  had 
ever  seen. — Selected. 

SUPPLIES  ACCORDING  TO   NEED 

I  stood  some  years  ago  in  the 
powerhouse  at  New  Haven.  I  watched 
the  great  dynamos  as  they  generated 
the  power  necessary  to  drive  the  cars 
along  the  track  in  various  parts  of  the 
city.  I  noted  upon  the  indicator  con- 
tinuous variations.  It  would  mark  now 
20,  an  instant  later  30,  a  little  later 
40  or  50,  and  would  drop  back  again; 
and  I  learned  from  the  attendant 
that  this  indicator  told  the  story  of 
how  much  power  was  called  for  out 
on  the  lines.  If  a  hundred  cars  were 
being  started  at  once,  then  instantly 
the  carbon  brush  pressed  hard  and 
the  electricity  required  was  generat- 
ed. No  more  was  generated  and  sent 
out  than  was  called  for  by  the  load 
which  was  being   drawn. 

In  this  we  have  a  complete  illus- 
tration of  precisely  what  God  will 
give  to  the  disciple  of  Christ.  What- 
ever a  person  undertakes  in  the  name 
of  Christ,  whatever  load  he  deter- 
mines to  carry  on  in  the  Master's 
name,  will  be  a  call  to  heaven  for 
help  and  God  will  send  it. — A.  Z.  Con- 
rad, in  You  Must  Go  Right  On. 

DON  T  TRIFLE  WITH   IT 

A  group  of  young  men  were  visiting 
a  zoo  in  a  large  city.  They  walked 
around  looking  at  many  inter- 
esting animals.  When  they  came  to 
the  department  where  snakes  were 
kept,  they  saw  many  poisonous  and 
deadly  reptiles.  One  young  man  of 
the  crowd  who  thought  he  could  play 
with  danger  and  be  safe,  took  hold 
of  one  of  the  snakes  by  the  neck.  He 
held  it  fast  so  it  could  not  bite  him. 
Meanwhile  the  snake  began  to  wind 
its  body  around  the  young  man's  arm. 
The  snake's  weight  and  strength  be- 
came too  much  for  the  man,  and  he 
let  go  of  its  neck  to  free  himself.  Im- 
mediately the  snake  bit  him,  and  the 
man  died  in  a  very  short  time. 


FARMER  AND   INFIDEL 

An  infidel,  conversing  with  a  farm- 
er, began  to  ridicule  the  Bible  and  the 
existence  of  God.  The  farmer  at  last 
said,  in  substance:  "I  understand 
what  kind  of  a  man  you  are.  My 
Bible  says,  'The  fool  hath  said  in  his 
heart,  There  is  no  God,'  but  you  are 
worse  than  a  fool,  you  just  blab  it 
right  out." — Anonymous. 
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HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE 


YOUR  CHILD  AND  YOU 

//  you  alivays  speak  correctly 
And  in  accents  meek  and  mild, 

Your  speech  will  be  reflected 
In  the  language  of  your  child. 

If  you  always  act  uprightly 

And  your  deeds  are  not  defiled, 
Your  life  will  be  reflected 
In    the    virtue   of   your   child. 

The  truth  is  plain,  my  brother; 

You  should  never  be  beguiled, 
For  your  daily  speech  and  actions 

Make  a  pattern  for  your  child. 

HOMEMAKING 
By  Mrs.  D.  W.  Reavis 

According  to  Webster,  "home" 
means  "house  in  which  one  lives,  resi- 
dence; place  or  country  in  which  one 
dwells."  In  other  words,  the  house  in 
which  one  dwells  is  called  "home." 
This  is  true  in  part,  but  simply  dwell- 
ing in  any  house,  however  grand  the 
building  and  its  furnishings  are,  can- 
not fulfill  the  requirements  of  an 
ideal  home.  No  one  will  admit  that 
this  alone  could  possibly  meet  the  de- 
sign of  our  Creator  in  establishing  the 
real  Christian  home  upon  Christian 
principles. 

We  all  have  heard  the  expression, 
"He  has  a  beautiful  home,  but  there 
is  no  happiness  in  it."  In  contrast, 
there  is  the  familiar  phrase,  "Love  in 
a  cottage,"  which  strongly  implies  that 
wealth  is  not  required  to  make  a  de- 
sirable home.  The  millionaire,  with  his 
spacious  mansion  and  retinue  of 
trained  servants,  might  appear  to  be 
in  a  position  greatly  to  be  desired,  and 
in  some  cases  he  undoubtedly  is.  But 
any  and  every  home  can  have  just 
as  much  enjoyment  and  about  as 
many  servants  to  conduct  the  affairs 
of  the  home,  if  its  makers  really  de- 
sire them. 

First,  let  every  home  provide  a  first- 
class  economical  cook,  a  chambermaid 
possessing  tact,  a  laundress  of  good 
judgment,  a  governess  with  a  big 
bump  of  patience,  a  dressmaker  with 
a  cheery  disposition,  a  gardener  in- 
clined to  system  and  order,  and  a  jani- 
tor willing  to  bear  all  the  blame  when 
the  fire  goes  out.  Does  this  appear  to 
be  an  extravagant  suggestion?  It  all 
depends  on  the  kind  of  servants  intro- 
duced into  the  home.  If  you  call  the 
servants  needed  in  every  home  by 
their  right  names,  it  will  cost  only  the 
efforts  of  two  to  keep  a  well-regulated 
home.  Your  servants  should  be  Bear 
and  Forbear,  Patience,  Prudence,  Ob- 

[Page  8] 


servation,  Tact,  System,  Judgment, 
and  Cheerfulness.  With  the  influence 
of  such  help  in  the  home,  the  house- 
wife is  far  more  independent  than  one 
burdened  with  human  servants.  If 
these  good  characteristics  are  vested 
in  the  husband  and  the  wife,  they  are 
bound  to  bring  the  desired  results  in 
the  making  of  a  home. 

Have  we  not,  in  a  way,  despised  the 
things  which  nearly  all  of  us  can  do, 
and  which,  after  all,  are  the  impor- 
tant things?  God  would  not  create  a 
world,  and  people  it  with  creatures, 
only  a  few  of  whom  could  do  the  "im- 
portant" things.  The  daily  work  of  the 
world  is  always  the  important  thing. 
The  worker  is  the  important  person. 
We  have  outgrown  the  old-time  idea 
that  all  women  should  be  domesti- 
cated, as  well  as  the  later  notion  that 
the  kitchen  is  narrowing,  and  that  all 
women  should  be  liberated  from  the 
drudgery  that  enslaves  the  soul.  We 
have  learned  a  great  deal  about 
drudgery  —  learned  that  much  we 
called  drudgery  is  only  such  when  we 
do  it  in  a  drudging  way.  Housework  is 
being  elevated  to  its  proper  place  in 
the  world.  Domestic  science  is  among 
the  chief  branches  in  our  college 
courses  for  women.  Our  newer  and  far 
better  conception  of  education  today 
teaches  us  there  is  something  clever 
for  each  and  every  woman  to  do,  some- 
thing practical,  elevating  and  noble. 
Elevate  Housework 

There  is  much  that  might  be  said  on 
the  art  of  practical  housekeeping.  The 
more  study  we  give  to  this  subject,  the 
less  irksome  housekeeping  will  appear 
to  be.  It  has  been  truly  stated  by  a 
noted  writer  on  home  and  its  environ- 
ments, that  the  reason  so  many  wom- 
en become  nervous  wrecks  is  a  lack  of 
proper  adjustments  in  their  work  for 
each  day.  The  desire  to  attain  an  im- 
maculate condition  in  the  home  every 
day  consummed  all  the  hours  of  the 
allotted  time  for  work,  with  no  reserve 
for  improving  their  intellectual  pow- 
ers, or  much-needed  recreation  or  rest. 
So  this  authority  on  homemaking  sug- 
gests the  plan  of  performing  first  the 
most  essential  things  to  be  done,  and 
leaving  minor  duties  for  a  more  con- 
venient time. 


The  mother  constitutes  the,  vita 
part  of  the  home.  To  her  is  given 
most  noble  and  uplifting  responsibr 
ity,  yet  many  a  mother  labors  wit; 
mistaken  ideas  of  her  supposed  lov 
and  affection  for  her  children,  b 
carrying  all  the  responsibilities  of  th 
home,  in  order  that  the  "little  dears 
may  be  shielded  from  burdens,  becaus 
"they  will  have  enough  to  endure  whe; 
older  grown,  in  homes  of  their  own. 
Such  children  are  to  be  pitied  mor 
than  the  orphan  left  to  the  care  o 
a  practical  adopted  mother.  We  cer 
tainly  would  have  no  sympathy  witr 
nor  affection  for,  the  son  who  says 
"What  is  home  without  a  mother? 
yet  remains  in  the  hammock  reading 
while  his  mother  near  by  is  choppinj 

wood.  — ■ 

HIS   MOTHER'S  WORDS 

I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  I  ow 
to  the  solemn  words  of  my  good  moth 
er.  It  was  the  custom  on  Sunday  eve 
nings,  while  we  were  yet  little  chil 
dren,  for  her  to  stay  at  home  with  us 
and  then  we  sat  around  the  table  an< 
read  verse  after  verse,  and  she  ex 
plained  the  Scripture  to  us.  After  tha 
was  done,  then  came  the  time  o. 
pleading;  there  was  a  little  piece  o 
"Alleyn's  Alarm,"  or  of  "Baxter's  Cal 
to  the  Unconverted,"  and  this  wa: 
read  with  pointed  observations  made 
to  each  of  us  as  we  sat  around  the 
table;  and  the  question  was  asked,  hov 
long  would  it  be  before  we  would  thinl 
about  our  state?  how  long  before  w< 
would  seek  the  Lord?  Then  came 
mother's  prayer,  and  some  of  the 
words  of  a  mother's  prayer  we  shal 
never  forget,  even  when  our  hair  i! 
gray. — C.  H.  Spurgeon. 

A  WORD  TO  WOMEN 

When  Queen  Elizabeth  broadcast  hei 
message  to  the  women  of  the  Britisr 
Empire  recently,  she  uttered  words  ol 
wisdom  that  women  of  every  country 
ought  to  heed.  Among  many  othei 
fine  things,  she  said: 

"It  does  indeed  seem  to  me  that,  il 
the  years  to  come  are  to  see  some  real 
spiritual  recovery,  the  women  of  our 
nation  must  be  deeply  concerned  with 
religion,  and  our  home  is  the  very 
place  it  should  start.  It  is  the  creative 
and  dynamic  power  of  Christianity 
that  can  help  us  to  carry  the  moral 
responsibilities  which  history  is  plac- 
ing upon  our  shoulders.  If  our  homesi 
can  be  truly  Christian,  then  the  influ- 
ence of  that  spirit  will  assuredly 
spread  through  all  the  aspects  of  our 
common  life — industrial,  social,  and 
political." 

Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Readers: 

Oh.  how  we  need  the  family  altar  in 
our  Christian  homes  today.  The  family 
altar  is  where  the  parents  and  chil- 
dren alike  can  read  the  Bible  and  wor- 
ship together.  There  would  be  less 
trouble  in  the  homes,  if  people  would 
establish  the  family  altar  and  begin 
early  to  teach  the  Word  of  God  to  their 
children.  I  pray  that  soon  people  will 
come  to  the  knowledge  of  the  neces- 
sity of  establishing  again  the  family 
altar  in  homes. 

I  would  appreciate  letters  from  any- 
one who  would  care  to  write  me.  — 
Audrey  Mitchell,  Crane  3,  Mo. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


rf 


REV.  JAMES  L.  SLAY,  PASTOR, 
North  Cleveland  Church 

A  model  church  is  that  church 
vhich  in  its  ministry  and  worship 
:arries  out  the  program  and  plan  of 
>od  in  such  a  way  that  all  other 
ihurches  feel  it  is  worthy  of  emula- 
tion. There  are  some  folk  who  seek 
o  put  forth  their  idea  of  a  church 
is  a  model,  but  if  it  is  not  worthy  of 
•.opying,  or,  better  still,  actually  cop- 
ed, it  is  not  a  model  church  in  the 
rue  sense  of  the  word. 

Immanuel  Kant,  the  great  philoso- 
)her,  said,  "Always  act  so  that  you 
:an  will  the  maxim  or  determining 
>rinciple  of  your  action  to  become 
universal  law.  Act  so  that  you  can 
/ill  that  everybody  shall  follow  the 
irinciple  of  your  action."  Would  you 
ike  all  churches  to  be  like  yours?  If 
,11  of  the  churches  won  souls  as  yours 
loes,  would  your  movement  grow? 
)oes  the  mission  spirit  of  your  church 
xceed  or  fall  under  the  mission  spirit 
if  the  general  Church?  Does  your 
hurch  play  a  vital  part  in  your  com- 
nunity,  or  is  it  just  a  place  to  meet 
n  occasions  of  worship?  In  other 
/ords,  would  you  like  for  your  church 
o  serve  as  a  model  for  all  other 
hurches  in  every  respect?  If  not, 
hen  let  us  see  if  we  cannot  mention 
ome  things  that  might  help  your 
hurch  to  become  a  model  church. 

William  James  said  that  the  only 
ray  to  find  out  the  whole  truth  of  a 
latter  is  to  pool  the  opinions  of  all 
nd  devise  the  real  truth  from  the 
ombined  sentiment.  This  can  be 
rue  of  our  finding  a  model  church, 
lthough  few,  if  any,  of  us  know  of 
ny  church  that  is  a ,  perfect  model 
i  every  respect.  There  are  many 
hurches  that  have  certain  qualifica- 
ions  that  do  go  to  make  a  model 
hurch.  So  it  shall  be  our  purpose 
ow  to  state  some  things  that  we  have 
een  and  heard  that  will  help  in 
reating  a  real  model  church. 

The  church  of  the  living  God  is  a 
ody  of  called-out  believers  who  con- 
titute  a  Christian  community,  whose 
lission  is  to  create  Christian  fellow- 
riip  and  save  the  lost.  In  this  state- 
lent  we  find  that  the  church  has  a 
lembership  who,  in  turn,  has  a  min- 
itry  of  leadership  and  the  privilege 
nd  duty  of  worship. 


Let  us  now  consider  the  members 
of  this  model  church.  First  of  all, 
they  must  be  saved.  This,  of  course, 
is  to  be  understood  from  the  word 
church,  which  in  the  original  Greek 
means  "the  called-out  ones."  This 
calling  out  not  only  denotes  a  sepa- 
ration, but  also  infers  that  those  who 
are  called  out  have  been  called  out 
because  they  have  met  certain  con- 
ditions. We  do  not  here  have  time 
to  go  into  a  detailed  study  of  the 
church  and  its  constituency,  since  we 
feel  that  all  are  agreed  that  members 
of  the  church  should  be  saved,  and 
if  it  is  to  be  a  model  New  Testament 
church,  the  members  must  be  so  fully 
yielded  and  consecrated  to  God  that 
they  will  be  able  to  receive  the  infill- 
ing of  the  Spirit.  Yes,  a  model  church 
should  have  its  members  all  baptized 
with  the  Holy  Ghost,  or  at  least  have 
all  of  its  members  earnestly  seeking 
for  this  Pentecostal  blessing. 

A  Spirit-filled  membership  then  is 
the  prime  factor  in  the  establishment 
of  a  model  church.  The  early  Church 
existed  only  as  a  prayerful  group  of 
believers  before  the  outpouring  in  the 
upper  room,  and  did  not  function  as 
a  ministering  group  until  after  the 
"rushing  mighty  wind"  and  the 
"tongue"  phenomenon.  The  church 
must  have  power  to  perform  the  tasks 
the  Lord  has  for  it,  and  this  power 
is  not  latent,  but  God-given.  Since 
we  have  mentioned  power  and  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  it  is  im- 
perative that  we  define  these  terms. 
In  Acts  1:8,  Jesus  told  the  disciples 
that  they  should  receive  power  by  the 
Holy  Ghost  coming  upon  them.  This 
word  power  is  the  word  from  which 
we  get  the  word  dynamite  and  means 
not  only  power,  but  strength  and 
ability.  Thus  we  learn  that  because 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  baptism,  we  have 
strength  or  ability  not  only  to  witness, 
but  to  witness  properly.  God  is  the 
wise  Master  Builder  and  just  as  He 
filled  Bezaleel,  the  son  of  Qri,  Exod. 
31:2,  3,  with  the  Spirit  of  God  to  aid 


THE  CHURCH 

"The     little    church     is    standing    still 
Upon    the   summit  of   the   hil! — 
Its    bell    is    silent,    but    the    breeze 
That    drifts    among    the    leafy    trees 
Brings    music    to    it    .    .    .    And    the 

flowers 
That   grow   around   it   speak   of   hours 
When      children      played     about     the 

yard. 
When     tired     hands,     that     life     had 

scarred, 
Were   folded,   very  gently,   there 
In    adoration    and    in    prayer. 

"The    little    church    is    standing    yet 
And     many    dreams    we    can't    forget 
Are   standing    with    it,    and    the   tears 
And     joys    we    knew     in     yesteryears 
Are  still   a   part   of  it  .   .   .  We  know 
That    still    it    feels    the    afterglow 
Of   all   the   loveliness   that   came 
To    worship    in    His    holy    name. 
The  little  church — oh,  may  it  stand 
Still    as   the   symbol   of   this    land!" 


him  in  the  construction  of  the  Taber- 
nacle, so  does  He  fill  us  in  this  New 
Testament  age,  to  enable  us  to  adorn 
the  doctrine  of  God.  Just  as  the 
Israelites  were  unlearned  in  the  cun- 
ning crafts,  so  are  we  unlearned  in 
the  traits  of  the  Spirit  and  need  this 
enablement  that  comes  directly  from 
heaven  into  our  hearts.  We  receive 
not  this  marvelous  experience  to 
boast  of,  neither  does  it  come  upon 
us  to  make  us  happy;  instead  it  is  an 
enduement  of  power  for  service  and 
comfort  in  time  of  distress. 

The  model  church  member  is  ac- 
tuated and  moved  upon  by  the  in- 
dwelt Spirit.  The  gifts  of  the  Spirit 
are  in  the  model  church  and  all 
things  that  are  done  by  the  members 
are  done  for  edifying  and  surely 
cause  no  confusion,  but  rather  make 
for  harmony  and  spirituality.  The 
model  member  is  ready  for  every  good 
work  and  realizes  that  he  is  an  inte- 
gral part  of  the  church  organism  and 
must  perform  his  work  properly  if 
the  body  is  to  achieve  its  goal.  He 
is  also  faithful  to  the  church  and 
has  no  other  desire  but  to  work  for 
it.  Some  people  have  the  idea  that 
they  are  to  work  for  God  and  should 
owe  alliance  to  no  church.  This  is 
an  erroneous  concept.  The  Church 
is  God's  organization  and  it  is 
through  this  agent  that  He  wants 
us  to  shine.  This  is  beautifully  pic- 
tured in  Revelation  1.  The  candle- 
sticks and  lampstands  are  the 
churches,  and  these  are  used  to  dif- 
fuse and  hold  light.  Our  lights  shine 
better  when  they  are  in  a  lampstand, 
and  have  the  help  of  other  kindred 
spirits. 

In  our  next  article,  we  shall  try  to 
finish  this  subject  by  discussing  the 
thoughts  of  leadership  and  worship 
in  the  model  church.  We  realize  this 
is  a  tremendous  subject,  both  in  scope 
and  importance,  and  make  no  pre- 
tense to  exhaust  it;  however,  we  do 
feel  that  you  can  gain  some  few 
things  from  all  these  written,  which 
will  make  you  want  to  be  a  model 
member,  for,  after  all,  the  only  way 
to  have  model  churches  is  to  have 
model  members. 


"IF   I  WERE   EDITOR" 

Recently  we  saw  the  above  heading 
in  a  city  newspaper  with  a  request 
for  people  to  discuss  the  subject. 
"What  I  would  do  if  I  were  editor  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway"  will  be  a  good 
subject  for  our  readers  to  discuss.  It 
should  be  very  helpful  to  us  in  know- 
ing the  desires  of  the  people.  This  is 
open  to  all  who  thoroughly  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  know  what  it 
contains.  Had  you  ever  thought  of 
what  changes  you  would  make  with 
only  the  few  pages  we  have?  Think 
this  through  and  write  us.  Begin 
your  letter  with,  "I  read  the  Lighted 
Pathioay  thoroughly  each  month.  I 
like  it  just  as  it  is,  or  I  would  change 
it  this  way."  Do  not  write  if  you  do 
not  read  it  thoroughly  each  month 
and  know  its  contents.  Just  glanc- 
ing over  will  not  do. 


EPTEMBER,  1947 
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A  Youth  and  a  Giant 


1  SAM.   17:32,  33 


By  Manuel   F.  Campbell,  Kentucky  Youth   Director 


The  power  of  youth  is  great.  The 
power  of  youth  through  Christ  is  still 
greater.  Therefore,  if  the  forces  of 
youth  are  directed  into  useful  chan- 
nels, the  blessings  derived  will  more 
than  compensate  for  the  efforts  put 
forth  in  the  supervision  of  the  ac- 
tivities of  youth.  What  is  more  beau- 
tiful than  youth?  What  could  be 
more  inspiring  than  to  see  young  men 
and  women  taking  a  bold  stand  for 
Christ?  God,  give  us  more  young 
people  to  sing,  more  young  people  to 
pray  and  to  preach  the  unsearchable 
riches  of  the  eternal  God. 

The  Bible  bears  out  the  fact  that 
the  youth  has  courage  and  will  be  ag- 
gressive even  in  the  face  of  adverse 
circumstances.  May  I  direct  your  at- 
tention to  David,  the  versatile  shep- 
herd boy,  as  he  stands  before  King- 
Saul.  He  speaks  forth  not  as  a  lad, 
but  a  man  of  power  and  courage. 
With  remarkable  boldness  he  states, 
"Let  no  man's  heart  fail  because  of 
the  enemy."  It  was  just  a  boy  speak- 
ing, but  the  king  sat  up  and  took  no- 
tice. Let  us  consider  the  related  facts 
leading  up  to  this  interview. 

A  state  of  war  existed  between  Is- 
rael and  the  Philistines.  The  forces 
of  both  armies  had  been  called  for 
battle;  only  a  valley  now  separated 
the  two  great  forces.  Both  armies, 
located  in  mountainous  position,  were 
able  to  observe  the  movement  of  the 
enemy's  troops.  There  came  out  from 
the  army  of  the  Philistines  a  giant  by 
the  name  of  Goliath.  He  was  a  cham- 
pion fighter.  He  stalked  off  the 
mountain,  down  into  the  valley,  cry- 
ing for  someone  to  come  fight  with 
him.  Usually,  a  person  feeling  that 
way  will  find  someone  down  the  line 
who  feels  the  same  way.  Any  "hot 
head"  can  start  a  fight,  but  it  takes 
a  cool  head  and  a  warm  heart  to  stop 
some  after  they  have  started;  about 
the  easiest  thing  to  get  into  is  a  fuss 
and  a  fight,  anyhow. 

Goliath  threw  out  a  challenge  that 
defied  King  Saul  and  the  army  of 
Israel.  Instead  of  someone  rushing 
out  from  the  camps  of  Israel  to  ac- 
cept the  challenge,  all  were  dismayed 
and  greatly  afraid. 

No  man  of  the  hour  arose  to  cope 
with  the  situation.  No  group  pre- 
sented plans  to  the  king  for  the  elim- 
ination of  this  great  threat.  Some- 
thing must  be  done,  but  what?  Some- 
one must  act,  but  whom?  Out  of  the 
ranks  of  the  warriors  of  Israel,  not 
one  would  accept  the  challenge.  The 
fear  and  consternation  was  so  great 
that  it  had  paralyzed  an  army.  King 
Saul  had  offered  riches  and  his 
daughter  to  the  person  who  would 
accept  the  challenge  and  defeat  the 
giant,  but  no  one  responded. 

A  lad  by  the  name  of  David  was  in- 
structed by  his  father  to  take  provi- 
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sions  to  his  three  brethren  who  had 
been  called  for  active  duty  in  the 
army  of  Israel.  While  he  was  there, 
Goliath  came  out  and  once  again  de- 
fied the  soldiers.  It  scared  the  men, 
but  inspired  David.  The  things  which 
have  caused  others  to  fold  up  the  tent 
and  leave,  have  caused  some  to  drive 
the  stakes  deeper,  hold  on,  and  suc- 
ceed. David  said,  "I'll  accept  his 
challenge,  I'll  meet  Goliath."  This 
kindled  Eliab's  anger  against  David. 
You  have  seen  people  that  would  not 
tackle  the  problems  at  hand,  yet  be- 
came so  provoked  if  someone  did  at- 
tempt to  solve  them?  David's  brother 
was  afraid  to  meet  Goliath,  and  too 
jealous  to  encourage  him. 

Young  people,  cto  not  be  too  sur- 
prised if  you  meet  this  type  of  per- 
son today,  just  keep  working,  keep 
praying,  be  humble  and  true,  for  God 
has  better  things  in  store  for  you. 

David  had  a  bold  spirit,  one  that 
was  not  easily  broken.  If  a  man's 
spirit  is  broken,  he  is  whipped.  The 
hardships  of  leadership  are  many; 
therefore  a  leader  must  keep  on  be- 
lieving in  himself  when  others  doubt 
him. 

David  might  have  said,  "Now  look 
here,  Eliab,  we  are  brothers  and  of 
all  people  we  should  be  able  to  have 
an  understanding.  Goliath  is  our 
common  enemy,  let  us  not  fight  and 
weaken  each  other." 

If  church  members  used  as  much 
time  fighting  the  devil  as  they  do 
each  other,  the  results  for  God  would 
be  far  greater.  It  is  most  destructive 
for  an  organization,  or  a  local  church, 
when  the  fighting  has  gotten  on 
the  inside.  Weakness  on  the  inside 
can  force  a  collapse  on  the  outside. 
Despite  Eliab's  unfavorable  remarks, 
they  failed  to  discourage  this  strong- 
hearted  youth. 

The  lad  was  ordered  to  appear  be- 
fore His  Majesty  the  King.  The  fact 
that  the  king  would  hear  the  youth 
revealed  how  desperately  Saul  viewed 
the  situation.  David  assured  the  king- 
that  all  men  should  be  brave;  then 
offered  himself  to  meet  Goliath.  The 
king  pointed  out  how  unreasonable 
it  was  for  him  to  assume  such  a  tre- 
mendous task.  The  odds  were  great- 
ly against  David,  but  he  had  faith. 

In  reply  to  the  objections  which  the 
king  raised,  David  began  to  testify 
of  past  victories  which  the  Lord  had 
given  him.  He  had  a  personal  testi- 
mony that  convinced  a  king.  He  said, 
"While  I  kept  my  father's  sheep  I  slew 
a  bear,  also  a  lion."  In  the  path  of 
duty,  obstacles  you  shall  most  as- 
suredly find,  but  power  to  mount  up 
over  them,  or  a  determination  to  plow 
right  through  the  middle  of  them, 
shall  be  supplied  you  from  above. 
Young  people,  be  busy  at  something 
regardless  of  how  small  the  task  may 


seem,  for  it  will  help  you  to  be  pre 
pared  for  greater  tasks  and  responsi 
bilities.  Do  not  tackle  the  great  unt; 
you  have  defeated  the  small. 

David  refused  Saul's  armor  am 
sword,  selecting  his  sling  and  fiv 
stones.  Each  young  person  shouli 
strive  to  develop  his  own  individualit, 
by  prayer,  consecration,  and  service 
As  this  young  man  ran  out  to  mee 
the  giant,  the  tension  and  suspens 
was  very  great  among  both  armies 
Apparently,  David  was  ill-prepared  b 
face  Goliath,  but  he  knew  God.  Man; 
of  our  young  people  are  suffering 
from  the  lack  of  educational  prep 
aration  to  tackle  the  problems  of  life 
however,  let  us  go  forward  with  wha 
we  have  in  the  work  of  the  Master 
striving  for  self-improvement  as  w 
go.  The  greatest  requirement  for  hoi; 
service  is  not  greatness,  but  sincerity 
simplicity,  and  a  holy  life. 

At  the  sight  of  the  youth  Goliatl 
was  greatly  provoked.  He  boasted  o 
feeding  David  to  the  fowls  of  the  air 

Many  have  suffered  total  defeat  b; 
being  overconfident  and  depending 
on  their  own  ability  to  sustain  then 
in  battle.  Happy  is  the  person  tha 
trusteth  in  the  Lord. 

David  ran  out  to  meet  the  giant  anc 
released  the  stone.  It  sailed,  i 
hummed,  through  the  air.  It  founc 
its  mark  in  the  forehead  of  Goliath 
He  staggered,  he  fell,  he  lost!  Youtr 
had  accepted  the  challenge  and  hac 
eliminated  the  threat  to  the  security 
of  Israel.  From  the  beginning  to  th< 
end  it  bears  out  the  fact  that  the  pow- 
er of  youth  through  Christ  is  tremen 
dous.  The  predominating  factor  ir 
this  remarkable  victory  was  that  th< 
lad  was  surrendered  to  God. 

Young  people,  the  future  is  before 
you.  Avail  yourself  of  all  opportuni 
ties  for  service  which  may  come  you] 
way  this  year.  Be  willing  to  assisl 
your  pastor,  even  if  it  is  sweeping  the 
church,  dusting  the  benches,  passin 
song  books,  or  greeting  strangers.  Al 
service  is  holy  unto  the  Lord  if  done 
in  His  name.  The  need  of  the  hour 
is  outstanding  Christian  leadership 
among  our  youth  to  prove  that  the 
Goliath  of  juvenile  delinquency,  the 
giant  of  unbelief,  the  giant  of  dis- 
couragement can  be  defeated.  May 
we  throw  ourselves  at  the  feet  of  Je- 
sus for  power,  for  mercy,  and  the 
anointing  of  the  Spirit. 

FAITH  THAT  LIVED 

"He  is  missing!"  a  young  wife  whis 
pered  with  a  choking  gasp  in  answer- 
to  a  minister's  inquiry  of  when  last 
she  had  heard  from  her  husband  in 
service.  In  a  brief  moment  she  had 
control  of  herself  and  poured  forth 
words  of  faith  so  rapidly  that  they 
tumbled  one  over  the  other  from  her 
lips.  "He  had  the  greatest  faith  I  ever 
knew.  I  will  continue  to  hope  he  is 
a  prisoner  of  war,  but  if  he  never 
returns  I  know  that  he  was  ready  to 
go.  And  God  will  help  me.  I  know 
that  God  will  make  everything  right 
some  way." 

Christ  offers  you  the  possibility  of 
the  same  kind  of  faith. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS   of  Appreciation  .  .  . 

A  friend  in  need  is  a  friend  indeed.  We  ore  publishing  a  few  of  the  letters  from  friends 
in  regard  to  our  book  we  are  hoping  to  publish  in  the  near  future.  Response  to  this  need 
is  coming  in  slowly.  If  all  those  who  have  appreciated  these  messages  would  respond,  it 
would  not  be  long  until  the  "green  light"  would  appear  and  we  could  "go."  We  are  sorry 
we  will  not  have  room  for  all  the  letters. 

lovely  inspired  messages  which  you 
have  written  from  time  to  time.  I 
only  wish  I  could  send  five  hundred 
to  so  worthy  a  person,  who  has  given 
her  all  to  help  rescue  our  precious 
youth,  and  others  as  well. 

May  God  bless  you,  dear  sister,  and 
give  you  strength  to  carry  on  and 
be  a  greater  blessing  in  years  to  come. 
I  am  praying  that  God  will  open  the 
hearts  of  those  who  are  able  to  give 
large  sums  to  this  worthy  cause. — 
Grace  Elwood. 


I'D  RATHER 

E.    I.   E.   THOMPSON 

I'd   rather   have  my  flowers  now 
From  those  who  are  my  friends, 

Than   big   bouquets   and   baskets   full 
After   my   journey   ends. 

The  tiny   bunch  of  violets 
The   small   child   gives   to   me, 

I  prize  more  than  a  great  arm  load 
I  cannot  smell  or  see. 

I'd  rather  have  some  kindly  smiles 

In  life   (needed,  often), 
Than  all  the  long-faced  cheerlessness 

As  seen  around  a  coffin. 

I'd  rather  have  kind  word  or  deed 
While  they  my   case  will   aid, 

Than,  "We'll  miss  her,"  "She  was  true 
blue," 
When   in   the  grave  I'm   laid. 

I'd   rather  have   one   look   or   ivord 
Of   praise   while   carrying   on, 

Than   much    when   I   can't   listen    in 
Because   I'm    dead   and   gone. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Your  plan  to  publish  the  cream  of 
the  Editor's  Messages  selected  over  a 
period  of  seventeen  years  is  certainly 
appreciated.  Your  splendid  messages 
have  touched  my  heart  many  times. 
I  have  read  them  and  wept,  read 
them  some  more  and  then  wept  some 
more.  I  am  satisfied  that  many  of  your 
readers  could  make  this  same  state- 
ment. 

You  will  find  enclosed  a  check  in 
the  amount  of  $10.95  to  help  you  pub- 
lish this  book.  No  doubt,  other  young 
people  in  Kentucky  will  be  willing  to 
help  in  this  unselfish  cause,  in  the 
future. 

Sister  Harrison,  if  enough  of  the 
young  people  would  send  you  only 
one  dime  it  would  go  a  long  way  in 
helping  you  bear  the  financial  burden 
of  this  fine  undertaking. 

May  the  Lord  continue  to  bless  you 
in  the  work  which  you  have  so  faith- 
fully pushed  forward  for  several 
years. — Manuel  F.  Campbell,  Ken- 
tucky Youth  Director. 

NOTE:  Thanks,  Brother  Campbell.  If  every 
church  would  do  this,  It  would  put  me  over 
the  top.  But  I  will  not  object  to  some  of  you, 
who  can,  dropping  in  a  dollar  or  ten  or  more. 
Printing  Is  high  and  I  must  have  one  thou- 
sand dollars  before  I  give  the  book  to  the 
publisher.  But  if  just  one  thousand,  out  of 
one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  readers,  would 
send  in  one  dollar  each,  do  you  see  what  it 
would  do?  Or,  as  Brother  Campbell  suggests, 
if  ten  thousand,  out  of  the  one  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  readers,  would  send  only  ten 
cents   each,    we   would   soon   go   over   the   top. 

As  I  told  you  in  a  former  message,  this  is 
the  first  offering  I  have  ever  taken  from  my 
big  congregation  in  the  eighteen  years  of 
service  for  the  young  people.  God  bless  you. — 
Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Here  is  five  dollars  to  help,  in  a 
small  way,  publish  the  book  of  many 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Many,  many  times  I  have  thought 
of  writing  you  and  telling  you  how 
much  I  really  do  appreciate  you  and 
your  work.  I  have  decided  I  could 
never  say  enough  to  make  you  under- 
stand just  how  much  your  work  has 
meant  to  me.  I  enjoy  the  Lighted 
Pathivay  so  much,  and  your  messages 
are  wonderful.  Surely  the  Lord  has 
a  great  reward  for  you. 

I  remember  a  visit  you  made  here 
one  time,  years  ago.  You  set  our  first 
Y.  P.  E.  in  order.  All  the  young  folk 
were  dressed  in  white  and  marched 
from  a  vacant  lot  to  the  church.  Do 
you  remember  it?  I  was  a  speaker  on 
that  Sunday  afternoon;  we  had  a 
wonderful  time.  I  hope  and  pray  the 
Lord  will  bless  you,  and  give  you 
strength  to  visit  us  again.  May  God's 
rich  blessings  be  upon  you. — Etta 
Jane  White,  412  6th  St.,  Bristol,  Term. 

Note:  Thanks  for  this  good  letter. 
Yes,  I  remember  those  good  old  days. 
I  shall  never  forget  them.  God  has 
been  good  to  us  down  through  the 
years  and  the  young  people  are 
marching  on. — Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  a  long,  long  time  I've  wanted 
to  write  to  you,  but  when  I  read  the 
July  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathivay,  I 
could  not  resist  any  longer,  because 
your  message  was  so  good.  God  does 
do  wonderful  things  for  His  children 
when  we  trust  Him,  but  so  many  of 
us  are  like  the  small  stream  in  the 
river.  No  doubt,  you  have  stood  on 
the  bridge  or  river  bank  and  watched 
the  small  stream  going  in  the  oppo- 
site direction;  but  when  it  came  into 
contact  with  the  swift  current,  it  went 
down  in  a  swirl  and  was  quickly  car- 
ried in  the  opposite  direction;  but 
notice,  it  did  put  up  a  fight  or  strug- 
gle. I  often  compare  Christians  with 
the  stream.  The  old  carnal  man  will 
struggle  before  being  willing  to  per- 
mit the  Potter  to  mould  and  make 
out  of  him  the  vessel  He  desires  to 
make.  Please  pray  for  me.  I  would 
like  to  be  willing  just  to  stay  in  the 
furnace  until  God  has  burned  out 
every  bit  of  dross.  So  many  times  God 
has  tried  to  put  me  through  the  fur- 
nace, but,  as  you  say,  I  would  shrink 


from  the  burning  and  fail  God.  I 
do  want  to  be  drawn  into  a  life  of 
crucifixion  and  humility. 

Enclosed  is  one  dollar  for  the  fund 
to  publish  your  Editor's  messages.  I 
certainly  think  they  should  be  pub- 
lished. May  God  bless  you. — Alta 
Gilliland,  Reigel  Community  Hospital, 
Trion,  Ga. 

Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

I  think  your  messages  would  be  a 
blessing  to  the  future  generation.  I 
believe  these  messages  were  Holy- 
Ghost-inspired  messages  and  we 
should  not  let  them  die. 

God  said  for  us  to  teach  His  laws 
and  commandments  to  our  children 
and  to  our  children's  children.  I  be- 
lieve this  is  one  way  we  can  teach 
them. 

I  will  do  all  I  can  to  help  you.  I 
think  I  can  get  help  from  some 
outside  of  our  church  who  take  the 
paper. — Mrs.  Evely  Baker,  Live  Oak, 
Fla. 

Note:  This  is  just  a  part  of  a  very 
encouraging  letter  from  our  Sister 
Baker.     Thanks  a  lot. — Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

On  peeing  your  wonderful  magazine, 
The  Lighted  Pathivay,  I  would  like 
to  know  if  I  can  subscribe  to  this  and 
get  it.  If  so,  I  would  like  to  know 
if  you  can  send  me  from  January, 
1947,  on  through  the  last  issue  and 
how  much  I  would  need  to  send  you 
for  them. 

I  am  a  saved  sinner  and  have  ac- 
cepted the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  my 
personal  Savior.  Much  prayer  is  re- 
quired for  the  Christian  in  India.  I 
want  you  to  pray  for  my  wife,  eight 
children,  and  me.  We  are  a  large 
family  and  my  desire  is  that  all  my 
children  will  accept  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  so  that  when  He  comes  we 
shall  all  be  ready  to  meet  Him. 

God  bless  you  and  may  you  reap  a 
rich  harvest.  I  close  with  our  prayers 
and  best  wishes  to  you  and  your  other 
workers. — A.  C.  L.  Austin,  Electric 
Telegraph  Inspector,  Railway  Quar- 
ters No.  '90,  M.  &  S.M.  Ry.,  Goona, 
Chorpuri,  British  India. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greeting's  in  Christ's  name.  I 
thought  I  would  write  you  and  just 
tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  really  is  a  blessing  to 
my  soul.  It  comes  next  to  the  Bible 
with  me.  Sister  Harrison,  I  am  only 
sixteen  years  of  age  and  I  am  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Baptist  Church.  I  really 
enjoyed  the  Editor's  message  for  this 
month.  It  blessed  my  soul.  Also,  the 
poem  Your  Best  was  a  blessing. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  felt  the  call  some- 
time ago  to  be  a  missionary;  so  now, 
I  am  a  missionary  leader  in  my  Union 
Class  at  our  church.  I  think  it  is 
wonderful  to  be  able  to  be  a  mission- 
ary leader,  for  God  has  called  me  into 
that  work.  I  use  the  Lighted  Pathway 
in  our  church  all  the  time,  and  it  is 
a  blessing  to  everyone.  I  am  glad  I 
can  get  the  paper  each  month.  Pray 
for  me,  that  I  will  be  a  better  Chris- 
tian.— Clara.   L.  Baty,  Huffman,  Ark. 


September,  1947 
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Meet  Robert  Humbertson,  a  young  man  who  has  spent  six  years 
m  Bible  Training  School.  The  following  is  what  the  President  of  the 
School  has  to  say  about   "Bob's"   school   activities: 

Through  the  six  years  Bob  has  been  with  us,  he  has  stood  at  the 
top  of  his  class.  Twice  during  this  time  he  has  been  elected  the 
most  intelligent  boy  in  school.  Once  he  was  elected  one  of  the  ten 
most  outstanding  students.  This  year  he  is  elected  the  most  likely 
to  succeed,  and  also  for  the  first  semester  he  served  as  president  of 
the  student  body.  At  the  age  of  fourteen,  he  was  elected  secretary 
of  the  annual  staff.  One  year  he  served  as  editor  of  the  school  annual, 
The  Vindagua.  and  last  year  he  served  as  business  manager.  After 
six  years  of  hard  study.  Bob  graduates  from  junior  college  and  starts 
on  the  long  ladder  of  success  in  a  ministerial  career.  The  graduation 
of  this  brilliant  boy  from  junior  college  will  not,  by  any  means, 
terminate  his  schooling.  It  is  agreed  that  while  serving  as  assistant 
pastor  of  the  Church  of  God  in  Washington,  he  will  continue  his 
studies  at  the  George  Washington  University.  His  gaze  has  been 
fastened  upon  a  goal  of  achievement  as  a  minister  and  as  an 
educator.  The  marks  of  both  of  these  are  distinctly  stamped  upon 
him.  His  character  is  unimpeachable;  his  sincerity,  without  ques- 
tion; and  his  pulpit  manners  and  delivery  remind  one  of  that  great 
expositor  G.  Campbell  Morgan. 


The  young  lady  pictured  in  the  spotlight  above  is  Miss  Alice  Pullin, 
daughter  of  Reverend  and  Mrs.  Thomas  G.  Pullin,  missionaries  to 
Guatemala.  Alice  was  born  in  Guatemala,  where  her  parents  are 
serving  as  missionaries.  She  attended  the  schools  of  that  country, 
where  all  the  classes  are  taught  in  Spanish,  and  learned  that  lan- 
guage before  she  learned  English.  She  also  studied  at  home  with  the 
American  School  of  Chicago  and  attended  the  School  for  Missionaries' 
Children  of  the  Central  American  Mission,  where  Bible  courses  were 
also  taught.  In  the  United  States,  Alice  attended  several  public 
schools  and  then  went  to  the  Westervelt  School  for  Missionaries' 
Children,  in  South  Carolina,  which  was  a  Bible  college  also.  Recently 
she  graduated  from  the  College  Department  of  Bible  Training  School 
and  College. 

Alice  says  she  is  deeply  Interested  in  foreign  mission  work,  and 
in  continuing  her  education  wishes  to  take  that  which  will  best 
equip  her  for  that  kind  of  work.  She  intends  to  enter  the  University 
of  Tennessee,  if  it  is  possible,  this  coming  year.  She  says  her  great 
ambition   is  to   know   Him  better  and   to   make  Him  known  to  others. 


OFFICIAL   DELEGATES 

Your  church  is  urged  to  appoint  one 
young  person  to  act  as  the  official 
representative  at  your  state  youth 
convention.  This  does  not  restrict  the 
number  of  young  people  that  may  at- 
tend. We  want  as  many  to  go  as  pos- 
sible. 

The  state  youth  rallies  this  year 
have  been  planned  with  much  study 
and  prayer.  It  is  the  purpose  of  your 
state  youth  director  to  make  them  in- 
spirational and  spiritual,  at  the  same 
time  they  have  been  prepared  to  give 
out  as  much  "take  home"  information 
as  possible. 

Most  of  the  day  services  will  be  given 
to  study  groups  and  special  messages, 
directed  to  youth  work,  dealing  with 
its  problems,  advantages  and  oppor- 
tunities. 

It  will  be  the  duty  of  those  chosen 
as  official  delegates  to  be  responsible 
for  attendance  at  every  service;  to  be 
well  equipped  with  Bibles,  pencils,  and 
notebooks.  If  questions  arise,  they 
should  feel  free  to  interrupt  at  ail 
times  and  request  information.  These 
delegates  should  strive  to  take  notes 


in  each  service,  with  the  purpose  in 
mind  of  making  a  complete  and  de- 
tailed report  to  the  Y.  P.  E.'s  on  re- 
turning home,  also  to  furnish  written 
reports  for  the  permanent  records  of 
their  local  Y.  P.  E.'s. 

The  advantage  to  the  local  Y.P.E.,  of 
designating  one  person  to  act  as  their 
official  representative,  is  that  the  per- 
son chosen  will  feel  a  greater  responsi- 
bility to  absorb  information,  with  a 
definite  purpose  for  retaining  it.  He 
knows  he  has  an  official  obligation  and 
will  be  responsible  for  a  report.  Again, 
let  me  emphasize,  there  is  no  restric- 
tion on  the  number  of  young  people 
who  may  attend.  We  invite  all  who 
possibly  can  to  come  from  each 
church.   You  are  needed. 

This  official  delegate  may  either  be 
appointed  by  the  pastor  or  selected  by 
the  Y.  P.  E.,  with  the  pastor's  consent. 
Let  us  all  join  in  prayer  that  our  youth 
meetings  this  year  will  provide  the 
spark  of  spiritual  enthusiasm  that  will 
cause  our  young  people  to  be  success- 
ful in  leading  hundreds,  yea  even 
thousands,  of  the  unsaved  youth  of 
our  land  to  Christ.— Ralph  E.  Williams. 


NATIONAL  YOUTH  COMMITTEE 


Ralph  E.  Williams 

Box   1  1 

Cleveland,  Tenn. 
R.  J.  Johnson 

Box  831 

Lake  City,  Fla. 
E.  T.  Stacey 

Rt.    1,   Box   229 

Middlesboro,  Ky. 


Paul  Spellings 

522  Meridian  St. 
Nashville,  Tenn. 

Brady    Dennis 
Box  522 
Beckley,  W.  Va. 


I    Keep    Watching    This 


|  Space  for  Forthcoming 
I  Important  Announce- 
\    ments. 
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ALABAMA 

J.  T.  Roberts,  Jr. 

Box  2129 

Birmingham,  Ala. 
ARIZONA 

lo  Garlit 


1804  Piedmont  St. 
Jackson,  Miss. 
MISSOURI 
Roy   Henry 
215  Crane  St. 
Flat   River,   Mo. 


322  N.  Patricio  St.  MONTANA 


Phoenix,  Ariz. 

ARKANSAS 
Melvin  Porter 
Pangburn,  Ark. 

CALIFORNIA 
D.  H.  Kirkland 
1680  Brigden  Road 


Noel   Lowe 
901    Fifth  Ave. 
Lewistown,  Mont. 
NEBRASKA 
J.  L.  Lombard 
2311-Q 
Auburn,  Nebr. 


Pasadena  7,  Calif.    NEW  YORK 


COLORADO-UTAH 

R.  C.  Muncy 

2655  Umatilla  St. 

Denver,  Colo. 
CONN.,  ME.,  MASS., 

N.  H.,  R.  I.,  VT. 

J.  B.  Camp 

48  North  St. 

Portland,  Me. 
DEL.,  D.C.,  MD. 

Kenneth  C.  Combs 

2403  Elsinor  Ave. 

Baltimore  1  6,  Md. 
FLORIDA 

Lewis  Willis 

Box  332 

Macclenny,  Fla. 
GEORGIA 

Clell  Ray 

787  Flat  Shoals 
Ave.,  S.  E. 

Atlanta,  Ga. 
IDAHO,  NEVADA 

R.  H.  Brannan 

Box  573 

Lewiston,  Idaho 
ILLINOIS 

J.  N.  Thompson 

309  N.  McLeans- 
boro 

Benton,  III. 
INDIANA 

C.  C.  Rains 
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LET'S  TALK  ABOUT 
CONVENTIONS 

Have  you  ever  asked  yourself  the 
question  "Why  do  we  have  youth  con- 
ventions"? I  am  sure  most  of  us  have 
at  times  pondered  this  question.  My 
assurance  to  you  is  that  they  are  very 
necessary  and  in  a  great  sense  are  re- 
sponsible for  the  progress  of  our  youth 
work  today.  The  success  of  a  conven- 
tion is  largely  dependent  on  the  plan- 
ning that  goes  into  its  program,  and 
its  value  will  be  measured  by  the  ex- 
tent it  inspires  its  delegates  to  go  forth 
and  act  on  the  principles  introduced. 
A  youth  convention  should  be  planned 
to  serve  three  definite  purposes: 
Consecration 

First  of  all,  it  should  be  a  means  of 
encouraging  young  people  to  seek  a 
deeper  consecration.  The  primary  re- 
quirement of  laborers  in  God's  vine- 
yard is  that  they  be  Spirit-filled.  To 
remain  Spirit-filled  requires  a  con- 
tinued dedication  of  one's  life  to  God 
and  for  this  particular  reason  your 
program  should  be  interspersed  with 
opportunity  for  consecration  and  ded- 
ication. 

Inspiration 

Second,  it  should  be  planned  to  be 
inspirational.  Music  and  singing,  when 
given  proper  consideration,  have  al- 
ways lifted  the  souls  of  those  who  were 
in  tune.  This  is  especially  true  when 
accompanied  by  divine  benediction.  If 
the  fires  of  enthusiasm  can  be  kin- 


dled, the  souls  of  our  youth  saturated 
with  the  power  of  God,  their  every  en- 
deavor must  enjoy  success.  An  in- 
spired convention  will  reach  out  and 
affect  the  local  churches. 

Instruction 

Third,  the  youth  convention  affords 
an  excellent  opportunity  for  timely  in- 
struction in  all  phases  of  youth  work. 
New  ideas  and  methods  should  be  in- 
troduced, as  well  as  reiteration  of  the 
points  outlined  in  our  National  Youth 
Program. 

My  Responsibility 

What  is  my  responsibility  as  a  dele- 
gate to  the  convention?  As  a  repre- 
sentative of  your  Y.P.E.,  you  should 
assume  a  dual  responsibility.  Your 
first  obligation  is  to  attend  every  serv- 
ice of  the  meeting  and  contribute 
everything  you  can  to  its  unity,  spir- 
ituality and  inspiration.  Not  only  do 
you  have  a  contribution  to  make  to 
the  success  of  your  youth  convention, 
but  at  the  same  time,  as  a  representa- 
tive of  the  folks  back  home,  you  must 
absorb  every  bit  of  information  given 
that  you  possibly  can,  and  be  pre- 
pared to  give  a  detailed  report  on 
your  return  home. 

In  conclusion,  let  us  join  hands, 
hearts,  minds,  and  souls  into  one  great 
unity,  thus  making  our  conventions 
greater  than  ever  and  a  real  source  in 
the  program  for  the  salvation  of  our 
young  people. 


YOUNG  PEOPLE  INTERESTED 
IN  MISSIONS 

We  have  just  closed  our  state  camp 
meeting  and  convention.  During  the 
convention,  Brother  Vessie  Hargraves 
preached  a  good  mission  sermon,  then 
gave  the  young  people  an  opportunity 
to  give  to  missions  separately  from  the 
older  people.  They  responded  with 
$206  cash  and  pledges  that  would  bring 
the  total  to  $256.  Our  crowd  was  not 
large,  so  I  consider  this  an  outstanding 
offering  for  young  people.  We  feel 
that  we  have  some  of  the  most  loyal 
young  people  in  the  world,  and  that 
they  will  respond  to  any  need  in 
our  mission  fields. 

Besides  the  offering  above,  there  was 
an  offering  taken  to  send  one  of  our 


Spanish  sisters  to  the  school  at  San 
Antonio  this  fall.  The  offering  was 
$288.50,  the  amount  needed  for  us  to 
keep  her  in  school  for  one  year,  or 
that  is  the  estimated  amount.  Some  of 
this  will  come  by  way  of  pledges, 
which  are  to  be  paid  each  month 
during  the  school  term.  The  Spanish 
lady  is  a  young  person,  too. 

I  feel  sure  there  are  possibilities  for 
greater  gains  and  we  mean  to  do  our 
best  for  the  young  people  the  coming 
year.  We  are  in  special  need  of  prayer, 
that  God  would  completely  lead  in  our 
lives  and  make  us  more  useful.  I  would 
greatly  appreciate  any  information 
you  might  give  to  make  the  work  go 
over  better  in  our  state.  Please  con- 
tinue to  pray  for  us. — Doyle  McCoy, 
Youth  Director,  New  Mexico. 
(Continued  on  page   16) 
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Wessons 

Topic:  OBEDIENCE  TO  GOD 

John  15:14;  Acts  5:29 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 
Often  we  find  ourselves  seeking  ad- 
vice concerning  our  problems.  When 
we  ask  for  advice  and  it  is  given  us 
by  some  trustworthy  friend,  we  glad- 
ly accept  it  and  use  it  to  the  best  of 
our  knowledge  to  the  solving  of  our 
problems,  which  are  many.  Or,  if  we 
are  asked  to  do  a  thing  on  our  jobs, 
or  we  are  told  we  must  do  a  thing, 
we  do  our  best  to  please  our  employer 
or  master.  So  now,  as  we  do  our  best 
to  please  our  earthly  masters,  why 
not  try  to  do  the  same  for  out  heav- 
enly Master,  who  is  much  greater? 
He  is  much  abler  to  advise  and 
instruct  us.  His  Word  is  full  of  good, 
worthy  advice.  We  should  also  try 
going  to  God  on  our  knees.  His  will 
is  that  none  should  perish  and,  if  we 
obey  Him,  He  has  promised  to  make 
a  way  of  escape  from  every  tempta- 
tion. We  can  find  in  His  Word  men 
who,  from  the  beginning  until  the 
book  of  Revelation  was  written,  had 
just  about  the  same  problems  to  solve 
as  we  have.  Many  were  led  to  vic- 
tory by  obeying  the  Master.  Let  us 
look  at  some  of  His  commandments 
and  promises. 

OBEDIENCE  IS  BETTER 
THAN  SACRIFICE 
1  Sam.  15:22 
The  only  sacrifices  we  have  to  offer 
are  our  bodies.  Rom.  12:1,  "I  beseech 
you  therefore,  brethren,  by  the  mer- 
cies of  God,  that  ye  present  your 
bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy,  accept- 
able unto  God,  which  is  your  reason- 
able service."  If  we  obey  this  one 
verse,  we  are  entitled  to  the  promises 
of  God.  When  we  have  made  our 
sacrifices,  then  study  God's  eternal 
Word,  and  do  all  we  find  to  do  with 
our  hands,  Eccl.  9:10a,  "Whatsoever 
thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy 
might."  1  Cor.  3:8b,  "Every  man  shall 
receive  his  own  reward  according  to 
his  own  labour."  If  we  have  put  our 
bodies  on  the  altar  as  living  sacrific- 
es, are  sanctified  meet  for  the  Mas- 
ter's use,  and  prepared  unto  every 
good  work,  we  can  surely  find  plenty 
to  do,  for  the  harvest  is  white  and  the 
laborers  are  few.  Gal.  6:10  says,  "As 
we  have  therefore  opportunity,  let  us 
do  good  unto  all  men,  especially  unto 
them  who  are  of  the  household  of 
faith."  We  are  also  told  to  love  our 
enemies;  do  good  to  them  that  hate 
you.  Obedience  brings  joy,  peace,  and 
happiness  to  any  heart  and  life. 

PROMISES  TO  THE  OBEDIENT 

Joel  2:12,  13 
God  says  in  Exod.    15:26,   "If   thou 
wilt   diligently   hearken   to   the   voice 
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of  the  Lord  thy  God,  and  wilt  do  that 
which  is  right  in  his  sight,  and  wilt 
give  ear  to  his  commandments,  and 
keep  all  his  statutes,  I  will  put  none 
of  these  diseases  upon  thee,  which  I 
have  brought  upon  the  Egyptians: 
for  I  am  the  Lord  that  healeth  thee." 
In  Jer.  7:23,  God  commanded,  "Obey 
my  voice,  and  I  will  be  your  God, 
and  ye  shall  be  my  people."  David 
said,  "Blessed  is  the  nation  whose  God 
is  the  Lord."  He  also  said,  "Behold, 
the  eyes  of  the  Lord  are  upon  them 
that  fear  him."  A  very  faithful  prom- 
ise is  found  in  Mai.  3:10,  "Bring  ye 
all  the  tithes  into  my  storehouse,  that 
there  may  be  meat  in  mine  house, 
and  prove  me  now  herewith,  saith 
the  Lord  of  hosts,  if  I  will  not  open 
you  the  windows  of  heaven,  and  pour 
you  out  a  blessing,  that  there  shall 
not  be  room  enough  to  receive  it." 
This  is  one  passage  of  scripture  which 
is  hard  for  many  people  to  obey,  but 
it  will  surely  make  a  difference  in 
your  blessings,  if  you  will  only  prac- 
tice it.  Many  wonder  why  they  have 
such  a  hard  time.  Well,  search  the 
Scriptures  and  see  if  you  are  really 
an  obedient  child  of  the  King.  Nah. 
1:7,  "The  Lord  is  good,  a  strong  hold 
in  the  day  of  trouble;  and  he  knoweth 
them  that  trust  in  him."  When  even 
the  sea  and  wind  will  obey,  surely 
we  can  find  pleasure  in  being  obedi- 
ent to  Him. 

ONLY  WOE  PROMISED  TO 
THE  DISOBEDIENT 
Jer.  6:16-19 
As  we  study  God's  Word  we  find  it 
is  full  of  good  things  for  the  right- 
eous, and  damnation  for  the  unbe- 
lievers and  disobedient — no  promise 
beyond  the  grave  except  the  ever- 
lasting punishment.  To  be  obedient 
is  to  do  that  which  you  know  to  be 
right;  to  be  disobedient  is  to  refuse  to 
do  that  which  you  know  to  be  right. 
Some  folks  seem  to  think  God  is  un- 
just, but  that  isn't  true;  He  is  just  and 
worthy  of  all  praise.  He  has  never 
promised  to  make  happy  the  sinner  or 
to  heal  the  bodies  of  the  wicked.  The 
world  goes  to  the  wine  and  such  things 
to  make  their  hearts  merry,  but  God 
says  not  to  be  drunk  on  wine  wherein 
is  excess,  but  be  filled  with  the  Spirit. 
At  one  time  God  winked  at  ignorance, 
but  now  He  commandeth  men  every- 
where to  repent.  Read  Acts  17:24-31. 
We  find  in  Romans  11  the  lesson  of 
why  the  natural  branches  were  cut 
off,  and  we,  the  wild  olive  branches, 
were  grafted  in.  The  Jews,  God's  own 
people,  didn't  believe.  That  is  why 
they  were  taken  out  of  the  vine.  We 
are  instructed  not  to  be  high-minded. 
We  can  also  be  cut  off  and  the  natu- 
ral branch  grafted  in  again.  It  is  a 
dreadful  thing  to  fall  into  the  hands 
of  an  angry  God,  but  they  who  refuse 
to  repent  and  take  up  their  crosses, 
denying  themselves  of  worldly  pleas- 
ures and  fame,  will  surely  receive  a 
wicked  man's  reward,  which  is  to  be 
cast  into  hell  with  all  nations  that 
forget  God.  If  we  are  ashamed  to 
confess  Him  before  this  sinful  gen- 
eration, He  will  also  be  ashamed  of 
us  before  His  Father  and  the  angels. 
God  has  shed  the  light  upon  His  Word 


and  He  wants  us  to  walk  therein.  If 
we  don't,  we  shall  surely  fall  into  ter- 
rible destruction. 


Topic:   FINDING  MY  PLACE 
IN  LIFE 

Isn't  this  a  wonderful  subject?  It 
is  a  subject  that  has  its  place  in  the 
mind  and  heart  of  every  worth-while 
young  man  and  woman  in  the  world. 
How  can  you  find  your  place? 
THE  FIRST  STEP 

"Present  your  bodies  a  living  sacri- 
fice, holy,  acceptable  unto  God,  which 
is  your  reasonable  service,"  Rom. 
12:1b.  After  this  is  done  God's  prom- 
ise, "And  he  shall  direct  thy  paths," 
Prov.  3:6,  is  yours.  God  is  waiting  for 
yielded  vessels.  I  might  have  a  piece 
of  furniture  to  upholster.  The  up- 
holsterer cannot  do  one  thing  about 
it  unless  I  turn  it  over  to  him.  So 
it  is  with  your  life  and  mine.  God 
cannot  do  one  thing  for  us  until  we 
yield  ourselves  to  Him.  We  should  be 
perfectly  pliable  in  His  hands. 
THE   SECOND   STEP 

What  is  the  advantage  of  learning 
all  that  we  can  about  many  kinds  of 
service  that  the  world  needs?  When 
we  have  made  a  study  of  various  oc- 
cupations— the  knowledge  and  skill 
which  they  require,  the  preparation 
necessary  to  enter  them,  and  the  re- 
wards and  opportunities  for  advance- 
ment which  they  offer — we  have 
made  the  first  important  step  toward 
finding  the  particular  niche. 
THE  THIRD  STEP 

Make  a  survey  of  the  field  of  occu- 
pations; that  is  the  first  thing  to  do 
in  finding  the  right  place  to  work. 
Know  yourself  is  the  second  principle. 
"What  are  my  abilities,  tastes,  and 
aptitudes?"  "How  well  am  I  equipped 
for  the  place  which  I  think  I  should 
like  to  fill?"  To  such  questions  as 
these  we  should  try  to  give  adequate 
and  judicious  answers. 

When  we  come  to  look  for  a  valid 
scientific  method  for  determining  the 
most  suitable  occupation  for  people 
to  follow,  we  are  a  bit  disappointed. 
Frank  Pierrepont  Graves  says  that 
"the  measurement  of  human  abilities 
of  our  applied  psychologists  is  not  yet 
far  enough  advanced  to  indicate  more 
than  that  therein  lies  hope."  Dr. 
Graves  points  out  that  during  the 
World  War  the  classification  of  men 
through  the  use  of  mental  measure- 
ments yielded  some  results. 

"Our  experience  clearly  indicates," 
continues  Dr.  Graves,  "that  the  dif- 
fering amounts  and  character  of  such 
personal  qualities  as  interests,  deter- 
mination, and  social  abilities,  have 
almost  as  great  an  influence  in  suc- 
cess as  that  attribute  known  as  intel- 
ligence." 

THE   FOURTH   STEP 

The  fourth  step  in  planning  a  ca- 
reer is  "thoughtful  consideration  and 
good  judgment  in  making  decisions." 
Should  we  amend  this  phraseology 
to  read,  "thoughtful  and  prayerful 
consideration"?  Why?  Mature  and 
unbiased  counsel  is  helpful  where  de- 
cisions are  necessary.  Your  parents, 
school    principal,    and   teachers   have 
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your  interests  at  heart.  If  you  are 
thinking  of  a  definitely  religious  ca- 
reer, consult  your  pastor. 

In  the  last  analysis,  a  person's 
choice  of  a  vocation  depends  on  him- 
self. No  one  else  can  make  this  im- 
portant decision  for  him.  He  should 
use  freely  all  the  sources  of  informa- 
tion that  are  available,  carefully 
weigh  all  the  factors,  and,  when  that 
is  done,  make  his  decision,  firm  in 
the  belief  that  he  has  left  no  stone 
unturned  in  making  a  wise  choice  for 
his  lifework. 

DAILY  BIBLE  READINGS 

M.  Dedicating  a  Boy,  1  Sam.  1:11, 
24-28. 

T.  A  Place  for  All,  Rom.   12:1,  2. 

W.  Using  One's  Gifts,  Rom.   12:3-8. 

T.  Foreordained  to  Good,  Eph.  2:10. 

F.  Seeking  God's  Will,  Heb.   10:5-7. 

S.  Daniel  Led  by  Providence,  Dan. 
1:3-16. 


Topic:     THE    PRODIGAL 

Luke  15:11-24 
Sarah   Blanche  McGuire 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

The  prodigal  is  a  factor  we,  as 
Christians,  should  take  on  our  hearts, 
and,  in  every  place  it  is  possible,  give 
help,  always  remembering  that  he 
who  turns  a  brother  from  the  error  of 
his  ways  shall  cover  a  multitude  of 
sins.  Do  we,  as  Christians,  when  we 
see  one  of  God's  children  who  has  gone 
astray,  just  shrug  our  shoulders  and 
pass  on?  or  do  we,  with  a  smile,  shake 
hands,  telling  him  we  are  glad  to 
see  him?  then,  as  the  way  is  open  be- 
fore us,  tell  him  just  how  sweet  it  is 
to  serve  the  Lord,  and  how  much  we 
have  missed  his  presence  among  us? 
Show  the  prodigal  that  we  love  him 
and  desire  that  he  enjoy  the  good 
things  of  God  as  he  once  did.  It  may 
help  him  to  turn  again  to  this  ever- 
loving  Savior  before  he  has  gone  so 
far  in  his  sin. 

HOME 
John    14:1-3 

Often,  being  at  home,  we  disregard 
the  privilege  we  have  of  going  into 
the  secret  closet  and  communicating 
with  our  Father.  As  the  result,  His 
will  is  not  worked  out  in  our  lives,  and 
we  only  study  and  pray  when  we  feel 
it  is  necessary.  We  fail  to  regard  the 
fact  that  God  has  a  claim  upon  us; 
that  He  has  washed  us  from  our  sins 
in  His  own  precious  blood,  and  we, 
being  born  into  the  family  of  God, 
have  a  duty  to  perform.  Our  own 
earthly  father  demands  that  we  give 
him  obedience  and  love.  Do  we  think 
our  heavenly  Father  will  be  satisfied 
with  less?  But  if  we  obey  our  heav- 
enly Father,  it  will  soon  cease  to  be 
a  duty;  it  will  be  an  act  of  love,  some- 
thing to  look  forward  to,  as  we  live 
from  day  to  day  with  our  hearts  set 
on  the  goal.  If  we  fail  to  find  com- 
panionship with  God  through  these 
things,  we  look  around  for  other 
things  to  occupy  the  mind.  The  devil 
is  very  cunning  and  he  is  always  there 
to  help  deceive  in  any  way  possible. 
LIVING  HIGH 
1  John  2:15,  16 

In  each  person  there  seems  to  be 


something  that  makes  him  feel,  when 
he  leaves  home,  he  is  his  own  boss. 
He  thinks  he  has  severed  the  tie  that 
binds,  and  now  he  can  do  as  he 
pleases.  As  he  has  already  drifted  from 
the  perfect  state  which  he  had  when 
God  saved  him,  the  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings that  make  him  God-conscious  are 
driven  away.  He  tries  to  fill  in  each 
minute  of  the  day  with  riotous  living, 
and  he  cannot  be  still  so  that  God 
can  speak  to  his  heart.  He  shuns  the 
people  of  God  so  that  he  might  not 
be  reminded  of  the  happy  fellowship 
he  once  had.  He  stays  away  from 
church  and  all  things  which  would 
help  him  to  see  his  great  need. 
HUSK 
Rom.  3:12-18;  2  Peter  2:20-22 

Feeding  on  the  husks  is  very  un- 
satisfactory, as  the  prodigal  soon 
finds  out.  An  unrest  seizes  his  soul, 
something  within  cries  out  for  some- 
thing that  is  missing;  but  such  is  the 
will  of  man  who  wants  his  own  way. 
He  looks  around  for  something  to  sat- 
isfy the  unrest  within  him,  but  finds 
none,  as  he  begins  to  feed  on  husks; 
he  has  gone  so  far  from  God.  He 
dislikes  to  admit  his  own  mistakes, 
and  so  drowns  the  voice  which  cries 
out  to  him  to  repent  and  return  unto 
God.  Often  he  causes  much  trouble 
before  he  realizes  his  own  need.  As 
an  idle  mind  is  the  devil's  workshop, 
so  is  an  idle  tongue  the  devil's  atomic 
bomb.  Many  times,  a  lost  soul,  look- 
ing for  a  place  of  refuge,  is  turned 
away  because  of  someone  who  has 
had  the  blessing  and  is  feeding  on 
husks.  At  last,  his  own  sad  condi- 
tion is  revealed  unto  him,  and,  with 
sorrow,  he  begins  the  return  journey. 
THE  RETURN  HOME 
1  John  2:1,  2 

After  all  the  pleasures  the  world 
has  to  offer  have  been  tried,  and  the 
prodigal  has,  at  last,  been  made  to 
realize  his  utter  need  of  a  Father 
and  home,  his  first  few  faltering  steps 
are  wavering  and  uncertain;  but  God, 
looking  down  in  His  great  mercy,  and 
seeing  the  heart  is  honest  and  re- 
pentant before  Him,  folds  the  prodi- 
gal in  His  everlasting  arms.  The  vows 
that  have  been  broken  are  renewed, 
and  God,  in  His  wisdom,  restores  the 
prodigal  to  his  place.  If  we  meet  a 
prodigal  along  the  way,  let  us,  with 
love  try  to  help  him  back  into  the 
sheepfold.  If  we  help  someone  we 
shall  in  nowise  lose  our  reward. 


Topic:    JESUS,   HATED  WITHOUT 
A  CAUSE 

John  15:25 
By  Mrs.  Geneva  Carroll 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
Why  did  the  world  hate  Jesus?  He 
was  always  going  about  doing  good. 
It  was  His  nature  to  do  good.  He  came 
for  that  purpose;  His  whole  intent 
was  to  do  good.  Praise  God,  all  that 
He  did  was  good.  He  lived,  spoke, 
suffered,  and  died  as  no  other  man 
will  ever  be  able  to  do.  Was  it  because 
of  His  great  loving  hand  and  out- 
stretched arm,  His  beating  heart  open 
to  all?  Was  it  because  He  refused  to 
allow   their   prejudices   to   blind   Him 


and  their  narrowness  to  hamper  Him? 
Was  it  because  His  sayings,  so  pointed 
and  so  cutting,  yet  full  of  love,  were 
a  rebuke  to  them?  There  was  no  de- 
ception or  "guile  found  in  his  mouth." 
He  wore  no  religious  garb  to  cover 
up  hypocrisy,  for  He  had  none.  Was 
it  because  He  could  open  life  like  a 
book  and  read  it,  and  because  of  His 
hatred  for  hypocrisy  and  His  rebuke 
for  the  same,  that  they  hated  Him? 
He  knew  what  was  in  man.  He  said 
unto  Nathaniel,  "When  thou  wast  un- 
der the  fig  tree,  I  saw  thee."  The  evil 
workers  of  iniquity  couldn't  hide  their 
lives  from  the  Lord  of  all. 

JESUS   CHRIST  NO   RESPECTER 
OF  PERSONS 
2  Chron.  19:7 

No  one  ever  called  upon  Him  and 
was  denied.  In  every  home  He  en- 
tered He  left  a  blessing.  Every  com- 
munity that  He  dwelt  in  or  passed 
through  received  of  His  benefits.  If 
He  had  been  a  respecter  of  persons, 
they  might  have  had  cause  for  hat- 
ing Him.  Whether  it  was  a  Peter  at 
his  nets,  or  a  Matthew  sitting  at  the 
receipt  of  custom,  or  a  blind  man  by 
the  wayside,  or  a  leper  without  the 
walls  crying,  "Unclean,"  or  a  lame 
man  at  the  pool  with  no  one  to  help 
him,  one  who  had  spent  all  with  phy- 
sicians until  poverty  stared  him  in 
the  face,  all  alike  received  His  help. 
The  world  was  His  parish.  He  came 
to  seek,  to  save — all  who  would  re- 
ceive of  His  benefits.  Gentiles  as  well 
as  Jews  were  in  His  plan.  True,  the 
Jews  had  the  greater  opportunity;  He 
was  right  in  their  midst  and  they 
could  bring  their  sick;  yes,  the  Word 
says  they  brought  all  their  sick — the 
maimed,  the  halt,  and  the  blind.  He 
healed  them  all.  But,  thank  God, 
the  Syrophenician  woman  could  also 
receive  blessings  from  His  hand.  He 
showed  always  His  wonderful  interest 
and  love  and  bestowed  His  blessings. 
THE  GOSPEL  FOR  ALL 
Mark  16:15 

He  spake  His  wonderful  truths  not 
only  in  Nazareth  and  Bethsaida  and 
the  synagogues  of  the  Jews,  but  even 
the  Samaritans,  whom  the  Jews 
hated,  found  a  place  within  His  bor- 
der. His  place  or  country  was  not 
marked  out  by  stakes  and  boundary 
to  save  that  which  was  lost.  And 
while  His  sayings  and  His  wonderful 
works  were  not  seen,  or  heard,  or  felt 
much  outside  the  boundaries  of  His 
native  land,  yet,  thank  God,  when  He 
chose  the  Twelve,  He  endued  them 
with  power  from  on  high  and  com- 
manded, "Go  ye  into  all  the  world 
and  preach  the  gospel  to  every  crea- 
ture." 

RETURNING  GOOD  FOR  EVIL 
Matt.  5:44 

Jesus  set  us  the  example  of  return- 
ing good  for  evil.  He  commanded  us 
to  love  our  enemies  and  do  good  to 
them  that  despitefully  use  us.  His 
life  was  that  of  sacrifice  and  service. 

When  they  went  to  stone  Him  once, 
He  said,  "Many  good  works  have  I 
shewed  you  from  my  Father;  for 
wfiich  of  those  works  do  ye  stone  me? 
...  If  I  do  not  the  works  of  my  Fa- 
ther, believe  me  not."    Did  they  hate 
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Y.P.E.  SERVICE  AT  MISSOURI  CAMP  MEETING 


Pictured  above  is  a  Y.P.E.  service  at  the  Missouri   camp  meeting    which  convened  at  Caruthersville  recently.  We  derived  much  spirit- 
ual benefit  from  these  services.  Brother  Ray  Henry  is  the  youth  director  of  that  state  and  is  doing  a  wonderful  work. 


Him  because  He  said,  "Love  your 
enemies,  bless  them  that  curse  you, 
do  good  to  them  that  hate  you,  and 
pray  for  them  which  despitefully  use 
you,  and  persecute  you"? 

Jesus  said,  "If  I  had  not  done  among 
them  the  works  which  none  other  man 
did,  they  had  not  had  sin.  Now  tney 
have  no  cloke  for  their  sin." 


PLEASE   READ  THIS 

(Continued  from  page  o) 
your  church,  too.  I  have  arthritis  so 
badly  and  suffer  so  much.  Please 
pray  for  me,  that  I  will  be  helped 
and  healed.  I  have  two  daughters, 
one  near  death's  door,  the  other  very 
sick.  Please  pray  for  them,  Sister 
Harrison. — Sarah  M.  Richardson,  Gen. 
Del.,  Ft.  Cobb,  Okla. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
A  young  man  came  to  me  recently 

and  asked,  "What  Christian  work  can 

I  do?" 

I  said  to  him,  "What  time  do  you 

get  up  in  the  morning?" 
"At  half-past  six." 
"What  do  you  do  after  breakfast?" 
"Go  to  the  office  and  work  steadily 

until  I  go  to  lunch  at  twelve  o'clock." 
"What  do   you   do   after   lunch?" 
"Work  steadily  until  half-past  five 

or  six,  or  sometimes  later." 
"What  do  you  do  after  supper?" 
"Read  the  paper,  or  sometimes  go 

to  a  lecture  or  concert.    I'm  too  tired 

[Page  16] 


to  do  much." 

"When  would  you  do  Christian  work 
if  I  gave  you  anv  to  do?" 

"I  don't  know." 

"Murray,"  I  said,  "God  has  so 
placed  you,  so  filled  your  day,  that  I 
don't  see  where  you  can  get  time  for 
much  outside  Christian  work.  I  don't 
think  God  expects  you  to  add  any 
Christian  work  to  your  daily  burden." 

Murray  looked  at  me  a  moment  and 
said,  "I  guess  that's  so." 

"But  wait  a  bit,"  I  said.  "Are  there 
other  men  employed  where  you  are?" 

"Yes,  a  great  many,"  he  answered. 

"Do  vou  do  your  work  as  well  as 
the  rest,  or  not  as  well,  or  better?" 

"Oh,  about  as  well  as  any  of  them,  I 
think." 

"Do  they  know  that  you  are  a 
Christian?" 

"Why  yes,  I  suppose  so." 

"See  here,  Murray,  here's  something 
you  can  do.  Do  your  work  better  than 
you  ever  did.  Help  the  other  fellow 
who  is  behind,  if  you  can.  Let  them 
all  know  that  you  are  a  Christian, 
not  by  talking,  but  by  living.  Give  a 
helpful  word  here  and  there.  Get 
some  fellow  to  droo  his  oaths  or  his 
drinking.  Show  Christ  living  in  you 
and  controlling  vou.  Preach  the  gos- 
pel among  your  associates  by  the  best 
life  you  can  live  with  God's  help.  Will 
you  try  it?" 

He  promised  and  went  away.  Six 
weeks  later  I  met  the  superintendent 
of  the  department  where  he  worked. 


He  said,  "Isn't  Murray  one  of  your 
men?" 

"Yes,"  I  said.     "Whv?" 

"What's  come  over  Murray?"  he 
asked. 

"I  don't  know,"  I  said.  "I  didn't 
know  anything  had." 

"Well,  there  has.  He's  the  best 
clerk  in  the  whole  force  and  has  be- 
come so  in  the  last  month.  He's  the 
best  influence  about  the  whole  place. 
The  men  all  notice  it.  He's  quiet, 
earnest  and  full  of  a  spirit  that  im- 
parts itself  to  others.  Something  has 
come  over  Murray." 

So,  young  people,  there  is  no  cir- 
cumstance under  which  you  may  be 
placed  that  you  cannot  serve  the 
Lord.  Rise  up  and  shine  for  Jesus 
where  you  are. 

A  buoy  is  fastened  securely  to  a 
rock  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  The 
waves  splash  around  it;  it  floats  se- 
renely to  a  rock  at  the  bottom  of  the 
sea.  The  tide  rises  and  falls;  it  is 
still  there.  The  Atlantic  rollers  come 
racing  towards  it;  it  mounts  them 
one  by  one  and  rides  upon  them  as 
they  roll  past.  The  tempest  descends, 
the  billows  rush  upon  the  little  buoy, 
and  for  a  moment  it  is  submerged. 
But  immediately  it  rises  to  the  sur- 
face and  is  in  its  place  again,  un- 
moved and  unharmed. 

What  a  picture  of  the  conquering 
life!  What  a  power  and  privilege  for 
a  soul  to  be  able  thus  to  rise  lightly 
above  every  opponent,  every  vexation, 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


never  to  sink  into  discontentment, 
never  to  be  overwhelmed  with  fear 
and  doubt,  always  to  be  on  top  of  the 
fretful  sea  of  life! 


THE  HEART  OF  THE  ROSE 

(Continued    from    page    3) 

"Honor  bright,"  she  promised. 

"You  are  all  right,"  he  exclaimed. 
"Rose  is  too  bashful  for  that."  Then  he 
hinted,  "But  you  see,  I  am  going  to 
take  her  home  tonight." 

Rose  colored  as  he  gave  her  a  sig- 
nificant look.  She  pushed  his  hand 
from  her  arm  and  walked  to  the  piano. 
But  there  was  a  wavering  uncertainty 
in  her  face.  He  had  been  her  comrade 
so  long  and  she  really  liked  him. 

The  watching  sister  made  a  quick 
decision.  When  the  girls  rose  to  go, 
she  stood  up,  saying,  "Floyd.  I  want 
you  and  John  to  watch  the  house.  I 
have  to  see  Rose's  mother  tonight;  to- 
morrow you  can  see  the  girls  again." 

There  came  a  flush  of  annoyance  on 
the  boyish  face,  followed  by  one  of 
anger.  He  knew  his  sister  had  been 
listening.  But  he  was  still  too  loyal  to 
criticize  her  to  John,  who,  when  they 
were  alone,  openly  denounced  her  for 
meddling. 

When  she  returned  Floyd  was  alone. 
He  sat  sulky  and  silent.  She  busied 
herself  with  the  household  cares  of  a 
few  minutes.  Soon  she  went  over  to 
the  lounge  and  sat  down  beside  him. 
She  put  her  arm  around  him  and 
kissed  his  forehead.  "Let's  don't  be 
angry." 

"Why  did  you  do  it?"  he  asked.  "I 
know  you  heard  what  I  said  to 
Rose,  but  what  is  she  to  you?" 

"A  great  deal,"  she  responded,  "but 
not  so  much  as  the  boy  I  love  so  dear- 
ly— the  boy  I  have  been  a  mother  to, 
and  yet  I  haven't  been  a  true  mother, 
for  I  never  have  talked  to  you  of  these 
things  because  they  were  hard.  You 
|see,  I  have  failed  in  my  duty." 

Instantly  he  was  all  tenderness.  He 
drew  her  down  into  his  boyish  long 
arms  and  laid  his  head  against  hers. 
"You  have  not  failed  in  anything,  you 
darling!"  he  cried.  "But  it  wouldn't 
hurt  me.  I'm  a  man.  All  the  fellows  do 
that  way." 

"How  do  you  know?" 

"They  tell  about  it.  We  don't  all  talk 
about  it  in  a  crowd,  but  just  when  we 
are  together,  like  John  and  me." 

"Does  John  treat  Rose  that  way?" 

The  boy  grew  warm  in  a  minute.  "He 
had  better  not;  he  went  too  far  to 
suit  me  tonight." 

"Why  did  he?"  she  asked  quietly. 
"You  were  rather  free  toward  Doro- 
thy." 

"Dorothy  is  different;  she's  a — she's 
— well,  she's  a  jolly  good  fellow,  but  I 
am  different.  Those  things  don't  hurt 
a  fellow;  he's  coarser  and — well,  it's 
expected  of  him." 

"But  they  do  hurt  you,"  she  said. 
"The  little  book  of  memories  that  Rose 
gave  you  this  afternoon  told  a  story  of 
its  own.  I  am  going  to  tell  you  this 
story." 

He  looked  away  into  the  distance, 
and  she  began. 

"Once  there  was  a  man  who  went 
into  a  garden.  All  around  him  were 
beautiful  roses  of  all  colors.   But  he 


chose  a  little  white  bud  for  his.  He 
chose  it  because  it  was  pure  and  white, 
but  most  of  all  because  it  was  closed. 
No  other  person  could  see  into  its 
heart.  While  he  was  waiting  for  it  to 
unfold,  he  walked  around  to  enjoy  the 
other  flowers.  He  studied  their  color- 
ing and  he  breathed  their  perfume. 
For  a  long  time  he  enjoyed  this;  then 
he  wanted  to  get  nearer  to  these  roses, 
to  handle  them.  Other  travelers  were 
handling  them  and  they  seemed  to 
enjoy  themselves  more  than  he  did.  So 
he  touched  one  rather  timidly;  others 
he  was  not  so  careful  with.  At  last  he 
grew  tired  and  wandered  back  to  his 
own  rosebud,  and  lo!  it  had  opened.  It 
stood  the  whitest  and  most  fragrant 
rose  in  the  garden,  and  its  heart  was 
the  dewiest  and  most  tender.  But  he 
remembered  the  crimson  rose  and  it 
seemed  too  white.  Then  he  could  not 
detect  its  fragrance,  for  he  had  killed 
his  sense  of  smell  by  his  abuse  with 
other  roses,  some  of  which  stood  as 
high  and  beautiful  as  before,  but 
others  were  left  bruised  and  broken  by 
his  ruthless  desire  to  please,  yes,  to  in- 
dulge himself.  As  he  plucked  his  own 
rose,  he  was  aware  of  no  sense  of  joy 
over  it,  except  from  pride,  for  many 
travelers  cast  him  envious  glances.  But 
he  could  not  see  its  unusual  beauty; 
he  could  not  get  the  fragrance  from 
its  heart  because  his  sense  of  sight 
had  been  dulled  by  the  brilliance  of 
the  other  flowers  and  his  sense  of 
smell  of  their  odor. 

"Nor  did  he  think  of  the  little  buds 
in  the  garden  that  he  had  touched  and 
then  left.  They  would  perhaps  open, 
but  the  petals  he  had  touched  would 
always  be  brown  and  torn.  The  pass- 
ers-by might  not  see  them  when  the 
flowers  had  opened  and  revealed  their 
hearts,  but  the  men  who  had  plucked 
them  would — not  at  once,  but  when 
they  had  become  less  entranced  and 
were  seeking  for  defects.  Then  perhaps 
they  would  throw  the  roses  away.  But 
the  man  who  had  the  perfect  rose — 
the  one  which  was  perfect  because  it 
had  been  protected —  did  not  know  of 
the  havoc  he  had  wrought.  He  was  too 
much  interested  in  wondering  why  he 
did  not  enjoy  his  rose,  why  it  seemed 
so  commonplace  and  really  tiresome. 
He  did  not  know  that  it  was  he  who 
had  become  unable  to  appreciate  it, 
through  his  own  indulgence  begun  in 
an  idle  moment,  while  he  had  waited 
for  his  flower  to  blossom." 

She  paused  to  look  into  his  face.  He 
was  listening.  Then  she  went  on: 

"You  say  you  are  a  man;  you  have 
only  thought  of  one  side;  you  have 
only  wanted  the  perfect  rose.  You  may 
get  one,  but  if  you  do  it  will  be  one 
which  has  been  carefully  guarded.  You 
are  not  intending  to  break  or  bruise 
the  other  roses;  you  are  just  going  to 
handle  them  because  the  other  boys 
do.  You  will  enjoy  their  fragrance,  but 
you  will  leave  wounded  petals.  Then 
after  a  time,  if  you  travel  far  enough 
into  the  garden,  you  will  grow  indif- 
ferent to  the  havoc  you  are  doing  and 
will  carelessly  crush  the  flowers.  You 
may  grow  so  cruel  that  you  will  enjoy 
it.  There  are  men  who  do,  and  they 
started  as  free  from  intention  to  harm 
as  you    were    tonight.    You    caressed 


Dorothy,  John  caressed  her.  The  next 
boy  who  comes  along  will  find  it  easier 
to  be  free  with  her  and  unless  there 
is  someone  who  cares  enough  to  guard 
her  she  will  be  torn  from  the  stem  be- 
fore she  has  blossomed.  If  you  had 
kissed  Rose  tonight,  it  would  have 
been  easy  for  you  to  kiss  her  again. 
You  haven't  yet,  have  you?" 

He  shook  his  head. 

"I  am  so  glad,"  she  continued.  "It 
will  be  so  much  better  for  her.  If  she 
permits  you  these  familiarities,  she 
will  permit  others  the  same  ones.  She 
may  soon  become  as  reckless  as  Doro- 
thy, and  then  we  dare  not  think  of  the 
future.  You  can  see  now  what  a  won- 
derful flower  she  promises  to  make. 
She  is  a  perfect  little  bud.  Would  you 
not  hate  to  think  that  you  were  spoil- 
ing the  promise  of  that  bud?" 

"Forgive  me  for  being  so  cross,"  he 
begged. 

"Yes,  dear,"  and  she  kissed  his 
lips,  "but  we  are  going  to  look  at  your 
side  now.  God  made  you  so  that  you 
have  certain  control.  Many  men  will 
say  they  are  only  to  be  satisfied,  but 
we  know  better.  This  first  kiss  you  give 
to  a  girl  thrills  you — really  it  is  one 
of  the  greatest  minutes  of  your  life. 
The  next  girl  you  kiss  seems  less  of  a 
pleasure.  Then  after  a  while  it  be- 
comes a  mere  habit;  it  loses  all  sense 
of  enjoyment — the  holiness  has  long 
since  been  done  away  with.  Stronger 
desires  than  kissing  arise  and  soon 
you  are  not  the  man  God  intended  you 
to  be.  You  will  have  a  low  idea  of  wom- 
en. Even  your  wife,  if  you  get  the 
sweetest  and  purest  in  the  world,  will 
not  seem  so  to  you.  Marriage  will  not 
be  a  sacred  fulfillment;  it  will  be  a 
commonplace  event." 

His  arms  had  tightened  around  her, 
but  he  was  silent. 

"And,"  she  continued,  "your  future 
career  as  a  man  will  be  touched.  You 
cannot  think  clearly  or  act  quickly 
when  any  of  the  senses  of  your  body 
have  been  impaired.  Lust  kills  ambi- 
tion, ability  and  power.  I  do  not  mean 
that  every  boy  who  starts  in  this  way 
has  the  same  fatal  ending,  but  a  great 
many  do.  There  is  the  halfway  place 
where  many  stop;  yet  you  will  find 
they  are  not  real  men.  It  will  be  so 
much  holier  and  better  to  stay  at  the 
beginning." 

She  sat  silent,  waiting  for  him  to 
speak.  At  last  he  did,  "Of  course,  Beth, 
I  wouldn't  want  to  go  even  half  way, 
now,  I  wouldn't  even  want  to  touch" 
— a  tender  smile  played  around  his 
lips — "any  roses  but  one.  But  I  cannot 
see  yet  why  I  can't  let  her  know  that  I 
care  for  her;  I  will  be  constant.  I  want 
to  like  her  and  I  want  her  to  like  me." 

She  drew  a  sharp  breath,  "You  mean 
you  will  crush  the  petals  of  your  own 
rose,  and  then  enjoy  the  heart  when 
it  is  opened?  When  you  come  back,  you 
may  not  even  want  to  see  that  heart; 
you  are  just  a  boy.  If  you  do,  there  will 
be  a  time  when  you  will  see  those 
crushed  petals  and  be  sorry.  You  might 
blame  yourself,  but  you  will  probably 
blame  Rose.  You  might  grow  so  dis- 
contented that  you  will  blame  another 
man.  If  you  know  she  allowed  you 
these  caresses,  these  little  familiarities, 
you  will  think  she  would  allow  others." 


September,  1947 


[Page  17] 


He  spoke  with  pride,  "I  know  Rose." 

"We  will  look  at  it  from  her  side. 
After  she  realizes  those  petals  have 
been  crushed  by  you,  she  might  be 
afraid  of  the  future.  She  might  be 
afraid  that  you  have  wandered  far  in- 
to the  garden  and  will  come  back  to 
her  a  worn-out  traveler.  She  may  be 
afraid  that  you  will  not  appreciate 
her  and  that  you  will  not  deal  rightly 
with  her." 

He  laughed.  "I  am  not  afraid  of 
that." 

"Other  girls  just  as  constant  in  their 
friendship  as  Rose  have  felt  that  way," 
she  said  in  a  low  voice. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked. 

"My  dear  boy,  I  have  a  few  wilted 
petals  and  I  know  how  they  feel.  You 
see,  I  was  like  you  are.  There  was  no 
one  to  guard  me  and  I  did  just  what 
any  girl  will  do  who  does  not  think. 
But  I  realized  in  time  to  save  myself 
from  only  a  few  brown  ones,  and  I 
want  to  save  every  girl  I  can.  We  were 
young  and  thought  we  knew  our 
hearts.  My,  how  they  changed!  But 
they  couldn't  change  those  bruised 
petals." 

He  gave  a  hurt  cry,  but  he  saw  a 
face  free  from  suffering.  It  held  only 
love  for  him. 

"Floyd,  I  want  to  give  the  world  a 
noble  man.  That  is  the  dearest  wish 
of  every  woman.  I  want  to  give  some 
woman  a  pure  husband;  and  oh,  my 
darling  boy,  I  want  to  give  you  life  in 
its  best  and  purest  form.  I  put  the 
first  little  garment  on  your  little  body; 
I  changed  you  from  a  little  angel  to  a 
human  being,  and  I  must  care  for  that 
human  being." 

"You  angel!"  he  murmured. 

She  lifted  his  chin  and  looked  into 
his  clear  eyes. 

"I  promise,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone. 

"It  will  not  be  easy,  dear.  You  will 
have  to  refuse  to  listen  to  other  boys, 
you  will  have  to  read  only  good  books, 
and  you  will  have  to  think  pure 
thoughts.  Rose's  little  book  will  help 
you.  You  can  see  the  baby  that  I  am 
trying  to  keep  pure,  and  help  me  do 
it;  you  can  see  those  doll  shoes  and  re- 
member how  you  suffered  on  the  night 
you  wanted  to  be  happy,  because  you 
wanted  to  do  as  the  fellows  did.  You 
were  so  anxious  to  know  what  was  in 
the  heart  of  the  rose  book.  I  do  not 
know,  but  she  did  tell  me  this.  On  the 
second  petal — and  you  must  look  at  it 
every  day — is  the  little  picture  of  Sir 
Galahad  which  your  first  teacher  gave 
you.  Do  you  remember  it?" 

The  boy  smiled  dreamily  as  he  quot- 
ed, "My  strength  is  as  the  strength  of 
ten,  because  my  heart  is  pure." — Dis- 
tributed by  the  Parents'  International 
League,  Personal  Service  Department 
of  the  World's  Purity  Federation,  222 
W.  4th  St.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 


Lighted  Pathway    Rating 

Sold  for  July  Total 

Alabama  2,019  23,440 

Alaska  2  22 

Arizona  239  3,008 

Arkansas  938  7,848 

California  857  8,940 

Canada  279  3,437 

Colorado  33  260 

Connecticut  18  176 
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Delaware    

126 

1,354 

Florida    

2,509 

28,997 

Foreign     

.:      477 

4,705 

Georgia  ■ 

Idaho  v,. 

-5,033 

56,024 

....      97 

1,062 

Illinois    

2,024 

21,069 

Indiana    _ 

....    626 

7,654 

Iowa 

143 

2,268 

Kansas    

461 

4,247 

Kentucky     

^  2,712 

28,679 

Louisiana     

....    350 

4,603 

Maine    

368 

4,237 

Massachusetts    ___ 

8 

348 

Maryland 

1,266 

13,189 

Michigan 

978 

9.832 

Minnesota    . 

....      96 

810 

Mississippi     

.    801 

9,868 

Missouri     

630 

9,666 

Montana    

217 

2,368 

Nebraska   — 

....    118 

717 

Nevada  

2 

22 

New  Hampshire  . 

4 

68 

New  Jersey  

233 

2,257 

New  Mexico 

....    227 

2,293 

New   York 

30 

706 

North  Carolina   — 

5,561 

59.894 

North   Dakota     _ 

228 

2,545 

Ohio 

2,492 

30,927 

Oklahoma    

375 

5,033 

Oregon    __. 

....    214 

2,131 

Pennsylvania    

.    656 

7,785 

Rhode  Island  

South  Carolina 

....7,540 

85,387 

South  Dakota  

_      206 

3,201 

Tennessee    

3,446 

43,972 

Texas    

..   1,694 

20,552 

Utah    

....      15 

29 

Virginia    

...1,798 

19,468 

Washington  

....    255 

2,940 

Washington,  D.  C. 

82 

737 

West  Virginia  

.    2,369 

28,209 

Wisconsin 

40 

602 

Wyoming 

1 

29 

Totals    

50,893 

577,615 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  certainly  did 
enjoy  it  very  much.  It  is  surely  a 
great  blessing  to  me.  I  am  fourteen 
years  old  and  I  have  been  saved  and 
have  had  a  wonderful  experience  with 
the  Lord.  My  greatest  desire  is  to 
serve  Him.  Please  pray  for  me  and 
may  God  bless  you  in  this  great  work. 
I  shall  be  praying  for  you. — Wilma 
Jean  Owen,  1335  Henry  Avenue,  S.  W., 
Canton  6,  Ohio. 

Lighted    Pathways  for   Men   in 
Service,    Etc. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the   fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  July. 
Illinois  $3.50 

Delaware    1.00 

Florida  1.00 

Texas  1.00 

Michigan  i -50 

Missouri    50 


$7.50 
Note:  We  thank  Sister  Lydia 
Anderson,  of  Michigan,  personally  for 
her  offering  each  month.  If  each  of 
you  would  send  just  a  small  offering, 
we  would  have  enough  to  take  care 
of  our  monthly  mailing  list.  It  takes 
at  least  $35  for  the  regular  mailing- 


list,  and  we  usually  have  others  who 
ask  for  the  paper.  • 

The  captain  from  San  Francisco 
Port  of  Embarkation  writes,  "We  have 
been  receiving  the  Lighted  Pathioay 
and  would  like  to  continue  receiving 
it.  Please  send  as  many  as  possible, 
because  there  are  more  demands  of 
transport  chaplains  and  chaplains 
overseas   for   reading   material." 

We  sent  several  hundred  papers  to 
this  port  all  during  the  war  and  since 
the  war  we  have  continued  sending 
at  least  200  papers.  Remember,  many 
boys  are  still  in  Service.  Will  you 
please  help  us  to  continue  this  good 
work  ? 


July   Prize   Winner 

Harold  E.  Cato,  Kannapolis,  N.  C, 
is  the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time.  Brother 
Cato  sold  500  papers. 

Note:  In  order  to  qualify  for  win 
ning  the  prize  of  $5  in  any  one  month, 
you  must  sell  the  most  papers  and 
have  your  money  in  on  time.  The 
due  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is  the 
20th  of  each  month.  For  instance, 
the  money  for  August  papers  must  be 
in  the  office  by  August  20. 


Md., 


Jtaiy   Honor   Roll 

Margaret    Varner,    Baltimore, 
sold  420  papers. 

Boyd  Strickland,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C, 
sold  300  papers. 

Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga.,  sold  252 
papers. 

Mrs.  G.  C.  Allen,  Rome,  Ga.,  sold  238 
papers. 

Mrs.  E.  C.  Byron,  Port  Arthur,  Tex 
as,  sold  225     papers. 

Donald  Ricks,  Soperton,  Ga.,  sold 
210  papers. 

Mrs.  Ovelan  Conrad,  Louisville,  Ky., 
sold  210  papers. 

Note:  The  last  two  names,  Donald 
Ricks  and  Mrs.  Ovelan  Conrad,  sold 
the  same  number  of  papers  and  sent 
their  money  in  on  time;  therefore, 
we  are  listing  both  of  their  names. 
Brother  J.  L.  Barfield,  of  S.  Green- 
wood, S.  C,  sold  1,008  papers,  the 
largest  number  sold,  but  he  failed  to 
get  his  money  in  on  time.  Hurry  with 
your  next  payments,  Brother  Barfield. 


Helps  for  Tempted  and   Tried 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
cident  which  resulted  in  his  death, 
was  dealing  with  the  account  of  the 
storm  at  sea  when  Christ  was  asleep 
in  the  hinder  part  of  the  ship.  The 
leader  pointed  out  that  it  was  when 
the  disciples  awakened  Him  that  He 
calmed  the  storm.  We  have  to  go  to 
Christ.  He  never  forces  Himself  on 
us.  "Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door  and 
knock:  if  any  man  hear  my  voice, 
and  open  the  door,  I  will  come  in  to 
him."  We  have  to  open  the  door. 
The  leader  closed  with  this  beautiful 
thought: 

"I  like  to  think  of  my  body  as  the 
ship,  and  the  cares  and  trials  and  sor- 
rows of  this  life  as  the  storm  beat- 
ing against  the  ship,  but  always  in  the 
ship  is  the  Christ  ready — ivhen  I  call 
upon  Him — to  calm  the  storm." 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


CAN  IT  BE 

Can  it  be  that  I  rose  in  the  morning 

And  took  up  the  work,  of  the  day, 
With  its  cares  and  its  crosses  so  heavy, 
Without     kneeling     a     moment     to 
pray? 
Can  it  be  that  I  took  of  life's  blessing 
With  no  thought  of  my  God's  loving 
care, 
That  day  after  day  is  about  me, 
Without     even     one     moment     of 
prayer? 

Can    it    be    that    at    noontide,    tohen 
resting 
From  the  burden   and  cold  of  the 
day 
In  a  warm,  cozy  place  by  the  fireside, 

That  there  I  forgot,  too,  to  pray? 
Can  it  be,  when  my  day's  work  was 
ended 
And   I   rested   from   toil   and   from 
care, 
That  I  never  once  turned  my  face  up- 
ward 
To    commune    with    my    Father    in 
prayer? 

No  wonder  the  day  seemed  so  length- 
ened 
And  its  burdens  so  heavy  to  bear, 
And  I  so  impatient  and  fretful, 
When    I   offered    not   one   word   of 
prayer. 
God  pity  the  soul  that  is  living 
So  far  from  His  Father  away, 
That  in  all  life's  cares  and  its  bless- 
ings 
He  never  once  thinks  to  pray. 

— Author  Unknoivn. 


STEWARDSHIP 

Strickland  Gillilan 


Steioard  I — and  not  possessor — of  the 

wealth  intrusted  me. 
What,  were  God  Himself  the  holder, 

would  His  disposition  be? 
This  I  ask  myself  each  morning,  every 

noon,  and  every  night 
As  I  view  His  gentle  goodness  with  an 

ever  new  delight. 

Steivard    only — never    owner — of    the 

time  that  He  has  lent. 
How,    were    He    my    life's    custodian, 

would  my  years  on  earth  be  spent? 
Thus   I   ask   myself   each   hour,   as   I 

plod  my  pilgrim  way 
Steeped  in  grateful  amazement  at  His 

mercy  day  by  day. 

Steivard   only — not   possessor — of    the 

part  of  Him  that's  I. 
Clearer  groivs  this  truth,  and  dearer, 

as  the  years  go  slipping  by. 
May  I   softly  go,   and   humbly,   head 

and  heart  in  reverence  bent, 
That  I  may  not  fear  to  show  Him  hoiv 

my  stewardship  was  spent. 


JUST  FOR  TODAY 

Just    for    today,    my    Savior — 
Tomorrow   is   not   mine; 

Just  for   today,  I   ask  Thee, 
For   light   and   help   divine; 

Tomorrow's  care  I  must  not  bear, 
The   future  is  all  Thine. 


Today   I   bring  my  measure 

To    Thee,    that    Thou    might'st    fill 
And   bless   it,  Lord,   and   teach  me 

To  trust  and  to  be  still. 
Today   I'd    be,   my    God,    for   Thee, 

And   do   Thy  holy  will. 

Just  for  today,  my  Savior, 
For   ere   the  morrow   break, 

Thy    voice   may   call   me    unto    Thee, 
And   I   shall   no   more   walk 

The  desert  path  with  need  of  faith, 
But   face   to   face   shall    talk. 

And    if    I    have    enough,    Lord, 
Today,  why  should  I  grieve 

Because   of  what   I  have   not, 
And  may  not  need  to  have. 

Each  day,  I  pray  Thee,  have  Thy  way 
And    I    will    trust    Thy    love. 

— Helen  McDowell. 


JOHN   15:6 

Grant  Colfax   Tullar 

No  branch  can   do  without  the   vine 

If  life  be  its  desire. 
Abiding    not — 'tis    withered    soon, 

And    cast   into    the    fire. 

With  Christ  the  Vine — the  branches, 
we — 
In    Him   we   must    abide 
If    life    shall    through    tne    branches 
flow, 
Nor  we   be  cast   aside. 

Fruitful,  the  branches  ne'er  can  be, 
Ii    parted    from   the   Vine. 

"Ye   can   do   nothing   without   Me," 
So  saith  the  Lord  Divine. 

"Ask  what  ye  will,"  abiding  branch, 
For   you   it    shall    be    done. 

And  fruits  of  faitn  shall  e'er  abound 
When  Vine  and  branch  are  one. 

"Without  Me" — branches,  do  not  try 
To  live  from  Christ  apart, 

For    naught    of    good    can    ever    be 
Without  Him  in  your  heart. 


REST 

So  He  Giveth  His  Beloved  Sleep. 
(Ps.   127:2) 

He   sees   when   their  footsteps   falter, 
When    their    hearts    grow    weak    and 

faint; 
He  marks  when  their  strength  is  fail- 
ing, 
And    listens   to    each   complaint; 
He  bids  them  rest  for  a  season, 
For  the  pathway  has  grown  too  steep; 
And  folded  in  fair  green  pastures, 
He   giveth   His   loved   ones  sleep. 

Weep   not   that   their   toils   are   over, 
Weep  not,  their  race  is  run: 
God  grant  we  may  rest  as  calmly 
When  our  work,  like  theirs,  is  done! 
Till  then  we  would  yield  with  gladness 
Our  treasures  to  Him  to  keep, 
And  rejoice  jn  the  sweet  assurance, 
He   giveth   His   loved   ones  sleep. 

— From  Golden  Hours. 


PITY 

By  Sarah  Ingham  Castillo, 
Maiden,  Mass. 

Not  envy,  only  pity  for  those  dear 
friends  I  know 

Who  seek  but  worldly  pleasures  wher- 
ever they  may  go. 

Not  envy,  only  pity  to  the  pleasure- 
loving  friend 

Who  searches  madly  here  and  there 
for  joys  that  soon   must  end. 

Not  envy,  only  pity  for  those  who 
cannot  see 

The  peace  God  gives  forever,  yea  for 
eternity. 


CHOOSE  THOU  FOR  ME 

I  dare  not  choose  my  lot; 

I  would  not  if  I  might; 
Choose    Thou    for    me,    my    God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 
The   kingdom  that   I   seek 

Is  Thine;    so   let   the   way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 

Else  surely  I  might  stray. 
Take   Thou   my   cup,   and   it 

With  joy  or  sorrow   fill; 
As  best  to  Thee   may  seem, 

Choose    Thou    my    good    and    ill. 
Choose    Thou    for    me    my    friends, 

My    sickness    or   my    health; 
Choose    Thou    my    cares    for    me, 

My  poverty  or  wealth. 
Not    mine — not    mine    the    choice, 

In   things  of   greac   or   small: 
Be    Thou    my    Guide,    my    Strength, 

My    Wisdom    and    my    All. 

— H.   Bonar. 


THE  HOUSE  INSiDE 

I  have  a  house  inside  of  me, 

A  house  that  people  never  see; 

It   has   a    door   through    which   none 

pass, 
And  windows,  but  they're  not  of  glass. 

Sometimes  I  like  to  go  inside 
And  hide  and  hide  and  hide  and  hide, 
And  doctor  up  my  wounded  pride, 
When  I've  been  created  rough  outside. 

And    sometimes   when      I've    been    to 

blame 
I  go  inside  and  blush  for  shame, 
And  get  my  mind  in  a  better  frame, 
And  get  my  tongue  and  temper  same. 

I  meet  my  heavenly  Father  there, 
For  He  stoops  down  to  hear  my  prayer, 
To  heal  my  wounds  and  cure  my  care, 
And  make  me  strong  to  do  and  dare. 

Then  after  I  am    made    quite    strong 
And  things  are    right    that    were    all 

wrong, 
I  go  outside,  where  I  belong, 
And  sing  a  new  and  happy  song. 

And  then  I  hear  the  people  say, 
"You're  blithe   and  bonny,  good   and 

gay," 
And  it's  because  I  feel  that  way. 
But  they  don't  know  the  price  I  pay. 

You  have  a  house  inside  of  you, 
Where    you    can    fight    your    battles 

thru', 
And  God  will  tell  you  what  to  do 
And  make  your  heart  both  strong  and 

true. — Selected. 


time  to  ACT! 


You  ate  almost  on  borrowed  time!  The  train  of  opportunity,  bound  for  Lee  College,  is  almost  gone.  The  con- 
ductor is  making  his  last  call.  There  is  no  time  for  indecision;  you  must  MAKE  UP  YOUR  MIND!  There  is 
yet  one  chance.  If  you  will  act  promptly,  you  may  still  enter  for  the  term  of  1947-48.  Will  you  be  one  of  the 
fortunate  hundreds  who  will  attend  Lee  College,  a  fully  accredited  institution,  in  the  initial  year  of  its  come- 
back to  Cleveland?  IF  SO,  you  must  move  forward!  There  is  not  one  moment  to  spare.  Great  decisions  have 
been  made  while  time  was  running  short.  Be  certain  you  make  the  right  one  NOW.  Education  and  preparation 
will  require  some  sacrifice.  Everything  worth-while  does.  Are  you  willing  to  make  it?  It  is  better  to  grasp  op- 
portunity by  the  fetlock  than  not  at  all.  Meet  us  in  Cleveland! 


3^ 

Located  on  one  of  the  South's  finest  college  campuses,  commodious  accommodations,  fully  accredited  courses  in 

JUNIOR  COLLEGE  -  HIGH  SCHOOL  -  RELIGIOUS  EDUCATION 

COMMERCE  -  MUSIC 

Your  application  must  be  accepted  in  advance.  All  applications  should  be  in  dur- 
ing August.  Write  immediately  for  catalog,  application  blanks  and  full  particulars. 
-LEE  COLLEGE,  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 
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Dedicated  to  the  church  of  god  young  peoples  endeavor 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


never  to  grow  dim 
Dear  Boys  and  Girls: 


PRAYER 

Dear  Heavenly  Father,  we  thank 
Thee  for  all  the  ivays  Thou  hast  led 
us  down  through  the  years,  since  we 
yielded  our  lives  to  Thee.  We  thank 
Thee  for  the  mingled  joys  and  sor- 
rows that  have  come  to  us  along  the 
way,  and  for  the  friendly  sympathetic 
hand  that  has  reached  out  to  us, 
when  we  needed  it  most.  God  bless 
these  hands,  and  may  our  hands  never 
fail  as  we  pass  along  in  this  world  of 
sorroiv.  Help  our  vision  of  this  need 
Amen. 


God  bless  you. 


You  may  say,  as  you  look  at  the  cover  page,  What  did 
the  Editor  see  in  those  hands?  but  I  think  most  of  you  will 
see  something  beautiful  just  as  I  did.  Truly,  "The  Need 
of  the  World"  is  the  glad  hand  of  fellowship.  The  world 
is  dying  for  a  little  bit  of  love. 

I  do  not  believe  there  is  a  person  on  earth  today  who 
does  not  feel  this  need  at  times.  He  may  be  rich  in 
houses  and  lands,  and  you  may  think,  "That  man  doesn't 
need  my  friendship,  he  has  everything  that  heart  can 
wish."  I  heard  one  person  say  to  another  not  long  ago, 
in  talking  of  a  certain  woman,  "Oh,  she  doesn't  have  a 
worry."  I  said,  "Did  you  say  you  knew  a  woman  who  was 
free  from  care  and  trials,  living  in  this  world?  I  do  not 
believe  there  is  a  woman  or  man  like  that  living  today." 
This  world  is  a  world  of  conflict,  and,  whether  you  are  a 
saint  or  sinner,  you  must  come  in  contact  with  opposing 
powers.  God  can  give  grace  to  overcome,  but  the  conflict 
is  there  and  you  will  need  the  friendly  clasp  of  the  hand, 
the  kind  word,  and  the  smile  to  cheer  your  heart  along 
the  way. 

As  I  began  to  write  this  morning  my  eye  fell  on  a  poem 
that  I  think  was  intended  just  for  you.    As  we  are  trying 
to  lead  our  boys  and  girls  out  along  the  line  of  personal 
evangelism,  we  think  this  poem  will  be  good  for  you. 
"It  will  not  be  the  loudest  prayers, 
Nor   the   beauties   along  the   way, 
Nor   the    preacher's   many   sermons, 
Nor  the  music  they  sing   and  play; 
But  just  the  hand  with  the  personal  touch." 

Yes,  we  have  our  churches,  we  have  our  saints  who  pray 
long  prayers,  we  have  our  splendid  sermons,  and  our  paid 
musicians,  but  that  will  not  suffice.  There  is  an  aching 
void  in  the  hearts  of  many  dear  ones  as  they  leave  the 
church  without  the  clasp  of  somebody's  hand.  Many  go 
to  church  for  the  purpose  of 
making  friends,  and  the  kind  of 
friends  they  find  there  will  per- 
haps determine  whether  or  not 
they  find  the  real  Friend  who 
sticketh  closer  than  a  brother. 

In  our  search  recently  for 
something  inspirational  to  pass 
on  to  you,  we  found  the  follow- 
ing article  by  Dwight  E.  Steven- 
son: 

"The  organ  prelude  has  called 
us  to  worship.  The  choir  has 
entered  and  I  am  in  my  place, 
'my'  congregation  before  me. 
Who  are  the  people  gathered 
here  to  worship  the  Lord  in  the 
beauty  of  holiness?  Here  is  a 
young  woman  whose  heart  has 
just  been  crushed  in  a  broken 
love  affair.  There  is  a  young 
woman   in    black;    a   few    weeks 


THE  TOUCH  OF  HIS  HAND  ON  MINE 

There  are  days  so  dark  that  1  seek  in  vain 
For   the   face   of   my   Friend   divine; 
But  tho'  darkness  hide.  He  is  there  to  guide 
By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 

There  are  times  when  tired  of  the  toilsome  road, 
That  for  ways  of  the  world  I  pine; 
But  He  draws  me  back  to  the  upward  track 
By  the  touch   of  His  hand  on   mine. 

When  the  way  is  dim,  and  I  cannot  see 
Through   the   mist   of  His  wise   design, 
How  my  glad  heart  yearns  and  my  faith  returns 
By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 


In  the  last  sad  hour  as  I  stand  alone, 
Where  the  powers  of  death  combine. 
While  the  dark  loaves  roll  He  will  guide  my  soul 
By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 


Our  Cover  Page 

In    1945  we  used  this  cover  page.      Not  long  ago  a  friend  said 
"The    best    message   you    have    ever    written    was    on    HANDS." 
am    using    this    message    in    this    issue.      Thousands   of   readers    have 
joined    us    since    its    publication. 


ago  her  fiance  met  death  in  the  skies  over  a  foreign  land 
Scattered  all  through  the  congregation  are  uniforms.  Somt 
of  these  men,  I  know,  have  recently  returned  from  danger 
One  has  been  through  the  worst  of  it  on  Guadalcanal 
There  sits  a  sailor  who  was  in  the  battle  of  Midway.  Hen 
is  one  who  was  at  Casablanca. 

"There  is  a  Japanese-American  girl,  detailed  to  th< 
college  in  our  town  on  special  governmental  permission 
all  her  family  are  in  an  internment  camp.  In  the  choii 
there  sings  a  boy  who  will  soon  be  in  a  Civilian  Public 
Service  Camp,  for  he  is  a  conscientious  objector  to  war 
There  is  a  defense  worker;  and  by  him,  a  man  who  re- 
fused a  lucrative  job  making  guns  because  of  his  religiou; 
convictions. 

"Now  my  eye  moves  over  the  parents  of  boys.  This  man'; 
son  is  in  Italy  right  this  minute.  That  man's  son  is  ir 
France,  Hawaii,  Panama,  England.  .  .  .  There  is  anxiety 
strain,  hunger  on  those  faces. 

"Here  is  a  family  which  just  this  week  buried  a  mother 
There  a  man  recalls  that  just  one  year  ago  his  wife  died; 
his  motherless  boys,  two  of  them,  sit  beside  him. 

"There  are  college  professors,  farmers,  housewives,  stu- 
dents, in  that  congregation.  Many  I  know  intimately 
Some  strangers. 

"I  am  to  lead  them  in  worship  and  I  am  to  preach  foi 
them!  I  think  of  what  I  have  planned  to  say.  I  am  glac 
I  have  chosen  to  speak  on  'Where  God  Breaks  Through 
Into  Life,'  and  I  am  glad  there  is  a  cross  in  that  sermon! 
No  lesser  theme  would  be  a  worthy  offering.  I  shall  speak 
of  God  and  I  shall  make  it  clear  that  I  mean  the  God  anc 
Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  And  I  shall  preach  e 
Christian  gospel;  not  make  a  patriotic  address  with  a  thir 
religious  veneer,  nor  give  a  moral  pep  talk,  nor  lapse  intc 
sweet  reasonableness.  The  god  of  power  will  not  rise  tc 
this  demand;  nor  the  god  of  life,  order,  and  beauty.  Not 
even  the  god  of  justice  will  do;  he  may  encourage  us  tc 
vindictiveness  and  self-righteousness.  Only  the  God  oi 
the  cross  will  do.  Only  He  gives  a  clue  to  the  judgment 
of  catastrophic  events  in  history;  only  He  speaks  forgiv 
ingly  and  redemptively. 

"I  have  a  congregation  before  me  and  I  am  glad  I  have 
chosen  to  speak  of  God!" 

Not  long  ago  in  North  Cleveland.  Tenn.,  church,  the  pas- 
tor asked  everybody  who  had  loved  ones  in  the  Service  oi 
our  country  to  raise  his  hand.  A  great  sea  of  hands  went 
up  and  there  were  many  tears  shed. 

Perhaps  next  Sunday  you  wil 
sit  by  the  side  of  someone  who 
for  some  reason,  is  sad.  Thej 
will  need  that  clasp  of  the  hanc 
you  can  give  them.  If  they  are 
strangers,  you  might  say,  "We're 
glad  to  have  you  in  our  service 
be  sure  to  come  again."  If  thej 
are  regular  attendants  at  yom 
church,  you  might  say,  "Thai 
was  a  good  sermon,  or  that  sing- 
ing was  fine."  Just  a  little 
friendly  greeting  may  mear. 
much  to  him  or  her.  It  is  trulv 
wonderful  what  that  little  per- 
sonal touch  will  do.  We  hope 
and  pray  that  you,  too,  have  felt 
that  need  of  a  handclasp  from 
your  brothers  and  sisters  ir 
Christ,  for  unless  you  have  you 
will  not  understand  the  lan- 
( Continued  on  page  17) 


- 


Can  Zwo  Walk  Zogetkcr 

(A  true  account  except  for  the  names  given) 


By  MARILYN  HOPEWELL 


Mary  Eaton  sat  alone  in  the  twilight 
of  the  old  year  and  watched  the  swirl- 
ing snow.  It  had  been  falling  all  day, 
softening  the  rugged  landscape  and 
decorating  the  shrubbery  in  the  gar- 
den with  "ermine  too  dear  for  an  earl." 

The  old  year  was  dying  and  the 
woman  in  the  window  was  reminisc- 
ing. Not  only  was  she  thinking  of  the 
year  just  passed,  but  of  the  thirty 
some  other  years  that  she  could  re- 
member. "If  only  my  ugly  mistakes 
and  wrong  influence  could  be  covered 
with  such  a  merciful  blanket,"  she 
mused,  half  audibly,  "covered  so  the 
world  could  not  see." 

It  seemed  that  once  again  she  stood 
in  the  living  room  of  the  little  Meth- 
odist parsonage  and  heard  words 
which  would  have  frightened  her  had 
the  mystic  veil  which  shrouds  the  fu- 
ture been  lifted  at  that  instant.  "Mary 
Goodrich,  wilt  thou  have  this  man  to 
be  thy  wedded  husband,  to  live  togeth- 
er in  the  holy  estate  of  matrimony? 
Wilt  thou  love  him,  comfort  him, 
honor  and  keep  him,  in  sickness  and 
in  health;  and  forsaking  all  others 
keep  thee  only  unto  him,  so  long  as 
ye  both  shall  live?" 

How  eagerly  and  with  what  confi- 
dence she  had  said,  "I  will." 

Then  a  few  moments  later  and  she 
was  tripping  down  the  stone  steps  on 
Craig's  arm,  laughing,  the  folds  of  the 
long,  white  wedding  dress  caught  in 
her  slender  hand.  That  night  he  had 
carried  her  across  the  threshold  of 
their  new  home.  Mary  now  recalled 
with  a  shudder  that  she  had  clung  to 
him  for  a  long  moment,  letting  him 
kiss  her  again  and  again.  How  could 
she  ever  have  felt  that  way  about 
Craig? 

Though  the  sea  had  been  smooth  at 
the  launching,  yet  early  in  her  mar- 
ried life  Mary  had  been  conscious  of 
clouds  of  God's  disapproval  in  the  off- 
ing. Across  their  dark  surface  were 
emblazoned  words  which  had  troubled 
her,  "Be  ye  not  unequally  yoked  to- 
gether with  unbelievers:  for  what  fel- 
lowship hath  righteousness  with  un- 
righteousness? and  what  communion 
hath  light  with  darkness?"  But  Craig 
read  his  Bible,  he  went  to  church,  he 
paid  towards  the  support  of  the  gos- 
pel; and  if  there  were  any  poor  in  the 
community  needing  help,  he  helped 
them.  Could  he  be  called  altogether 
unrighteous?  Thus  she  had  reasoned 
before  marrying  him,  but  after  she 
had  taken  the  crucial  step  her  logic 
failed  to  support  her  as  she  had  be- 
lieved it  would. 

There  had  been  the  honeymoon  in 
the  mountains,  when  they  stayed  in 
a  tiny  cabin  close  by  the  dark  pine 
forest,  and  in  view  of  the  picturesque 
lake.  Would  she  ever  forget  the  coin- 
cidence? Surely  she  had  not  planned 
it!  It  did  not  occur  to  her  until  that 
Saturday   afternoon   of   their   honey- 


moon when  they  returned  from  a  hike 
and  she  sat  down  exhausted  while 
Craig  pulled  off  her  riding  boots.  That 
very  afternoon,  hundreds  of  miles 
away,  a  conference  was  sitting — even 
then  she  should  have  been  seated  at 
the  secretary's  table,  writing  short- 
hand until  her  fingers  cramped.  She 
should  have  been  giving  her  report 
along  with  the  other  evangelists. 

Heartsick,  she  had  recalled  very 
vividly  the  smallest  details  of  another 
Saturday  afternoon,  her  last  in  the 
service  of  the  conference.  There  had 
been  the  long  tedious  session,  the  spir- 
ited discussions,  the  oppressive  south- 
ern heat,  the  tension  as  the  Bish- 
op arose  to  read  the  appointments 
which  held  the  interest  of  the  body 
above  the  clanging  of  the  supper  bell. 
Then  as  the  last  appointment  was 
read,  large  drops  of  rain  began  to  stir 
the  leaves  on  the  trees  in  the  little 
grove  outside.  Then  came  the  dismissal 
and  the  rush  to  the  half-finished  din- 
ing hall,  its  screens  black  with  flies 
attracted  by  the  delightful  odor  of 
fried  chicken  and  hot  biscuits. 

"What's  the  matter,  dear?  You  look 
so  pale — and  so  sad,"  Craig  asked, 
looking  up  from  the  boots. 

Mary  had  come  back  to  her  honey- 
moon with  a  start.  Smiling  faintly,  she 
had  replied,  "I — I  feel  a  bit  tired  after 
that  long  walk.  I  guess  I'm  not  used  to 
walking  any  more." 

The  next  morning  they  had  gone  to 
a  little  white  church  on  the  edge  of 
the  lake.  There  were  only  a  handful  of 
vacationers  present.  As  she  and  Craig 
sat  in  a  pew  near  the  rear,  Mary  noted 
the  spiritual  poverty  of  the  man  in  the 
pulpit.  Listening  apathetically  to  his 
poorly  prepared  sermon,  which  could 
hardly  be  called  homiletical,  she  sud- 
denly thought  with  surprise,  "Why, 
this  is  the  Sunday  I  was  to  have  been 
ordained.  This  hour  I  should  be  stand- 
ing before  the  altar  with  the  Bishop's 
hands  on  my  head."  A  tear  coursed 
down  her  face  and  she  hurriedly  wiped 
it  away  lest  Craig  discover  her  sorrow. 

The  service  had  closed  with  com- 
munion, but  Mary  could  not  touch  the 
bread  and  wine.  She  was  unworthy. 
For,  like  Judas,  had  she  not  sold  her 
Lord?  Hastily  arising,  she  fled  for  the 
door.  Craig  followed,  surprised.  When 
they  were  outside,  he  took  her  arm 
and  said,  "Dearest,  what's  the  matter? 
Why  didn't  you  take  the  sacrament?" 

"I — I  couldn't,"  she  had  answered, 
on  the  verge  of  tears.  "Let's  not  talk 
about  it  now." 

Their  life  following  the  honeymoon 
had  been  a  comparatively  happy  one 
for  a  while.  Craig  had  not  opposed  her 
saying  grace  at  the  table,  he  was  will- 
ing to  have  prayer  before  retiring,  and, 
of  course,  they  went  to  church  twice 
on  Sunday.  And  Mary  would  not  admit 
even  to  herself  that  there  was  some- 
thing very  vital  missing  in  their  mar- 


riage— a  oneness  in  hopes  and  ideals. 
His  light  esteem  for  the  Sabbath  and 
his  slang  which  sometimes  bordered 
on  profanity  would  have  been  unbear- 
able had  it  not  been  that  she  loved 
him  deeply.  Love,  too,  covered  his 
temper,  though  at  times  it  sent  her 
to  her  room  to  weep  and  made  her 
long  for  spiritual  companionship. 

Upon  the  birth  of  their  son  after 
four  years  of  marriage,  Mary's  joy  had 
known  no  bounds.  "He's  a  picture  of 
you,  Craig,"  she  had  laughed.  But  as 
the  days  faded  into  weeks  she  discov- 
ered she  was  being  left  an  invalid.  In 
bitter  disappointment  she  turned  to 
the  one  for  whom  she  had  forsaken 
all.  He  would  understand.  How  many 
times  since  that  hour  had  a  snatch  of 
an  old  hymn  come  back  to  her?  "The 
arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you." 

Even  now  Mary  winced  as  she  re- 
membered the  cutting  remark  he  had 
made  to  his  mother  one  Sunday  after- 
noon when  he  sat  holding  little  Danny. 
"I  wish  I  had  a  wife  who  could  take 
care  of  my  baby."  And  would  she  ever 
forget  the  dark  hours  of  her  intense 
suffering  when  he  had  stood  by  her 
bed  and  snarled,  "Your  lying  around  is 
getting  to  be  an  old  story.  You've  done 
it  so  long,  you  don't  want  to  do  any- 
thing else.  Why  don't  you  get  up  and 
do  something?"  Only  God  knew  the 
scalding  tears  that  wet  her  pillow  in 
the  lonely  hours  of  the  night.  Some- 
thing within  her  was  dying. 

It  was  then  that  Mary  Eaton  had 
wanted  God,  and  wanted  Him  desper- 
ately. But  the  God  who  had  been  so 
easy  to  find  a  few  years  ago  was  far 
away  now.  She  had  withstood  the  gen- 
tle voice  of  His  Spirit,  and  long  since 
her  prayers  had  become  mere  words. 
She  searched  in  her  Bible  that  had 
once  been  much  loved  and  used,  but 
it  now  seemed  to  hold  only  threats  and 
judgments.  For  an  entire  week  she 
sought  the  Christ  she  had  left  at  the 
crossroads  a  few  years  before,  but  the 
heavens  were  brass.  Had  the  compas- 
sionate Christ  ceased  to  love  her,  too? 

The  answer  came  late  on  Sunday 
(Continued  on  page   18) 
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CHILD 


THE  M.  O.  H.  CLUB 

The  beautiful  flowers  and  the  hap- 
py children  at  the  Orphanage  seemed 
to  be  an  ideal  place  to  organize  a 
"Make  Others  Happy  Club."  In  the 
soft  glow  of  candlelight,  in  the  midst 
of  flowers  and  music,  forty  young- 
people  gathered  into  the  living-room 
of  the  girls'  home  and  dedicated  a 
portion  of  their  time  for  the  purpose 
of  making  others  happy.  The  M.  O.  H. 
club  was  thus  organized  and  each 
member  is  busy  with  our  plans  for  the 
future. 

Here  are  some  of  our  plans  to  make 
others  happy: 

( 1 )  Each  week  ten  of  our  mem- 
bers visit  the  hospitals  in  our  town 
and  distribute  Lighted  Pathways  and 
tracts.  We  pray  with  those  who  de- 
sire prayer  and  sing  a  cheery  song 
before  we  leave. 

2i  Group  number  two  keeps  our 
mailman  busy  carrying  letters  of  hope 
and  encouragement  to  those  who  are 
hopeless  and  discouraged.  We  have 
an  address  book  with  addresses  of  in- 
valids in  thirty-five  states,  and  we 
mail  them  cards  three  times  a  month. 

(3)  The  third  group  goes  on  a 
treasure  hunt  each  week,  collecting- 
good  literature  for  distribution,  and 
selling  little  articles  to  help  build  our 
treasury,  which  will  be  used  to  buy 
fruit,  flowers,  and  whatever  is  needed 
to  make  others  happy. 


Our  plans  rotate  weekly  and  each 
one  has  a  chance  to  put  his  ideas  into 
action.  The  Lord  has  blessed  our  ef- 
forts, and  we  are  much  happier  than 
before.  We  hope  to  bring  a  smile  to 
the  sad  and  help  others  to  "keep 
looking  up." 

We  appreciate  Sister  Golden  here 
at  the  Orphanage  and  her  efforts  are 
deeply  appreciated  by  the  M.  O.  H. 
club.  Sister  Harrison  has  been  a  great 
inspiration  also  to  our  club,  and  we 
appreciate  her  interest  and  prayers. 
— The  M.  O.  H.  Club.  Sponsor,  Lula 
Hudson,  center  back  row. 


NEW  M.O.H.  CLUB  MEMBERS 

Betty   Drawdy,  Hampton,  S.   C. 

Clariece  Miller,  2508  Parker  St., 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Martha  Joan  Miller,  2508  Parker 
St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


MRS.    GOLDEN 
Matron    of    the    Girls    Home 

(4)  Group  four  does  all  it  can  to 
make  the  home  happy.  The  home 
can  be  a  very  pleasant  place  when 
someone  is  planning  to  make  you 
happy. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 
» 
/  found  a  Lighted  Pathway  by  the 
side  of  the  road.  I  read  it  through 
and  enjoyed  it  very  much.  Thank 
God  for  a  good  paper  like  this.  I  have 
a  Christian  home  and  attend  Sunday 
School  and  church  every  Sunday.  Pray 
that  I  will  be  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost. — Margaret  Thompson,  Vienna 
Star  Route,  Dixon,  Mo. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway    [ 


PPY  HOME  CIRCLE 


rO  A  CHILD  WHO  INQUIRES 

By  OLGA  PETROVA 

w  did  you  come  to  me,  my  sweet? 
mi  the  land  that  no  man  knows? 
I  Mr.  Stork  bring  you  here  on  his 

ivings? 
re  you  born  in  the  heart  of  a  rose? 

I  an  angel  fly  with  you  doion  from 

the  sky? 
re  you  found  in  a  gooseberry  patch? 
i  a  fairy  bring  you  from  fairyland 
my  door  that  was  left  unlatched? 

,  my  darling  was  born  of  a  ivonder- 

ful  love — 
ove  that  was  Daddy's  and  mine; 
ove  that  was  human,  but  deep  and 

profound; 
'ove  that  was  almost  divine. 

you   remember,  sweetheart,   ivhen 

we  went  to  the  zoo? 
d  we  sav:    that    big    bear    ivith  a 

grouch? 
d  the  tigers,  and  lions,  and  that  tall 

kangaroo 
at  carried  her  babes  in  a  pouch? 

you  remember  I  told  you  she  kept 

them  there  safe 
tm  the  cold  and  the  wind,  till  they 

grew 
'  enough  to  take  care  of  themselves? 
d,  dear  heart,  that's  just  hoto  I  first 

cared  for  you. 

carried   you    under    my    heart,    my 

sweet, 
d  I  sheltered  you  safe  from  alarms — 
I  one  wonderful  day  the  dear  God 

looked  down, 
d  my  darling  lay  in  my  arms. 

N    HEARING   PARENTS    PRAY 

"ortunale  is  that  child  who  has 
ird  his  father  or  mother  pray.  In 
|  days  when  the  family  altar  was  an 
ablished  institution  in  the  American 
uehold  (though  we  have  no  reliable 
Itistics  on  how  many  households  of 
j'  past  maintained  the  institution), 
ldren  heard  their  parents  pray.  The 
pents  also  taught  the  children  to 
iy.  In  many  homes  there  were  suf- 
ent  Bibles  to  permit  each  member 
the  family  to  read  the  verses  in 
m.  In  these  homes  where  prayer 
s,  children  learned  much  concern- 
the  parents'  outlook  on  life  by 
ening  to  the  causes  for  which  they 
*yed.  They  heard  intercession  for 
:  missionaries,  the  Church  and  its 


work,  the  pastor,  the  President  and 
the  other  officers  of  state,  the  poor 
and  the  needy.  They  also  discovered 
their  parents'  hopes  for  them  as  each 
was  taken  before  the  throne  of  God 
and  dedicated  to  the  tasks  of  the  day 
and  the  future  work  to  which  God 
might  call  him. 

Observers  and  writers  on  the  sub- 
ject of  family  religion  in  this  genera- 
tion are  insistent  that  something  is 
lacking.  Many  believe  that  some  form 
of  family  prayers  must  be  maintained 
in  the  home  if  the  children  are  to  have 
the  training  essential  for  their  right 
outlook  on  Christianity.  They  go  fur- 
ther and  declare  that  one  of  the  in- 
alienable rights  of  the  child  is  the 
right  to  hear  his  parents  pray.  Deny 
him  this  right,  and  he  has  had  taken 
from  him  that  which  nothing  else  can 
restore. 

If  these  observers  and  writers  are 
correct,  the  parents  of  this  generation 
cannot  put  off  longer  the  establish- 
ment of  some  form  of  family  prayers. 
The  mealtime  offers  one  opportunity; 
Sunday  with  all  its  commercialism 
still  gives  some  leisure  to  most  of  us. 


227  Grainger  Street 
Knoxville,    Tennessee 
May  29,  1947 
Dear  Sister  Harrison, 

The  Happy  Home  Circle  of  the 
Eighth  Avenue  Church  of  God  in  Knox- 
ville is  very  happy  to  report  to  you 
some  of  the  good  things  the  circle 
is   doing. 

We  have  about  twenty-two  mem- 
bers and  we  are  trying  to  increase 
our  membership  as  we  go  along. 

Sister  Harrison,  we  are  receiving  a 
great  blessing  in  this  work.  I  can't 
tell  about  all  the  homes  we  have 
visited,  however,  in  one  home  we 
visited  last  week,  the  husband  was 
ill  with  T.B.  They  have  three  husky 
boys  that  were  so  eager  to  hear  about 
Jesus.  We  sang  a  few  songs  and  read 
some  of  God's  Word  and  had  prayer. 
The  Lord  blessed  and  we  left  the 
family  so  happy,  and  we  too  were  re- 
joicing  with    them. 

When  we  go  into  homes  where 
there  are  shut-ins,  we  take  sunshine 
baskets.  If  there  are  children,  we  try 
to  leave  one  of  the  Lighted  Pathways. 

Every  week  we  take  an  offering 
which  takes  care  of  the  things  we 
leave  in  the  homes. 

Mrs.  Nina  Merriman  is  President  of 
the  Circle  and  she  surely  is  interested 
in   this  work. 

You  pray  for  us  that  the  Lord 
will  continue  to  bless  us.  We  are 
very  happy  that  you  came  this  way 
to   help  us  organize  the  work. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  is  our 
prayer. 

Very   truly  yours. 
Ruby    Salyer. 


If  some  families  cannot  maintain  daily 
family  prayers,  surely  they  can  have 
prayers  on  Sunday.  A  Jewish  writer  re- 
cently declared  that  there  was  a  re- 
turn to  this  custom  of  family  prayers 
in  many  Jewish  homes  that  had  neg- 
lected it  for  years.  The  parents  became 
conscious  of  their  children's  rights  and 
decided  to  restore  to  them  their  heri- 
tage. In  the  Christian  homes  that  have 
neglected  too  long  this  ancient  custom 
something  must  be  inaugurated  soon 
or  the  children  will  rise  up  in  a  fu- 
ture day  to  condemn  our  whole  gener- 
ation of  parents. 

The  parent  must  make  the  first 
move;  the  child  is  waiting. 

My  dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  felt  impressed  to  write  you 
for  quite  some  time  but  somehow  I've 
kept  putting  it  off.  I  want  to  tell  you 
that  I  still  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  think  it  is  the  grandest  little  mag- 
azine I  have  ever  read.  Sister  Harrison, 
I  think  you  are  doing  a  great  work,  and 
I  know  that  God  will  richly  reward 
you  when  you  get  to  the  end  of  life's 
way. 

I  really  appreciate  the  Happy  Home 
Circle  and  what  it  has  meant  to  me. 
I  now  have  a  home  of  my  own,  and  I 
am  applying  what  I  have  learned 
about  making  a  happy  home.  I  have  a 
good  Christian  husband  who  is  try- 
ing to  hold  up  the  blood  stained  ban- 
ner of  Jesus  Christ.  We  are  happy  try- 
ing to  serve  the  Lord.  My  husband 
often  says  that  no  one  has  a  happier 
home  than  we  do.  I  appreciate  these 
remarks  and  wish  to  give  you  and  the 
Happy  Home  Circle  credit  for  this  ac- 
complishment. 

Sister  Harrison,  you  may  have  for- 
gotten me;  it  has  been  so  long  since 
I've  written  you.  I  am  the  former  Miss 
"Nita"  Mayfield.  I  am  still  in  s:hool, 
and  I  want  to  better  qualify  myself 
that  I  may  be  a  better  worker  in  the 
Lord's  vineyard.  I  think  there  is  no 
greater  place  to  retain  strength  to 
fight  the  evils  of  this  age  than  in  a 
Christian  home.  I  thank  God  for  what 
He  is  to  our  home.  We  have  prayer  in 
our  home  every  day  and  ask  the  Lord's 
help  and  guidance  as  we  go  about  our 
tasks. 

God  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison,  for 
the  blessed  work  you  are  doing  for  us 
young  people.  We  can  never  express 
in  words  the  love  and  gratitute  we  feel 
for  you.  Place  us  on  your  prayer  list 
and  remember  us  in  prayer  that  we 
will  live  humble  and  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross. — Mrs.  Loval  Smith,  422  High- 
land St.,  Boaz,  Ala. 

NOTE:  Nita  is  one  of  the  few  single 
girls  who  joined  the  Happy  Home  Cir- 
cle a  few  years  ago.  We  appreciate  you, 
Nita,  and  wish  we  had  more  like  you. 
We  are  glad  for  your  good  husband 
and  Christian  home. — Editor. 

LIFE'S    INSTRUCTION 

Life  is  but  one  continual  course  of 
instruction — The  hand  of  the  parent 
writes  on  the  heart  of  the  child  the 
first  faint  characters  which  time 
deepens  into  strength  so  that  nothing 
can  efface  them. — R.  Hill. 
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THE  OLD  BOOK 
By  H.  O.  Arnett 

In    many    homes    the    Bible 

Is   buried   away    in    dust; 
Forgotten    by   its   owner, 

But  not  to  die  of  rust. 

It  is  a  book  of  wisdom, 
It  commands  you  what  to  do; 

If  you  want   to   be   a  Christian 
You     will     read     it     through     and 
through. 

It    speaks    of    love    and    justice, 
It    will    guide    you    when    astray; 

It    gives   you   strength    to    battle 
With  every  tempting  way. 

They   were   good   men  who   wrote   it; 

They  were  holy,  just,  and  pure: 
They    loved    their   fellow    men, 

And  of  heaven  they  were  sure. 

So   stick   to   the   good   old  Bible — 
It  will  comfort  you  day  and  night; 

It   will   be   the   best   friend   ever, 
And   will   always  lead   you  right. 

This  poem  not  only  does  good,  but 
is  a  very  good  Bible  salesman  and 
could  be  used  more  than  once. — Re- 
spectfully, H.  O.  Arnett. 


GREAT   SOULS   AND   THE   ART 
OF  READING 

Floods  of  literature  pour  into  the 
home  from  every  direction.  Greatest 
care  should  be  exercised  in  selecting 
what  is  worth  while  to  read. 

Scanning  must  be  the  method  of 
reading  the  newspapers.  But  scan- 
ning creates  a  bad  habit  in  reading. 

Great  thoughts  and  gems  of  litera- 
ture should  be  read  slowly  and 
thoughtfully.  A  pencil  should  always 
be  in  hand.  Impressive  words,  lines 
and  thoughts  should  be  underlined. 

Concentration  in  reading  worth- 
while literature  should  be  practiced. 
A  wandering  mind  and  heart  will  fail 
to  find  the  germ  of  thought,  the  nug- 
get of  truth. 

When  some  trait  of  character,  or 
beautiful  suggestion  is  found  which 
would  well  become  one  to  have  in  his 
own  life — MEDITATE;  imagine  how  it 
would  seem  to  have  a  life  so  em- 
bellished— what  would  be  the  advan- 
tage to  you  and  to  others  if  these 
were  actually  yours. 
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Readers  who  will  dream  desirable 
qualities  into  their  lives  have  made 
a  good  beginning  toward  the  actuali- 
zation. 

A  pencil,  a  prayer  and  a  vivid 
imagination  are  essential  in  the  art 
of  reading. 

When  something  clings  to  you  copy 
it,  rewrite  it,  memorize  it.  Saturate 
your  soul  with  it  with  the  closing 
thoughts  of  the  day.  Build  a  purpose 
to  make  it  actually  yours  in  life  and 
character.  Pray  that  it  may  be  really 
so  tomorrow.  If  this  is  repeated — the 
brain  cells  will  be  builded  which  will 
form  the  suggestion  into  habit.  Days 
of  effort  will  be  richly  rewarded. 
Learn  to  read  with  a  heart  purpose. 


MY   HIGH    RESOLVE— MEMORIZ- 
ING LITERARY  TREASURES 

I  will  build  into  my  life  the  HEART 
THROBS  OF  THE  GREAT.  Great 
hymns  shall  anthem  my  praise.  Great 
poems  shall  embellish  my  life.  I  re- 
solve at  the  high  cost  of  great  effort 
to  saturate  my  life  with  the  wealth 
of  literature.  My  memory  is  my  para- 
dise. I  will  landscape  it  and  forest  it 
with  towering  trees  of  truth.  I  will  or- 
chard it,  that  I  may  gather  baskets  of 
luscious  fruit  for  the  needs  of  men. 
I  will  plant  the  gardens  of  my  para- 
dise with  the  most  beautiful  flowers 
that  have  grown  in  the  gardens  of 
the  great.  Heaven  will  water  these 
planting's,  my  life  shall  be  embellished, 
I  shall  be  great. 

Nothing  will  mean  more  toward 
building  a  towering  personality,  out- 
side of  the  wonders  of  the  fourfold 
ministry  of  prayer,  than  building  into 
the  memory  GREAT  GEMS  from  the 
BIBLE  and  LITERATURE.  It  gives 
inspiration  when  alone,  mellows  and 
brightens  the  atmosphere  when  we 
are  with  others,  deepens  our  sympa- 
thies, builds  the  love  life,  awakens 
the  intellect,  tones  up  the  tempera- 
ment, builds  confidence,  peace  and 
power.  In  fact  A  WELL-STORED 
MEMORY  IS  THE  VERY  SOUL  OF 
THE  RADIANT  LIFE.  It  feeds  the 
heart  so  that  it  glows  and  burns.  It 
sweetens  the  thought  life  so  that 
common  conversation  is  tender  and 
beautiful.  It  builds  an  enthusiasm 
for  humanity. — Quests  and  Conquests. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  ivriWig  to  tell  you  hoio  m 
I  like  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  liki 
read  very  much.  I  read  about 
Fireside  University  and  ivould  likt 
enroll  in  it,  because  I  will  not  ge\ 
attend  Lee  College  this  year. — A 
Lee  Hall,  417  N.  Conover  St.,  Day  to 
Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I   have  been   a   constant   reader 
the   Lighted   Pathway   for   years, 
has   been   a    greater    blessing   to 
than  any  other  Christian  literatur 

I  graduated  from  high  school 
June  and  ivas  planning  to  attend 
College,  but,  due  to  the  sickness 
my  mother,  it  was  impossible  for 
to  attend.  I  would  like  to  becom 
member  of  the  FIRESIDE  UNIV. 
SITY. 

I  recently  read  a  book  ivhich  hel 
me  very  much,  THE  VOICE,  by  I 
Hutchens.  This  is  the  story  of  i 
versal  problems  of  Christian  youth 
the  faith  that  defies  unbeliei 
teachers,  of  love  and  marriage,  <[ 
of  the  voice  that  guides.  Please  d 
that  the  Lord  ivill  guide  my  lif 
Deseree  Sturkie.  Rt.  1,  Box  5-A,  VI 
Columbia,  S.  C. 

THE  VOICE,   price  $1.50. 


RECOMMENDED   BOOKS 


1 


THE  ROBE 

By  Lloyd  C.  Douglas 
Is  now  complete,  and  a  lifetime 
thought,  research,  and  planning 
made  of  it  the  author's  longest  and 
far  his  most  important  book.  It  i 
distinguished,  disturbing,  and  excit 
novel  about  another  terrible  era 
history  not  unlike  our  own.  Price  $2 

THE    SECRET    OF    THE    SINGH  | 

HEART 

By  Charles  W.  Naylor 

The    Secret   of    the    Singing    Ht 

shows  how  to  use  the  key  that  unlo 

the  door  to  a  victorious  Christian  ] 

The   author   in   twenty-eight   poin 

chapters  gives  here,   out  of  his  c 

expei'iences,     secrets  that     have  c  | 

him  much  to  learn.  Price  $1.50. 


Order  above  books  from  Church 
God     Publishing     House,     Clevela  k 
Tennessee. 
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OUT  OF  THE  CLOUD 

By  REV.  JOHN  G.  REID,  Ph.D. 

'And  Jehovah  spake  unto  you  out 

the  midst  of  the  pre:  and  of  the 

ud,  and  of  the  thick  darkness:  ye 

ard  the  voice  of  the  words,  but  ye 

o  no  similitude;  only  a  voice,"  Deut. 

2;  5:22. 

tave  you  ever  been  in  the  cloud  when 

.ck  darkness  enveloped  you  and  you 

lid  not  see  in  any  direction?  Have 

a  known  the  fearsome  experience  of 

;er    darkness    when    you    feared    to 

>ve,  not  knowing  where  your  next 

p   might   land   you;    or   to   stretch 

•th  your  hand,   not   knowing  what 

u  might  touch?  When  imagination, 

;ed  from    restraint    of  vision,  held 

;h   carnival    and    conjured    up   all 

inner   of   possibilities   to   aggravate 

ur  fear? 

Save  you  cried  out  in  the  darkness, 

ly  to  have  your    cry    die    out — not 

m.  an  echo  to  relieve  the  dreadful 

ance?  How  welcome  any  sound! 

\  little   child,    awaking    at    night, 

lied  out: 

'Mamma!  Mamma!" 

'What  is  it,  dear?'" 

'Oh,  nothing.  I  just  wanted  to  know 

you  were  there!" 

rhen,     satisfied,     the     little     heart 

Dthed,  the  child  fell  asleep. 

Have  you  heard  the  voice  of  Jehovah 

eaking  to  you  out  of  the  cloud  and 

ick   darkness?     You   could   not   see 

m.  There  was  no    similitude.     You 

ard  only  a  voice.  But  you  knew  He 

ls  there! 

Fes,  however  dark,  God  is  there,  in 

e  midst  of  the  cloud,  the  thick  dark- 

ss  and  the  fire.  You  see  Him  not. 

tu  imagine  that  you   are  forsaken, 

't  alone.  Not    so.    God    was  in  that 

ice,  though  you  knew  it  not. 

The  child  was  just  as  safe  before  it 
lied  and  heard  its  mother's  voice,  as 
terward,  though  it  did  not  realize  it. 
God  has  said,  "I  will  never  leave 
ee,  nor  forsake  thee."  Jesus  said,  "I 


am  not  alone  for  the  Father  is  with 
me." 

The  Psalmist  said,  "Yea,  though  I 
walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil:  for  thou 
art  with  me." 

"Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take; 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head." 

Clouds  and  darkness  are,  indeed, 
often  "about  him;  but  righteousness 
(justice)  and  judgment  (rectitude) 
are  the  foundations  of  his  throne." 
You  can  rely  upon  His  continued  ex- 
istence— His  character,  His  faithful- 
ness, His  nearness,  and  you  can  trust 
Him.  "Fear  thou  not;  for  I  am  with 
thee;  be  not  dismayed;  for  I  am  thy 
God  .  .  .  ,"  Isa.  41:10. 

He  will  answer  if  you  call.  Over  and 


MY  ANSWERED  PRAYER 

I  asked  to  be  made  like  my  Savior: 
He  took  me  right  then  at  my  word; 

And   sent   me   a    heart-crtshing   burden 
Till  the  depths  of  my  soul  was  stirred. 

I   asked  for  a  faith  strong,  yet  simple: 
He   permitted    the   dark    clouds   to   come; 

And  I  staggered  by  faith  through  the  dark- 
ness, 
For  the  storm  had  quite  obscured  the  sun. 

I  prayed  to  be  filled  with  a  passion 
Of  love  for  lost  souls  and  for  God; 

And  again,  in  response  to  my  longings, 
I   sank  'neath  the  chastening  rod. 

I   wanted   a   place  in   His   vineyard: 
He  took   me  away  from   my  home; 

And  placed  me  among  hardened  sinners. 
Where  I  —  humanly  —  stood  ail  alone. 

I   saw   I    must  give   up   my  ambitions: 

Which    had     been     my     "air   castles"    for 
years; 

But,  as  I  knelt  in  consecration, 

I    whispered    "Amen"    through    my    tears. 

I  wanted  a  meek,   lowly  spirit: 

The  work   He  gove  answered   that  cry; 

Till  some  who  had  once  been  companions, 
With  a  pitying  smile  passed  me  by. 

I   asked  to  lean   hard  on   my  Savior: 
He  took   human   props  quite  away; 

Till  no  earthly  friend  could  give  comfort. 
And    I   could   do   nothing   but   pray. 

They  saw  me  out  in  the  vineyard. 

To  harvest  the  ripened  grain; 
My  eyes  were  still   moistened  with  weeping, 

My    heart   was   yet    throbbing   with    pain. 

But   many   a    heart   that   was   broken. 
And   many  a  wrecked,  blighted  life 

Was   made  to  thank   God  for   my  coming. 
And    rejoiced    in    the    midst   of   the   strife. 

I  had  prayed  to  be  made  like  my  Saviour, 
And  the  burdens  He  gave  me  to  bear 

Had  been  but  the  great  Sculptor's  teaching. 
To  help  answei    my  earnest  prayer. 

— Selected. 


over  again  has  He  said  that  He  will. 

"This  poor  man  cried,  and  Jehovah 
heard  him."  "I  sought  the  Lord  and 
he  heard  me."  "He  inclined  his  ear 
unto  me  and  heard  my  cry."  "I  love 
Jehovah,  because  he  hath  heard  my 
prayer  and  my  supplication." 

God  rejoices  in  the  title,  "The  Hear- 
er of  Prayer."  He  may  not  reveal  Him- 
self otherwise.  You  will  see  no  form 
or  similitude.  There  may  be  no  super- 
natural manifestation,  no  vision,  no 
miracle.  For  these,  men  often  look  in 
vain.  Often,  because  the  heavens  are 
not  opened,  because  no  fire  of  God 
ascends  from  heaven,  because  the  rag- 
ing flood  rushes  on  undiminished  in 
volume  or  in  force,  they  are  disap- 
pointed and  conclude  that  their 
prayers  have  been  unheeded. 

Or  when  the  extraordinary,  the  awe- 
inspiring,  does  occur — as  it  sometimes 
does — they  misread  that  as  necessarily 
the  divine  interposition.  Sometimes  it 
is.  Sometimes,  as  often,  it  is  not.  When 
Sinai  staggers  and  reels  as  a  drunken 
man,  when  the  summit  of  the  mount 
glows  with  the  fire,  when  the  ear  is 
deafened  by  the  crashing,  rolling 
thunders,  we  are  prone  to  arrive  at 
the  hasty  conclusion  that  God  is  pe- 
culiarly manifested.  So  He  is,  in  a 
sense. 

But  Jehovah  was  not  in  the  fire,  in 
the  earthquake,  or  in  the  strong  wind 
which  rent  the  cliffs  of  Horeb.  We 
need  not  look  for  the  extraordinary, 
the  marvelous,  the  supernatural.  "Ye 
saw  no  similitude,"  nothing  to  amaze, 
to  awe.  Ye  only  heard  a  voice,  "a  sound 
of  hushed  stillness." 

No  words  of  human  language  have 
yet  been  able  to  give  any  satisfactory 
picture  of  that  voice.  But  to  the  listen- 
ing soul,  there  is  no  mistaking  it.  We 
call,  Jehovah  hears.  Jehovah  speaks, 
and  we  hear,  even  if  we  do  not  always 
hearken.  We  are  left  in  no  doubt  that 
Jehovah  hath  spoken  to  our  soul. 

He  will  answer  out  of  the  cloud.  "Out 
of  the  midst  of  the  fire,  and  the  thick 
darkness."  The  very  presence  of  the 
cloud  and  darkness  may  be  the  evi- 
dence of  His  nearness.  Such  to  Israel 
was  the  Pillar  of  Cloud.  At  the  Red 
Sea,  it  passed  from  before  them  to 
the  rear,  and  stood  an  impenetrable 
barrier  between  them  and  their  en- 
emies. 

Sinai,  rearing  its  rugged  peak  into 
a  cloudless  blue  which  rivals  in  its 
crystalline  clearness  our  own  in  our 
most  perfect  days,  gives  no  suggestion 
of  Jehovah's  presence.  But  the  thick 
cloud  descending,  mantles  it,  hides 
the  summit  from  sight;  the  thick  folds 
rolling  down  its  slopes  blot  out  the 
very  form  of  the  mountain. 

These  phenomena  are  due  to  the 
more  immediate  presence  of  Jehovah. 
The  cloud  may  perplex  and  confuse, 
the  fire  may  be  terrifying,  but  while 
we  stand  trembling,  uncertain  of  the 
issue,  God  speaks  "out  of  the  cloud, 
and  out  of  the  fire,  and  out  of  the 
thick  darkness,"  and  we  are  reassured. 
(Continued  on  page   18) 
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THE  BREWERS'  SLOGAN 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Have  you  heard  the  brewers'  cry? 
Can  you  see  the  fearful  vision 

Of  this  army  passing  by? 
"A  million  young  men  give  us, 

Who  have  never  tasted  beer; 
For  new  customers  are  needed 

For  our  business  year  by  year. 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Friends,  have  you  a  boy  to  spare 
To  fill  dying  drunkards'  places? 

Is  your  son's  "needed"  there? 
"A  million  boys  are  needed" — 

(So  the  brewers  plead  their  cause)  — 
"Our    trade's    urgent    and    demands 
them 

And  we  need,  too,  freer  laws." 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Tis  your  sons  and  mine  they  claim; 
But — our  daughters  now  they're  ask- 
ing, 

Not  our  sons,  alone.  Oh!  shame, 
Shame  on  us  Christian  men  and  wom- 
en, 

Who  can  fail  to  raise  in  might, 
And  forever  banish  from  us 

Every  foe  of  truth  and  right. 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Say,  oh!  brewer,  have  you  one? 
Haven't  you  a  lad  to  offer? 

Why  not  give  your  own  dear  son? 
Haven't  you  a  baby  daughter 

You  can  spare  to  help  your  trade? 
Never  mind  if  she  is  ruined — 

Think  of  all  the  wealth  you've  made. 

Send  her  to  your  cursed  beer  rooms. 

Let  her  drink  your  brew  of  hell — 
If  you  haven't  son  or  daughter, 

Why  seek  mine  your  ranks  to  swell? 
"A     million     boys      (and     girls)      are 
needed." 

Yes,  we  need  them  every  one, 
For  a  glorious,  clean  tomorrow 

Where  the  cause  of  Truth  is  won. 
— G.  M.  C.  in  The  King's  Business. 

"MY  STORY  OF  HOLLYWOOD" 

The  Los  Angeles  Examiner  of  Feb- 
ruary 28,  1937,  contained  the  following 
pathetic  incident: 

"From  the  peak  of  fame  to  the  brink 
of  almost  hopeless  despair — that's  my 
story  of  Hollywood." 

Alice  Lake  was  talking. 

The  Alice  Lake  who  thrilled  millions 
as  a  stellar  actress.  A  household  name, 
a  great  favorite  wherever  her  pictures 
were  shown  the  world  over. 

Toppling  out  of  glorious  dreams  of 
past  triumphs,  Alice  woke  up  in  the 
women's  ward  of  Lincoln  Heights  jail. 

"I'm  a  lone  wolf."  she  said  sorrow- 
fully. "That's  why  I  got  into  mischief. 
That's  why  I'm  here  in  this  awful 
place.  It's  horrible."  She  shuddered. 
"I'm  ashamed — terribly  ashamed." 

Without  emotion,  the  police  records 
read — "Drunk."  At  dawn  yesterday, 
Alice  was  picked  up  by  police.  In  sun- 
rise court,  she  was  sentenced  to  a  $10 
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fine,  or  two  days  in  jail. 

Alice,  who  once  earned  $1,200  a  week 
in  the  heyday  of  silent  motion  pic- 
tures, couldn't  pay  the  fine.  She  was 
tired,  too.  So  she  went  to  jail. 

A  tremor  running  through  her 
shoulders,  Alice  told  her  story.  "Wait- 
ing, waiting,  waiting,  that's  all  I  do 
now,"  she  said.  "I  pace  the  floor  and 
wait  for  a  call  to  some  studio.  It  gets 
your  nerves — waiting. 

"And  this  idleness,  this  everlasting 
false  hope  drives  you  to  drink.  I  think 
'Ah,  just  a  drink  or  two,  and  I'll  for- 
get all  about  my  troubles.'  But  I  don't. 
Everything  is  magnified  then.  I  try  to 
drown  my  sorrow,  and  then  comes  the 
vile  awaking.  More  nerves.  Illness. 

" — Even  this  jail."  She  broke  down 
and  cried  at  the  vision  of  the  amaz- 
ing character  she  was  re-creating. 

"It's  a  long  road  downhill";  she  bit 
her  nails  as  she  reflected.  "First,  I  lost 
my  starring  contract.  For  ten  years  I 
was  on  top.  I  took  to  free  lance  work. 
A  few  leading  parts,  then  featured 
roles. 

"When  talking  pictures  came  I 
jumped  at  the  chance  to  make  a  tour 
in  vaudeville.  You  know,  all  the  old 
time  players  did  it.  But  Hollywood  soon 
forgot. 

"When  I  came  back,  it  was  'atmos- 
phere' work  or  nothing.  The  Call  Bu- 
reau had  me  listed  for  character  parts. 
But  that  dwindled  to  one  or  two  calls 
every  few  months. 

"Next  I  hit  the  extra  ranks.  Yes,  I'm 
an  extra  and  proud  of  it.  I  can  take 
orders.  I  haven't  any  false  pride. 

"Acting  before  the  cameras  is  all  I 
know.  I  began  when  I  was  sixteen 
and  I'm  still  at  it  at  thirty." 

The  darling  of  millions  only  a  few 
years  ago  still  gets  fan  mail  regularly. 
She  receives  her  mail  at  the  address 
of  a  tiny,  furnished  room. 

Alice  Lake,  who  gave  willingly  to 
charity,  and  who  brought  her  father 
and  mother  West  from  their  native 
Brooklyn  to  pass  their  declining  years, 
no  longer  owns  a  good  pair  of  stock- 
ings. She  wore  none  at  all  when  she 
told  the  judge  that  she  couldn't  pay 
her  fine. 

She  said  that  no  one  had  called  to 
ask  about  her.  A  cold  racked  her  body, 
and  she  coughed  often. 

"I  don't  like  to  ask  for  help,"  she 
said.  "Hollywood  has  been  kind  to  me, 
very  kind.  But  I  never  like  to  tell  my 
troubles.  Everyone  has  troubles.  I  just 
don't  want  to  bother  people. 

"I've  had  my  fling  at  the  top.  Now 
I'll  take  anything — a  good  scrub-wom- 
an part  would  look  good  to  me.  I'm  not 
holding  out  for  'bits'  or  speaking  parts. 
Just  work." 

When  a  sandwich  was  proffered  to 
her,  she  ate  it  eagerly.  Between 
mouthfuls,  she  sighed:  "I'm  tired." 

With  "Disappointment"  written  in 
capital  letters  over  Hollywood  and 
Fame    and    Wealth    and    Drink    and 


Friends,  Alice  Lake  and  a$  otl 
"tired"  persons  should  do  as  1 
hymn-writer,  who  said: 

"I  came  to  Jesus,  as  I  was,  weary  c 

loom  and  sad; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting  place,  and 

has  made  me  glad." 

He  is  by  no  means  a  dissappoi: 
ment,  He  forgives,  saves  and  satisf 
— Timely  Topics. 

THE    DRINKER'S    DOLLAR 

Liquor  in  its  long  reign  upon  ea: 
has  never  helped  the  man  consum. 
it  to  place  a  single  dollar  in  the  ba 
It  has  never  been  worth  a  dime  to  b 
upon   going   to   the   grocery   store 
flour,  coffee,  meat,  milk,  or  butter 
his  family  and  himself.  It  has  ne 
helped  him    to  place    a  single    cer 
worth  of  coal  or  wood  or  gas  in 
house  to  keep  the  home  fires  burni 

It  has  never  helped  him  to  get  a  j 
although  it  is  on  record  as  having  1 
him  many  jobs.  It  has  never  in  its  lc 
life  convinced  a  single  railroad  e 
ployer  that  a  man  smelling  of  liqi 
would  make  a  better  engineer  or  f" 
man  than  the  fellow  with  the  liqu 
less  breath  and  an  unclouded  head 

It  has  never  been  of  any  valu 
anyone  in  starting  a  life  insurai 
policy.  Liquor  is  not  on  record  as  he 
ing  the  man  consuming  it  to  buy 
home,  or  to  start  one  through  a  bui 
ing  and  loan  association.  It  has  ne1 
once  helped  him  to  pay  his  doctor 
to  contribute  to  the  life  of  his  Chun 
No  instance  has  been  found  where 
has  helped  him  to  educate  his  childi 
for  citizenship  or  for  manhood  a 
womanhood. 

Two  small  groups  profit  by  liquo 
the  tax-evading  millionaires  and  th< 
who  manufacture    and    distribute 
Yes;  it  means  prosperity  for  them,  I 
it  also    means    a    living    hell  for 
countless  victims. — Sel. 


"THEY'LL  FIGHT" 

You  can  raise  the  price  of  liquor  t 

the  only  squeal  you  hear 
Is  from   a  thirsty    public    which    c 

mands  more  gin  and  beer. 
The  same  way  with  tobacco;  they  w 

pay  without  a  peep, 
And  smoke  at  least  as  heavy  as  th 

did  when  it  was  cheap. 

You  can  put  a  tax  on  movies,  they  v\ 

ante  up  and  go. 
They  will  pay  a  rise  with  pleasure 

the  things  they  wear  for  show 
But  raise    the  price    of  milk!     O  bo 

they'll  fight  with  all  their  breal 
They  have  a  growing  youngster  w) 

"is  going  to  starve  to  death!" 

They  don't  ask  for  bigger  wages  ji: 

to  spend  it  all  on  milk; 
They  will  show  those  wicked  farme 

and  their  scheming,  thieving  il 
They  will  march  with  hoisted  bannei 

they  will  cable,  write,  or  wire 
They  will  drag  the  local  member  by  r 

whiskers  through  the  mire. 

They  don't  mind  paying  rises  on  the 
whiskey,  smokes,  and  silk, 

But  not  the  slightest  fraction  will  th 
tolerate  on  milk. 

— American  Agriculturi: 

The  Lighted  Pathw^ 


By   J.    D.    Bright, 
Pastor  at  Alabama  City 

A  MODEL  CHURCH,  in  respect  to 
the  requirements  set  forth  in  God's 
Word,  is  anything  but  ordinary.  In 
fact,  that  is  why  it  is  important  that 
we  consider  a  pattern  church — to  give 
the  ordinary  church  an  extraordinary 
example. 

The  question  could  reasonably  arise 
in  your  mind:  where  is  the  church 
that  is  so  singular  and  perfect  as  to 
qualify  to  be  a  model  lor  others  to 
borrow  ideas,  ideals,  methods,  man- 
ners and  customs  from,  so  as  to  de- 
velop into  similar  perfection?  My 
sincere  answer,  yet  regrettable,  is  that 
I  don't  know  of  one  among  tne  hun- 
dreds that  I  have  been  associated  with 
as  state  overseer,  or  in  any  other  ca- 
pacity, that  I  could  point  out  and 
say,  "That  is  THE  MODEL  CHURCH" 
for  ALL  churches  to  pattern  after. 

Yet,  this  is  nothing  to  be  too  great- 
ly disappointed  over  and  certainly 
nothing  to  be  disconcerted  about.  For, 
if  we  cannot  find  among  the  seven 
representative  churches  in  Revelation, 
chapters  one  through  three,  a  perfect 
model,  we,  to  say  the  least,  are  not 
to  take  our  chins  in  our  hands  and 
die  with  defeatism.  It  is  self-evident, 
by  the  very  fact  that  God  dictated  a 
letter  to  each  of  those  churches,  that 
He  loved  each  of  them.  But  His  love 
was  not  actuated  by  their  perfection. 
Not  one  of  them  escaped  at  least 
some  disapproval  and  condemnation; 
neither  did  either  of  them  fail  to  re- 
ceive some  praise  and  recognition  for 
the  good  in  it  as  well  as  the  good 
things  it  was  doing.  The  failures  of 
each  one  were  pointed  out  and  then 
the  path  to  success;  the  weakness  of 
each  was  shown,  also  the  source  of 
strength;  warnings  against  evil  was 
thundered  into  its  ears  in  unmistak- 
able plainness,  followed  by  the  gentle 
whisper  of  God's  unfailing  promises 
for  acts  of  righteousness. 

Pastors,  members,  if  God  were  to 
dictate  a  letter  to  our  church,  I  just 
wonder  if  there  wouldn't  be  reproof, 
condemnation,  and  warning  much  in 
keeping  with  the  letters  to  those 
churches  in  Asia  Minor?  But,  should 
that  be  true?  I  should  say  not!  Why? 
Simply  because  we  have  those 
churches     as     patterns — MODELS— to 


look  at  and  decide  how  we  should  or 
should  not  build  our  church.  There- 
fore, in  considering  any  of  the  ap- 
proximately 475,000  local  churches  of 
the  256  denominations  for  factors  to 
work  into  your  church,  you  will,  of 
necessity,  have  to  keep  one  thing  in 
mind:  every  church  is  a  dual  MODEL. 
That  is,  it  has  principles,  character- 
istics, and  customs  that  you  will  want, 
and  others  that  you  would  not  have. 
But,  that  is  not  true  of  the  BIBLE 
CHURCH  MODEL.  Everything  that 
the  Bible  sets  forth  for  a  church  is  in- 
dispensable and  no  church  can  pos- 
sibly become  a  perfect  model  church 
in  the  truest  sense  without  having  in 
its  constitution  that  which  the  Bible 
sets  forth  as  constituent.  Therefore, 
it  is  incumbent  that  we  turn  to  the 
Bible  and  see  what  it  designates  for 
a  model  church. 

I.  Its  foundation  must  be  none 
other  than  Jesus  Christ.  Great  men 
have  founded  upon  their  lives  and  by 
their  discreet  leadership,  towns,  cities, 
states,  kingdoms,  ana  empires.  Many 
of  those  founders  outlived  their 
achievements  and  saw  their  founda- 
tions crumble.  Religionists  have  tried 
time  and  time  again  to  establish 
themselves  upon  a  foundation  more 
sure  than  Christ.  But  since  they  laid 
themselves  as  the  foundations  of  their 
institutions  they  have  already  failed 
or  they  shall  fail,  one  or  the  other. 
This  Paul  substantiates  in  these 
words,  "For  other  foundations  can  no 
man  lay  than  that  is  laid,  which  is 
Jesus  Christ."  So,  neither  the  dis- 
ciples, Paul,  any  modern  organizer 
of  denomination,  or  local  church  pas- 

FIVE  QUESTIONS  TO  CHURCH 
MEMBERS 

1.  What  would  your  church  be  if  all  its 
members   were   like   you? 

"See  that  ye  walk  circumspectly,  not  as 
fools,  but  as  wise;  redeeming  the  time  for 
the  days  are  evil,"   Ephesians  5:15,    16. 

2.  Do  you  know  and  keep  the  vows 
you   made  when   you  joined   the  church? 

"When  thou  vowest  a  vow  unto  God,  defer 
not  to  pay  it;  for  he  hath  no  pleasure  in 
fools:  pay  that  which  thou  hast  vowed. 
Better  is  it  that  thou  shouldst  not  vow, 
than  that  thou  shouldst  vow  and  not  pay," 
Eccl.  5:4,  5. 

3.  Do  you  criticize  your  brethren  be- 
fore   your    family    and    unconverted    people? 

"Brethren,  if  a  man  be  overtaken  in  a 
fault,  ye  which  are  spiritual,  restore  such 
an  one  in  the  spirit  of  meekness;  consider- 
ing thyself,  lest  thou  also  be  tempted,"  Gal. 
6:1. 

4.  If  you  fail  to  keep  the  rules  of  your 
church,  are  you  not  living  the  lie  before 
the   world? 

"Ye  are  our  epistle  written  in  our  hearts, 
known  and  read  of  all  men,"  2  Cor.  3:2. 

5.  Do  you  share  your  financial  pros- 
perity with   God,   and   the   Church? 

"Brnig  ye  all  the  tithes  into  the  store- 
house, that  there  may  be  meat  in  mine 
house,  and  prove  me  now  herewith,  saith  the 
Lord  of  hosts,  if  I  will  not  open  you  the 
windows  of  heaven,  and  pour  you  out  a 
blessing,  that  there  shall  not  be  room 
encugh   to  receive   it,"  Malachi   3:10. 


tor — no  matter  how  good  or  great — 
nor  the  charter  members  of  any  local 
church  can  rightfully  be  considered 
the  foundation  of  the  church.  Its 
founder  was  one  and  one  only — Jesus 
Christ.  And  He  said,  "Upon  this  rock 
I  will  build  my  church  and  the  gates 
of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against  it." 
Of  course  that  rock  was  none  other 
than  He  Himself.  Therefore  a  MODEL 
church  must  have  Jesus  Christ  as  its 
foundation. 

II.  A  model  church  must  of  all 
necessity  have  a  model  membership, 
not  a  membership  built  up  by  mem- 
bership crusades,  house-to-house 
visitations  with  a  "sign  this  card  and 
you'll  be  a  member  proposition;  nor 
by  men  and  women  joining  for  social 
standing  and  influence  or  business 
prestige  or  advantage.  Neither  is  the 
membership  of  a  truly  model  church 
cluttered  up  with  those  who  have 
head  religion  only  and  merely  want 
to  be  affiliated  with  the  church  af 
a  kind  of  reform  school  or,  worse  still, 
to  cover  up  an  ugly  life  of  pretense 
and  false  profession.  Listen,  a  model 
church  membership  is  a  membership 
of  genuinely  born-again  people,  those 
who  have  been  purchased  with  His 
own  blood.  In  fact,  that  is  the  only 
membership  that  Paul  instructed  the 
ministers  to  pastor.  Notice  what  he 
said,  "Take  heed  therefore  unto  your- 
selves, and  to  the  flock  over  the  which 
the  Holy  Ghost  has  made  you  over- 
seers, to  feed  the  church  of  God, 
which  he  hath  purchased  with  his 
own  blood."  Since  this  is  the  chief 
qualifying  point  for  membersnip  all 
others,  and  there  are  many,  come  sec- 
ondary. The  fact  is  that  if  a  member 
is  qualified  spiritually  it  is  always 
easy  for  him  to  meet  any  other  con- 
ditions of  membership.  Hence,  a 
model  membership  is  not  to  be  de- 
termined by  the  number  of  names  on 
the  roll  nor  the  educational  or  fi- 
nancial standing,  but  rather  by 
heart-felt  relation  with  Christ  Jesus 
and  loyalty  to  the  church  and  whole- 
hearted cooperation  with  the  pastor. 

III.  A  model  church  is  a  LIVING 
INSTITUTION.  It  matters  not  if  it 
is  located  in  the  rural  section  or  in 
the  city,  whether  it  has  many  mem- 
bers or  few.  It  is  a  living,  thriving, 
striving,  hard-working  church.  It  has 
a  vision  that  is  both  nearsighted  and 
farsighted.  It  sees  its  responsibilities 
at  home  and  meets  them;  also  those 
elsewhere,  even  the  distant  mission 
fields,  and  the  ragged,  helpless,  and 
hopeless  little  fatherless  and  mother- 
less children  miles  from  them.  Yes, 
it  sees  and  RESPONDS.  All  of  this 
reminds  me  of  what  Simon  Peter  says, 
"Ye  also,  as  LIVELY  stones,  are  bunt 
up  a  spiritual  house."  Yes,  built 
up  a  Model  Church  House  full  of  life 
for  God  and  OTHERS.  It  is  doing 
what  Jesus  commanded,  "Let  your 
light  so  shine  before  men,  that  they 
may  see  your  good  works,  and  glorify 
your  Father  which  is  in  heaven."  The 
natural  result  is,  "Ye  are  the  light  of 
the  world.  A  city  that  is  set  on  a 
hill  cannot  be  hid."  These  are  a  few 
things  found  in  a  model  church. 


October,  1947 
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PROBLEM 


some  good  Christian  boy  somewhere 
waiting  for  you.  You  are  young  'and 
need  not  be  in  a  hurry.  Dear  girl, 
please  don't. — Editor. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  know  you  are  a  very  busy  woman, 
and  I  hate  to  bother  you  with  such  a 
small  matter,  yet  it  looms  up  to  be 
a  great  part  of  my  life;  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway  is  so  encouraging, 
I  thought  maybe  you  could  help  me. 
I  am  a  Christian  girl  of  nineteen 
years  and  a  member  of  the  Church 
of  God.  I  have  been  a  Christian  for 
five  years. 

Last  November,  I  started  going  with 
a  boy  whom  I  had  known  practically 
all  my  life.  He  is  a  sinner  and  I  was 
warned  against  going  with  him,  but 
there  aren't  any  boys  our  age  around 
here  who  are  Christians.  I  thought 
I  could  pass  away  the  time  with  him 
and  still  feel  the  same.  He,  at  the 
time,  was  going  with  a  girl  who 
smokes  and  curses  and  goes  out  at 
night  and  runs  around.  She  and  I 
never  did  get  along  together.  We 
started  out,  all  three  of  us,  just  to 
have  a  good  time.  I  thought  maybe 
I  could  win  him  for  the  Lord.  I  have 
seen  him  shake  under  conviction;  but 
he  never  would  go  to  the  altar,  how- 
ever he  couldn't  kneel  down. 

Three  or  four  months  later,  or 
after  he  started  going  with  me,  I 
realized  I  had  done  the  very  opposite 
from  what  I  had  intended;  for  I  had 
fallen  desperately  in  love  with  him, 
and  this  other  girl  did  too.  Well,  he 
appeared  to  really  love  me.  His  en- 
tire family  was  looking  forward  to 
our  marriage,  but  I  felt  like  it  would 
not  be  God's  will.  I  prayed  and 
prayed  and  some  told  me  I'd  back- 
slide if  I  did  marry  him.  When  he 
asked  me,  I  told  him,  "No."  He  asked 
me  on  every  date  we  had.  Each  time 
I  said  "No,  unless  you  give  your  heart 
to  God."  He  told  me  he  would,  after 
we  were  married;  people  would  say 
now  that  he  was  just  pretending  to 
win  me.  But  I  told  him  he  would 
have  to  prove  he  had  salvation,  then 
I  would  marry  him.  Then  he  started 
going  with  this  other  girl  quite  a  lot, 
and  she  hates  me  in  her  sight.  She 
talks  about  me  and  tells  lies  on  me. 
I  told  him  not  to  come  back  any  more 
if  he  loved  her.  He  said  he  could  quit 
her;  but  I  wouldn't  marry  him,  and 
there  wasn't  any  use  in  breaking  her 
heart,  when  there  was  no  future  with 
me.  It  went  on  like  that  for  a  while, 
and  last  night  I  told  him  I  wanted 
him  to  choose  between  us,  a  girl  like 
her  or  a  girl  like  me.  Her  name  is 
shady,  while  mine  is  clear.  What 
hurts  so  badl"  is  that  he  seems  to 
love  her.  He  told  me  he  could  not 
bear  to  hurt  either  one  of  us  as  he 
loved  us  both.  Then,  he  gave  the  im- 
pression that  his  real  love  was  for 
her,  so  we  said,  "Goori-bye."  I  feel 
like  it  is  the  hand  of  God  in  my  life, 
and  I  want  to  follow  His  leadings  al- 
way.  I  have  prayed  so  long  that  God 
would  remove  my  love  for  him;  I  have 
fought  it  and  tried  to  forget  him,  but 


my  love  has  increased.  I  don't  un- 
derstand. This  morning,  I  feel  as  if 
my  heart  will  break.  I  don't  want 
to  feel  that  way,  but  I  can't  help  it. 

Our  revival  starts  tonight  and  he 
told  me  as  he  was  leaving,  that  he 
would  be  at  church  tomorrow  night, 
and  he  wanted  to  talk  some  more.  Tell 
me  what  to  do.  All  the  other  girl's  best 
friends  will  be  laughing  and  saying, 

took  him  away  from  her," 

while  my  friends  will  be  saying,  "He 
made  a  fool  of  her,  but  we  told  her 
of  it." 

Sister  Harrison,  tell  me  what  to  do 
and  how  to  act  around  him  now.  If  I 
act  the  same,  or  friendly,  people  will 
say,  "She's  still  clinging  to  him."  I 
don't  know  what  to  do  except  to  pray, 
and  I  do  that.  This  is  a  small  town 
and  there  is  plenty  of  gossip  within 
its  limits. 

Write  me  a  personal  letter,  and  give 
me  some  light  on  the  matter.  I  know 
you  are  busy,  but  maybe  you  can  do 
this  for  me.  I  read  the  Lighted  Path- 
ivay  and  it  is  food  to  my  soul.  Pray 
for  me. 


My  dear  friend: 

I  hope  I  can  help  you  with  your 
problem,  and  I  am  asking  God  to  help 
me.  In  the  first  place,  my  dear,  you 
went  against  God's  Word  when  you 
began  associating  with  this  worldly 
boy.  You  were  yoking  yourself  with 
unsaved  associates,  and  as  I  al- 
ways tell  the  boys  and  girls,  "It's  dan- 
gerous, for  you  are  apt  to  fall  in  love, 
and  then  it  is  hard  to  break  away." 
I  know  it  is  a  very  hard  place  for  one 
to  live  where  there  are  no  Christian 
voun°-  men.  But  you  must  remember, 
if  you  want  to  go  to  heaven,  you  will 
have  a  hard  time  getting  there  if  you 
marry  him.  If  he  will  not  yield  to 
Christ  now,  it  is  very  doubtful  he 
will  after  he  succeeds  in  getting  you. 

In  the  second  place,  he  acknowl- 
edges he  loves  both  of  you.  Well,  I 
would  surely  be  afraid,  under  such 
conditions,  to  marry  him;  for  as  soon 
as  your  honevmoon  was  oT>  er  he  might 
decide  he  loved  her  best,  or,  at  least, 
you  might  feel  jealous  of  her  and 
your  life  would  be  miserable.  The 
Bible  says  "Jealousy  is  as  cruel  as  the 
grave,"  and  it  would  soon  sap  your 
spiritual  life. 

Let  him  alone.  Come  over  to  Bible 
Training  School  next  year,  where  you 
will  meet  nice  boys  and  girls  from  the 
different  places  over  the  world,  and 
let  the  sinner  girl  have  him.  They  are 
both  on  the  same  road  and  can  travel 
together. 

Let  peonle  talk  all  they  please.  This 
is  a  matter  of  life  and  death,  spirit- 
ually speaking,  with  you,  and  you 
must  forget  the  talking  multitudes 
around  you.  Obey  the  Word  of  God, 
which  says,  "Be  not  unequally  yoked 
together  with  unbelievers."     God  has 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  hope  I  can  put  my  thoughts  clear- 
ly before  you.  My  mind  is  very  con- 
fused, and  I  hope  you  and  other  sin- 
cere Christians  can  and  will  help 
straighten  me  out.  I  am  a  young  Chris- 
tian, twenty-five  years  old,  married 
and  the  mother  of  three  fine  children. 
My  husband  is  not  a  Christian,  and 
while  other  people  have  pitied  me  for 
the  heartaches  he  has  caused  me.  I 
know  that  I  haven't  been  perfect,  and 
we  have  been  very  happy  together 
in  the  eight  years  of  our  marriage. 
In  spite  of  two  objectionable  charac- 
teristics of  his,  our  marriage  has 
deepened  into  something  real  and 
fine,  and  we  have  a  devotion  for  each 
other  and  sense  of  real  partnership 
that  I  believe  few  husbands  and  wives 
have. 

I  joined  the  Church  of  God  at  the 
age  of  fourteen  and  have  been  a 
member  since  except  for  about  two 
years,  the  two  most  miserable  years 
of  my  life.  I  still  loved  the  Lord  and 
the  right,  but  didn't  know  what  was 
right.  Previously  I  had  forsaken  the 
movies  and  entertainments  and 
dressed  differently,  mainly  because 
the  elder  members  said  it  was  right 
to  do  so,  and  I  wanted  to  live  right 
before  the  Lord  I  loved.  But  as  I 
began  to  mature,  grow  up,  I  began 
wondering  how  much  was  really  right 
and  how  much  was  merely  old  folks' 
ideas.  I  began  seeing  the  faults  in 
some  of  the  Christians  and  that 
bothered  me. 

A  precious  pastor's  wife,  through 
sweetness  and  kindness,  kindled  a  de- 
sire in  me  to  be  back  in  the  Church 
of  God.  I  somehow  felt  if  I  could  be 
back  in  the  Church  and  have  the 
peace  of  God  reigning  in  my  heart 
everything  would  be  all  right.  I 
prayed  through  and  was  reconciled 
with  the  Church.  Obstacles  were  in 
my  path  from  the  beginning,  but  for 
a  long  time  my  salvation  was  so  sweet 
and  my  cup  so  full  every  church  serv- 
ice I  attended  was  like  a  feast,  and  I 
reveled  in  my  Bible  reading  and  Chris- 
tian literature.  I  lost  my  taste  for 
movies  and  other  recrea:ions  of  that 
sort. 

Our  pastor  and  his  wife  left,  my 
husband  became  stronger  in  his  ob- 
jections to  the  church,  and  it  seems 
there"s  no  one  in  the  Church  or  else- 
where who  has  any  genuine  interest 
in  me.  Only  my  husband  and  a  very 
few  relatives  seem  to  really  care,  and 
none  of  them  are  qualified  to  give  me 
the  Christian  guidance  I  need.  I  know 
it  is  greatly  my  fault  others  aren't 
interested  in  me.  I  am  very  reserved 
and  do  not  tell  my  troubles  easily.  I 
have  tried  to  explain  my  problems 
to  a  few  Christians,  but  all  I  receivea 
was  pity  and  in  some  cases  criticism 
of  my  husband,  which  I  resented  very 
much.  This  does  not  help  me.  I  have 
no  parents  to  give  me  wise  construc- 
tive advice  I  often  need,  and  I  have 
(Continued  on  page   17) 
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THREE  HAND-PiCKED  MEN 

By  Rev.  H.  A.  Dalzell 
The     names     used     throughout 
this  article   are  of  necessity  fic- 
titious,   but   the    people    and    the 
incidents  are  real. 

George  Williamson 

He  had  been  working  in  the  lumber 
amps  in  the  Northwest.  A  son  of  the 
lanse,  he  left  home  before  completing 
igh  school,  fearing  that  he,  too, 
'ould  be  persuaded  to  enter  the  min- 
>try.  With  his  meager  savings  he  had 
ome  to  Chicago  to  enter  an  electrical 
3hool.  The  advertisements  had  sound- 
d  promising,  but  reality  had  proved 
isappointing.  In  two  months  his  sav- 
igs  were  gone. 

The  night  before  Thanksgiving  he 
fas  cold,  hungry,  and  alone  in  the 
heapest  room  that  he  had  been  able 
d  find.  He  felt  that  he  had  little  for 
fhich  to  be  thankful  the  next  day. 

A  knock  on  the  door  reminded  him 
bat  his  room  rent  was  due.  Feeling  in 
is  pocket  for  two  of  the  three  dollars, 
11  that  he  had  left,  he  grimly  called 
ut,  "Come  in."  Instead  of  the  stern- 
aced  landlady  a  young  man  entered. 
"I  am  John  Wilbur  from  the  Wes- 
on  Presbyterian  Church.  I  came  down 
3  see  a  man  in  the  house.  Seeing  your 
ght  through  the  transom,  I  knocked. 
>oing  anything  tomorrow?" 

"Nothing,  but  trying  to  get  work  to 
et  something  to  eat." 

"Fine!  You're  the  man  I'm  looking 
Dr." 

Then  followed  plans  for  going  to- 
ether  to  a  Thanksgiving  Day  service 
Dllowed  by  a  turkey  dinner  given  by 
he  men's  club. 

The  fellowship  and  hospitality  soon 
lade  the  stranger's  heart  warm.  For 
he  first  time  in  weeks  he  felt  that  life 
'as  worth  living. 

The  next  Sunday  he  was  ready  when 
i/ilbur  called  to  go  to  the  young  men's 
lible  class. 

In  a  few  weeks  he  was  calling  on 
ther  men  in  the  interest  of  the  class; 
dthin  two  months  he  was  one  of  the 
jading  spirits  in  the  group.  Then  the 
:e  broke! 

Again  Wilbur  was  calling.  After  dis- 
ussing  some  new  names  for  member- 
hip,  he  turned  and  looked  William- 
an  in  the  eye.  Then  he  said:  "You're 
oing  great  work.  Why  not  come  all 
he  way?  You're  a  Christian  man. 
'ake  a  public  stand  for  Christ  and 
ome  into  the  Church.  Then  you  can 
ake  these  new  men  with  you." 

After  a  few  minutes'  conversation 
nd  a  brief  prayer  the  matter  was 
ettled. 

The  next  step  came  a  few  weeks  lat- 
r.  At  the  close  of  a  Sunday  morning 
3sson  the  leader  made  an  appeal  to 
11  the  men  who  were  interested  in  the 
uestion,  "How  Can  I  Best  Invest  My 
.ife?"  As  the  men  marched  out,  Wil- 
amson  was  the  first  to  reach  the 
jader's  desk. 

"There  is  only  one  thing  for  me  to 


do,"  he  said.  "I  must  go  into  the  Chris- 
tian ministry.  I  want  to  finish  my 
high-school  work  and  then  enter  col- 
lege. Can  you  advise  me  when  to  go? 

After  seven  years  in  college  and 
seminary,  Williamson  was  appointed 
by  the  Board  of  Foreign  Missions  to 
a  field  abroad  where  he  and  his  wife 
are  today  ministering  to  thousands. 

A  friendly  contact  in  the  strange 
city,  a  heart-searching  question,  and  a 
spiritual  response — then  the  Holy 
Spirit  completed  the  work  begun  by 
the  prayers  of  the  father  and  mother. 
Hugh  Wesron 

The  young  men's  Bible  class  was 
having  a  "mixer."  Each  of  the  team 
captains  had  been  requested  to  bring 
at  least  ten  new  men.  At  the  meeting 
the  leader  was  attracted  to  one  young 
man  because  of  his  keen,  eager  ex- 
pression, but  he  was  almost  repulsed 
by  the  odor  from  excessive  cigarette- 
smoking.  He  spoke  to  him  and  then 
later  in  the  evening,  drawing  him 
aside,  told  him  of  his  unfavorable  re- 
action and  its  cause. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  the  young 
man  had  been  in  a  church  since  he 
was  a  lad  of  twelve.  His  first  feeling 
was  of  anger,  but  soon  he  was  thank- 
ing the  leader. 

He  came  to  class  the  next  Sunday 
and  the  next.  He  gave  up  smoking.  He 
took  an  active  interest  in  the  class. 
Within  six  months  he  was  a  campaign 
leader.  During  the  next  three  months 
he  brought  into  the  class  more  new 
men  than  any  other  man  in  the  group. 

Walking  home  after  church  one 
night,  he  asked  the  class  leader, 
"What  must  I  do  to  fit  myself  to  join 
the  Church?" 

Then  followed  the  story  of  his 
earlier  life.  His  mother  had  died  when 
he  was  seven.  After  a  few  years  in  the 
home  of  his  mother's  relatives,  he  set 
out  at  the  age  of  thirteen  to  travel 
with  his  father.  It  was  a  hard  life  for 
a  boy  in  his  early  teens.  During  this 
period  he  gathered  up  all  the  worst  of 
life  and  very  little  of  the  best.  The  re- 
sult was  that  when  his  father  died, 
leaving  him  alone  in  the  world  at  the 
age  of  seventeen,  the  only  equipment 
that  he  had  with  which  to  make  a 
living  was  a  thorough  knowledge  of 
gambling.  For  two  years  and  a  half  he 
made  his  living  at  cards.  At  the  end 
of  that  time,  realizing  that  he  would 
never  amount  to  anything  but  would 
degenerate  into  a  regular  bum  if  he 
continued  in  this  course,  he  sought  a 
position  in  a  manufacturing  concern 
in  Chicago.  Bright,  accurate,  willing, 
he  soon  made  a  place  for  himself  and 
received  a  salary  far  in  excess  of  the 
average  salary  that  young  men  of  his 
age  were  securing. 

When  he  stood  before  the  congrega- 
tion at  the  next  Communion  service, 
joining  on  confession  of  his  faith  in 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  five  other  young- 
men  stood  beside  him,  all  of  whom  he 
had  won  to  their  confession  of  Christ 
as  their  Savior. 

Then  one  day  he  came  to  the  church 


office  and  said:  "Making  money  is  not 
enough.  I  want  to  do  something  more. 
Can  I  fit  myself  for  the  ministry?" 

At  once  he  began  to  make  up  high- 
school  credits,  attending  the  local 
Y.M.C.A.  night  school.  The  following 
year  he  entered  college  and  later  was 
graduated  with  honors.  Finally,  he  fin- 
ished his  seminary  work.  Today  he  is 
preaching  in  a  strong,  vigorous  church. 
Harry  Rodgers 

"Gwan,  I  know  all  about  church  and 
Sunday  School!  Had  to  go  every  Sun- 
day when  I  was  a  kid,  and  I'm  through 
now  for  keeps!" 

This  was  the  answer  of  Harry 
Rodgers,  twenty-two-year-old  clerk  in 
a  wholesale  hardware  house  in  Chi- 
cago, to  Frank  Roberts,  who  had  been 
given  Rodgers'  name  by  the  leader  of 
a  young  men's  class  of  which  he  was 
a  member. 

"Had  the  same  experience  myself, 
Rodgers.  When  I  came  here,  you  could 
not  get  me  within  gunshot  of  a 
church.  For  the  first  two  years  that  I 
was  in  Chicago  I  slept  until  noon  every 
Sunday,  and  spent  the  afternoon  read- 
ing the  Sunday  paper,  and  went  to  a 
dance  hall  in  the  evening.  I  thought 
that  I  was  living  the  free  and  inde- 
pendent life,  but  I  found  something 
better.  A  fellow  came  to  my  room  just 
as  I  have  come  here,  and  I  accepted 
his  invitation  and  went  to  a  young 
men's  Bible  class.  There  I  found  some 
of  the  finest  men  whom  I  have  ever 
met.  There  were  over  eighty  of  them, 
aJl  our  age,  and  we  surely  did  have  a 
good  time.  I  have  been  going  ever 
since. 

"I  figure  that  if  you  can  do  any- 
thing that  makes  you  feel  better, 
physically  and  mentally,  you  stand  a 
better  chance  of  getting  ahead." 

"Yeah!  Guess  that's  right,"  said 
Rodgers.  "But  I  am  having  a  good 
time." 

"Fine!  But  did  you  ever  stop  to  think 
that  there  might  be  something  bet- 
ter?" "Well,  what  do  you  do  at  the 
class?  Listen  to  some  one  rave  about 
heaven  and  hell?" 

"Come  and  see,"  was  the  answer.  "I 
am  your  age.  Got  about  the  same  job. 
And  I'm  here  to  tell  you  it's  worth 
while.  I'll  call  for  you  Sunday." 

Rodgers  was  ready  to  go  when 
Roberts  came  the  next  Sunday  morn- 
ing, and  to  his  surprise  he  had  a  good 
time.  After  class  he  went  with  a  group 
to  church.  Then  he  had  dinner  with 
the  group  and  spent  the  afternoon 
walking  in  Lincoln  Park. 

Strangely  enough,  the  following 
Saturday  night  found  him  looking 
forward  to  the  class  meeting  the  next 
morning. 

About  two  months  after  the  first  call 
Frank  Roberts  again  dropped  in  to  see 
Rodgers. 

"Are  you  satisfied  with  the  story  I 
told  you  about  the  class?"  he  asked. 

"No!"  came  the  unexpected  answer. 
"I  like  the  fellows,  we  have  good  times, 
and  I  feel  better  on  Monday  mornings, 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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In  the  nation's  spotlight  this  month  appears  a  young  man,  Ray 
Hughes,  who  was  converted  when  a  small  boy  and  became  a  minister  in 
the  Church  of  God  at  the  age  of  sixteen.  He  is  the  son  of  the  Over- 
seer of  California,  Rev.  J.  II.  Hughes.  Most  of  his  work  has  been 
evangelistic  in  which  he  has  had  outstanding  success.  One  and  one- 
half  years  of  his  ministry  was  in  Fairfie'd,  Illinois,  where  he  started 
a  new  work  and  built  a  glassed  tile  church  with  a  full-sized  basement 
and  hardwood  floors,  valued  at  about  $10,000.  He  was  married  in  the 
Spring  of  1942  to  Euveiia  Tidwell,  the  daughter  of  Rev.  and  Mrs.  U.  D. 
Tidwell,  and  to  this  union  has  been  born  a  daughter,  Ja?iice  Rae,  now 
three  years  and  nine  months  old  and  a  son,  Ray,  Jr.,  twenty  months 
old.  He  and  his  wife  both  attended  the  Church  of  God  Bible  Train- 
ing   School    before   their    marriage. 

Ray's  evangelistic  messages  have  stirred  many  hearts  to  surrender 
their  lives  to  God.  and  his  sincere  attitude  has  gained  friends  in  almost 
every  state  in  the  union  also  in  Jamaica,  where  he  spoke  four  nights 
during  their  convention  in  March,  where  nine  hundred  souls  were 
converted. 


Miss  Bemice  Stout,  the  young  lady  pictured  above,  received  the  Ho 
Ghost  and  became  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  at  the  age  c 
eleven.  She  attended  Bible  School  two  years,  graduating  from  tl 
Christian  Workers'  Course  in  1946  and  was  valedictorian  of  her  clas 
For  the  past  three  summers  she  conducted  Vacation  Bible  Schools 
Illinois  and  Michigan.  Since  November  she  has  been  conducting  your 
people's  revivals  and  Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools  in  West  Virgini 
She  states,  "My  only  aim  and  desire  is  to  do  all  that  I  can  to  he 
souls  find  Christ  and  for  them  to  feel  the  thrill  of  joy  as  He  say 
"You're  my  child." 

NOTE:  Sister  Stout  has  been  a  great  blessing  in  the  youth  work  i 
the  State  of  Michigan  as  well  as  West  Virginia.  She  has  worked  ui 
tiringly  in  helping  to  win  the  Youth  to  Christ. — Rev.  and  Mrs.  Brat 
Dennis,    State   Youth   Director   of  West   Virginia. 


REPORT  OF  MICHIGAN  YOUTH 
CONGRESS 

The  following  paragraph  was  taken 
from  a  letter  I  received  from  Brother 
Ralph  E.  Day,  Youth  Director,  con- 
cerning the  youth  convention  in 
Michigan. 

"Approximately  twenty  were  bap- 
tized with  the  Holy  Spirit  in  our 
Youth  Congress  and  Camp  Meeting, 
and  surprising  yet  inspiriting  enough, 
these  were  all  young  people,  stressing 
the  fact  that  most  of  them  were  in 
the  philosophical  ages  of  seventeen 
to  twenty-one  years  of  age.  We  do 
thank  the  Lord  for  this.  Our  faith  in 
God  was  increased.  I  know  more  as- 
suredly now  than  before  our  gather- 
ing that  there  is  a  God  in  heaven 
and  He  ever  watches  over  us.  I  love 
Him  more  because  of  His  goodness 
and  kindness  in  this  meeting.  We 
all  have  a  greater  desire  to  see  our 
churches,  especially  the  youth  depart- 
ment, grow.  Please  pray  for  us  that 
we  will  work  more  untiringly  this 
year  than  ever  before." 


SOUTH  CAROLINA  YOUTH 
CONGRESS 

The  South  Carolina  Youth  Conven- 
tion was  held  August  15,  16  in  the 
Armory     Auditorium     at     Rock     Hill, 
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South  Carolina.  We  were  happily  sur- 
prised at  the  large  number  of  young- 
people,  as  well  as  the  older  ones  pres- 
ent and  glad  for  the  pastors  from  the 
various  churches  who  came  from  all 
over  the  state  to  attend  the  annual 
State  Youth  Congress,  which  was  the 
second  of  its  kind  in  South  Carolina. 
The  churches  were  well  represented. 
God  was  with  us  in  a  wonderful  way. 
We  had  songs,  shouts,  and  sermons 
from  the  young  people  who  were  filled 
with  the  Spirit  of  God.  It  seemed,  at 
times,  that  we  were  in  heavenly  places. 
The  old  camp  meeting  spirit  was 
<here.  There  were  great  sermons  de- 
livered by  young  ministers  that  en- 
couraged the  youth  to  work  for  Christ 
and  be  better  Christians.  Some  of 
these  young  ministers  were  P.  H.  Mc- 
Swain,  Grady  Waters,  Leonard  Car- 
roll, Lioneil  Morgan  and  Ralph  Wil- 
liams. A  sermon  was  also  delivered 
by  Mrs.  H.  L.  Hunt  on  "How  the  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School  Works."  A  dis- 
cussion period,  followed.  This  message 
was  certainly  a  blessing  to  everyone. 
Our  National  Youth  Director  was  with 
us.  He  brought  a  great  message 
and  was  to  bring  another  but  the 
Spirit  took  charge  of  the  service  and 
he  did  not  get  to  speak.  We  are  hap- 
py for  the  great  work  of  Brother  Wil- 
liams.    Also  with  us  was  Rev.  Brady 


Dennis  and  wife  from  West  Virgini; 
He  brought  us  a  great  and  time] 
message  concerning  "Youth  and  Edi 
cation."  His  wife,  Mrs.  Dennis,  gav 
us  a  visual  aid  demonstration  wnic 
was  greatly  enjoyed.  Reports  were  dt 
livered  by  District  Youth  Dire.toi 
from  each  district.  These  reports  wei 
very  good.  They  told  of  great  yout 
rallies,  as  well  as  youth  revivals  an 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools,  an 
Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  report 
These  District  Youth  Directors  wei 
also  in  charge  of  the  devotions.  Oi 
Bible  contest  was  won  by  Miss  Odir 
Morse  who  is  the  state  secretar 
The  building  was  too  small  for  t-| 
final  night  when  three  plays  wei 
given,  entitled,  "Thy  Will  Be  Done 
"A  Soldier  of  the  Cross,"  and  "Don 
Forget  the  Lamb."  The  Youth  Cor 
gress  was  termed  a  great  success  t 
all  who  attended.— Earl  P.  Paulk,  Ji 
State  Youth  Director. 


Keep  Watching  This 
Space  for  Forthcoming 
Important  Announce- 
ments. 
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MARYLAND'S    GREATEST    CAMP 

MEETING  AND   YOUTH 

CONGRESS 

By  FLOYD  L.  RAMSEY 

According  to  statements  by  those 
who  know,  Maryland,  Delaware,  East- 
ern Virginia,  and  the  District  of  Co- 
lumbia have  just  closed,  the  most  suc- 
cessful Camp  Meeting,  Youth  Con- 
gress, and  State  Convention  in  the 
history  of  the  Church  of  God  in  this 
territory.  This  great  convocation  con- 
vened July  25  through  August  3,  at 
the  beautiful  Church  of  God  Camp- 
ground, on  the  Maryland  Peninsula, 
three  miles  south  of  Hurlock,  Mary- 
land. The  success  of  this  meeting 
was  by  no  means  accidental.  The 
Camp  Meeting  was  promoted  from  the 
first  service  of  the  State  Ministers' 
Meeting  'til  the  last  great  altar  serv- 
ice was  brought  to  a  close.  The  rec- 
ords will  prove  this. 

THE  MANAGEMENT 
All  services  were  under  the  direction 
and  capable  management  of  Rev. 
O.  C.  Crank,  State  Overseer;  Rev. 
Kenneth  C.  Combs,  State  Youth  Di- 
rector; and  the  various  committees 
selected  to  assist  them.  I  have  never 
witnessed  greater  unity  and  coopera- 
tion among  officials  and  ministers, 
ministers  and  laity,  than  was  exem- 
plified throughout  the  meet- 
ing. Love  was  the  pervading  element 
that  diffused  every  heart  and  per- 
meated the  atmosphere  until  we  were 
convinced  that  we  were  walking  on 
Holy  Groimd. 

I  feel  I  am  speaking  the  sentiment 
of  both  the  ministers  and  the  laity 
when  I  say,  we  are  privileged  to  have 
one  of  the  church's  most  competent 
overseers  here  in  this  territory.  We 
are  also  blessed  with  a  fine  State 
Youth  Director  whom  we  all  love  and 
appreciate  very  highly.  May  God 
abundantly  bless  these  fine  brethren 
as  they  work  in  the  interest  ox  right- 


eousness. 

Since  space  will  not  permit  men- 
tioning the  services  of  all  who  helped 
make  this  meeting  a  success,  we  are 
only  giving  a  gist  of  the  many  ac- 
tivities. 

THE  YOUTH  CONGRESS 

The  Youth  Congress  was  held  in 
conjunction  with  the  Camp  Meeting, 
and  the  morning  services  of  the  first 
seven  days  were  given  entirely  to 
youth  activities.  The  Congress  spon- 
sored a  school  during  this  time  which 
was  under  the  supervision  of  our 
Youth  Director,  Kenneth  C.  Combs, 
and  Rev.  William  F.  Morris,  pastor, 
Williamsport,  Maryland,  assisted  by 
the  following  instructors:  Floyd  L. 
Ramsey,  Helen  Defino,  Francis  Crow- 
ley, Mrs.  Walter  Petitt,  and  Bonnie 
Harne.  The  school  was  well  attended 
and  reached  unprecedented  success. 
The  closing  exercises  were  held  on 
Friday,  August  1,  and  as  we  witnessed 
the  talent  of  our  youth,  which  was 
displayed  in  the  closing  exercises, 
our  souls  rejoiced.  We  were  thor- 
oughly convinced  that  God  is  still 
mindful  of  our  Church  of  God  youth. 
While  the  youth  school  was  in  prog- 
ress, Brother  Crank  taught  a  class  for 
the  adults.  Brother  Crank  is  a  very 
able  teacher  and  the  class  received 
great  benefits  from  his  teaching. 

THE  EVENING  SERVICES 

Rev.  Ray  H.  Hughes  was  the 'even- 
ing speaker  of  the  Camp  Meeting. 
Brother  Hughes  is  one  of  the  most 
able  Camp  Meeting  speakers  I  have 
ever  heard.  As  this  youthful  evan- 
gelist spoke  under  the  anointing  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,  the  old  and  the  young 
were  moved  to  seek  God.  Many  were 
saved,  sanctified,  and  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghcst.  On  the  last  Sunday  of 
the  meeting,  seventeen  fine  young 
people  came  forward  and  united  with 
the  Church.  We,  in  Maryland,  dseply 
appreciate   Brother   Hughes    and   the 


fine  work  he  is  doing.     Our  prayers 
are  with  you,  Brother  Hughes. 

THE  MISSION  SERVICE 
A  few  months  before  the  Camp 
Meeting,  our  State  Overseer  asked 
that  we  set  five  thousand  dollars  as 
our  mission  goal  for  this  year.  Of 
course  we  all  Degan  to  pray  and  work 
to  that  end.  Tne  churches  held  spe- 
cial services  in  behalf  of  missions, 
the  mission  spirit  was  injected  into 
individuals,  and  everyone  became 
mission-minded.  Tne  special  mission 
service  was  held  on  Sunday,  August 
Li.  Brother  Ray  Hughes  was  tne  speak- 
er. As  he  spoke,  people  wept,  when 
the  offering  was  received,  and  all 
offerings  had  been  totaled,  we  had 
reachea  our  goal  with  $5,0J0  raised 
for  missions.  Tnis  was  the  great- 
est mission  offering  ever  raised  in 
this  territory.  We  give  God  and  the 
faithful  workers  all   the  praise. 

We  also  mention  the  fact  that  the 
youth  department  raised  $1,000  for 
orphanage  work  this  year. 

PROMINENT  VISITORS 
We  were  blessed  by  having  the  fol- 
lowing prominent  visitors  from  our 
International  Headquarters :  Rev. 
John  C.  Jemigan,  General  Overseer; 
Rev.  Ralph  E.  Williams,  National 
Youth  Director;  and  Rev.  J.  Stewart 
Brinsfield,  Executive  Missions  Secre- 
tary. These  brethren  all  delivered 
messages  wnich  were  highly  appre- 
ciated. We  had  many,  many  more 
visitors  which  space  will  not  permit 
mentioning.  We  welcome  each  of  you 
back  to  Maryland. 


CORRECTION 

In  the  last  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
we  printed  a  picture  of  the  Missouri  Camp 
Meeting  which  stated  Ray  Henry  was  State 
Youth  Director  and  the  picture  was  made 
at  Caruthersville,  Missouri.  This  is  incor- 
rect; the  meeting  was  he!d  at  Leadwcod, 
Missouri. — Ralph    E.   Williams. 


A  part  of  the  large  audience  which  packed  the  tabernacle  each   night   at    the    Maryland    State    Camp    Meeting    and    Youth    Congress. 


October,  1947 
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Wessons 

Topic:    THE  TEMPLE  OF 
CHARACTER 

"We  are  God's  building,"  1  Cor.  3:9. 
This  figure  represents  human  char- 
acter, which  is  to  be  wrought  upon, 
point  by  point,  stroke  upon  stroke, 
as  each  day  God  works  with  His 
building  to  perfect  the  structure,  and 
make   it   a   holy   temple   for   Himself. 

Yes,  how  true  it  is  that  every  day, 

"We  are  building  in  sorrow  or  joy 
A  temple  the  ivorld  may  not  see, 

Which  time  cannot  mar  nor  de- 
stroy: 
We  build  for  eternity." 

There  are  two  kinds  of  character 
structures  we  may  build.  Our  tem- 
ple of  character  may  be  built  for  God 
or  for  self,  for  heaven  or  for  earth, 
for  eternal  life  or  for  everlasting  de- 
struction. Dear  young  friends,  what 
is  your  goal?  Think  it  over  seriously. 
You  are  rightfully  God's  building. 
Jesus  has  purchased  you  with  His 
precious  blood.  He  wishes  to  help 
you  erect  a  structure  which  will  stand 
firm  through  the  trials  of  this  life  and 
at  last  adorn  His  kingdom. 

Of  what  must  this  temple  of  char- 
acter be  made  if  it  is  to  last  eternally? 
How  must  it  be  constructed?  What 
will  be  its  appearance?  Let  us  con- 
sider. In  God's  precious  Word  we  find 
the  plan. 

THE  FOUNDATION 

Paul  tells  us:  "Other  foundations 
can  no  man  lay  than  that  is  laid, 
which  is  Jesus  Christ."  Yes,  we  must 
build  on  the  Rock  of  Ages.  Any  other 
foundation   would   be  treacherous. 

"On  Christ,  the  solid  Rock,  I  stand; 

All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand." 
And     we     need     never    worry     about 
storms,  for  with  this  sure  foundation, 
our  house  will  stand  forever. 

SELECTING    MATERIAL 

Next,  we  must  select  our  materials. 
Only  the  very  best,  the  most  costly, 
will  serve  our  purpose,  for,  dear  young- 
friends,  it  does  cost  a  great  deal  to 
build  character.  That  is,  the  reason 
it  is  prized  so  highly.  What,  then,  is 
our  material?  Again  we  quote  from 
the  apostle  Paul:  "Now  if  any  man 
build  upon  this  foundation  gold,  sil- 
ver, precious  stones,  wood,  hay,  stub- 
ble; every  man's  work  shall  be  made 
manifest:  .  .  .  and  the  fire  shall  try 
every  man's  work  of  what  sort  it  is." 

Wood,  hay,  stubble  will  not  serve 
our  purpose,  for  they  will  not  stand 
the  burning  test.  Many  characters 
are  being  made  of  these  materials 
today,  but  they  will  only  be  con- 
sumed at  last.  They  are  worthless  in 
God's  sight. 

READY  TO  BUILD 

For    our    material    we    will    choose 


gold,  silver,  and  precious  stones.  They 
are  expensive  and  hard  to  obtain. 
But  after  all,  no  material  that  is  easy 
to  get  is  worth  putting  into  our  tem- 
ple of  character,  and  our  Master 
Architect  is  ever  ready  to  help  us 
secure  those  things  that  will  make 
our  structure  substantial  and  ever- 
lasting. 

Now,  with  firm  foundation  and  good 
materials,  we  are  ready  to  begin  the 
construction.  Exquisitely  simple  in 
design  is  our  temple.  It  is  several 
stories  high,  but  is  not  a  skyscraper. 
The  world  builds  a  tower  of  Babel; 
the  Christian  builds  no  higher  than 
the  cross. 

And  what  are  these  stories,  these 
elevations  of  character?  The  apostle 
Peter  tells  us:  "And  to  your  faith 
virtue;  and  to  virtue  knowledge;  and 
to  knowledge  temperance;  and  to 
temperance  patience;  and  to  patience 
godliness;  and  to  godliness  brotherly 
kindness;  and  to  brotherly  kindness 
charity  (love)."  Here  they  are,  eight 
stories,      fashioned      of      pure      gold. 

We  need  every  story.  Faith  is  the 
ground  floor,  built  upon  the  Rock, 
Christ  Jesus.  And  through  faith  the 
door  opens  which  admits  Christ. 
Added  to  faith  are  all  the  other  at- 
tributes of  Christian  character,  with 
love  as  the  capstone. 

Windows?  Surely,  windows  of 
prayer  are  found  in  each  story, 
through  which  we  breathe  in  the  at- 
mosphere of  heaven. 

The  shining  gold  exterior  of  our 
building  we  will  adorn  with  precious 
stones,  fit  representation  of  pure 
thoughts,  kind  words,  and  noble 
deeds. 

"Ev'ry   thought  we've  ever   had, 

Its  own  little  place  has  filled; 
Every  deed  we  have  done,  good  or 
bad, 
Is   a    stone    in    the    temple    we 
build. 

"Ev'ry  ivord  that  so  lightly  falls, 
Giving  some  heart  joy  or  pain, 

Will  shine  in  our  temple  wall, 
Or  ever  its  beoAity  stain." 

The  outside  of  our  temple  of  char- 
acter is  now  complete.  Let's  proceed 
with  the  inside.  And  it  must  be  just 
as  grand  as  the  outside;  for  character 
is  not  merely  an  empty  shell,  a  skele- 
ton of  form.  The  floors  and  stairways 
we  shall  make  of  gold;  and  silver  shall 
line  the  walls  of  our  temple.  The 
sterling  worth  of  character  is  well 
reflected  in  the  silver  walls. 

FURNISHING   THE    TEMPLE 

Beautiful,  surely,  yet  bare  indeed  is 
our  majestic  temple.  Perchance  a 
visitor  should  walk  in,  what  welcome 
can  we  give?  What  entertainment 
can  we  offer?  Truly  our  character 
temple  must  have  something  more. 
But  what  shall  it  be?  Ah,  here  it  is 
in  a  word  from  Timothy,  "Throughly 
furnished  unto  all  good  works."  Good 
works,  then,  is  the  furniture  of  our 
temple  of  character.  And  every  floor, 
from  faith  to  love,  must  be  "throughly 
furnished."  Thus  equipped,  we  can 
successfully    welcome,    entertain,    and 


influence  him  whose  life  touches  ours, 
be  he  friend  or  stranger. 

LIGHTING  THE  TEMPLE 
Yet  one  important  thing  is  lacking. 
Listen  to  Jesus'  words  to  Zacchaeus: 
"Make  haste,  .  .  .  for  today  I  must 
abide  at  thy  house."  Surely,  our  tem- 
ple must  have  the  abiding  presence 
of  Christ,  today,  every  day.  And  if 
it  does,  then  will  shine  within  our 
temple,  and  out  from  it,  a  light,  a 
marvelous  light,  which  will  not  only 
add  greatly  to  the  beauty  of  the 
structure,  but  will  serve  to  draw  many 
to  our  temple,  where  they  can  gain 
a  closer  knowledge  of  "the  Light  o: 
the  world." 

CLOSING  REMARKS 
Dear  young  friends,  you  yourseli 
may  become  this  structure.  Your  life- 
may  be  just  as  beautiful  as  the  tem- 
ple we  have  pictured;  your  thoughts 
as  pure,  your  words  as  kind,  your 
deeds  as  noble,  as  are  the  precious 
stones,  your  good  works  as  service- 
able as  the  furniture;  you  may  have 
the  abiding  presence  of  Jesus  Christ, 
today  and  every  day;  and  you  may 
have  His  marvelous  light  shining 
from  your  life,  which  will  draw  all 
men,  not  to  you,  but  to  Jesus,  who 
dwells  within  you.  Remember,  "ye 
are  God's  building." 


Topic:    THE  GOOD  SHEPHERD 

Sarah  Blanch  McGuire 
Scripture:  John  10:2,  5,  14,  18 

The  good  shepherd  is  one  who  with 
good  and  careful  care  tendeth  the 
flock;  one  who  is  ever  near  to  see 
that  all  goes  well,  that  no  evil  befalls 
his  sheep.  He  will  fight  to  keep  them 
in  his  care.  So  will  our  heavenly 
Father.  He  will  keep  striving  with  us, 
helping  us,  leading  us  with  tender 
care,  helping  us  over  the  hard  places, 
feeding  us  first  milk  then  meat  to 
make  us  strong,  teaching  us  how  to 
shun  the  evil  and  choose  the  good. 
LAMBS 
Isa.  40:11 

The  lambs  are  the  ones  who  have 
believed  on  the  Son  of  God,  and  with 
joy  are  doing  His  sweet  will;  just 
crusting,  believing,  listening  to  His 
voice,  and  following  in  His  footsteps 
wherever  He  may  lead.  The  lambs 
are  those  who  are  tender  of  age. 
When  one  is  hurt  he  waits  on  the 
Shepherd  to  pick  him  up  and  pet  him; 
to  nurse  him  back  to  health  and 
strength.  It  is  the  Father's  sweet 
will  that  we  grow,  that  we  shall  not 
stumble  so  often,  but  when  we  do,  we 
should  be  able  to  pick  ourselves  up 
and,  with  His  help,  go  on  until  we 
reach  the  goal. 

GOATS 
Matt.  25:31-33 

The  goats  are  those  who  go  on  and 
on.  not  caring  or  seeming  to  care 
from  one  day  to  the  other;  who  pay 
no  attention  to  the  soul's  final  des- 
tiny; who  won't  listen  to  the  words 
of  salvation;  who  only  seem  to  care 
for  this  world's  good.  They  go  on  in 
sinful  pleasure,  and  are  dead  while 
they  live,  not  caring  for  the  Son  of 
God  who  gave  His  life  upon  the  cross 
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that  they  might  be  saved,  not  listen- 
ing to  the  warning  voice  of  those  who 
would  try  to  help  them  see  their  lost 
and  undone  condition,  and  not  seem- 
ing to  care,  until  that  final  warning 
when  they,  with  fear  and  dread,  go 
out  to  meet  the  God  they  have  re- 
jected. 

WOLVES 
Matt.  7:15 

In  Acts  20:29,  30  we  read,  "There 
shall  be  grievous  wolves  enter  in 
among  you."  This  is  the  danger.  It 
is  necessary  for  us  to  be  able  to  dis- 
cern which  are  wolves,  to  beware  of 
those  who  would  try  to  cast  soul  and 
body  into  hell — those  who,  by  flat- 
tering words  and  in  sheep's  clothing, 
would  try  to  turn  us  aside  from  the 
right  way.  But  if  we  keep  our  eyes 
on  Jesus,  the  enemy  of  our  souls  will 
have  to  look  for  other  prey,  because 
our  hearts  and  minds  are  set  on  the 
way  of  truth. 

GREEN    PASTURES 
Psa.  23:1-3 

The  green  pasture  is  the  goal  of 
the  lamb  where  the  great  Shepherd 
is  leading.  What  a  joyous  day  when 
Shepherd  and  sheep  can  enter  into 
the  green  pasture  and  forever  enjoy 
the  cool  spring  water  and  the  lovely 
green  grass,  where  never  a  sorrow 
or  care,  where  neither  wolf  nor  any- 
thing that  would  worry  or  harm  us 
is  allowed  to  come.  May  we  all  strive 
to  seek  and  enter  into  this  holy  place 
that  our  Lord  through  His  grace  has 
prepared  for  us. 


Topic : 


THE    PARABLES    OF    THE 
KINGDOM 

Matt.  13:31-33,  44-52 
Golden  Text:  "Of  the  increase  of 
his  government  and  peace,  there  shall 
be  no  end,  upon  the  throne  of  David, 
and  upon  his  kingdom,  to  order  it, 
and  to  establish  it  with  judgment  and 
with  justice  from  henceforth  even  for 
ever.  The  zeal  of  the  Lord  of  hosts 
will  perform  this,"  Isaiah  9:7. 

In  this  thirteenth  chapter  of  Mat- 
thew the  "mysteries"  of  the  kingdom 
are  unfolded  (v.  11).  By  "mystery"  in 
the  Scriptures  is  meant  truth  un- 
discoverable  by  human  reason,  made 
known  by  revelation.  The  teaching 
sei:  forth  in  these  parables  does  not 
primarily  apply  to  the  Church,  but 
rather  sets  forth  the  admixture  of 
moral  and  spiritual  interests  which 
characterize  the  period  between 
Cnrist's  rejection  and  His  triumphant 
kingdom.  They,  therefore,  apply  only 
to  the  Church  in  the  measures  that 
they  permeate  that  body  by  virtue  of 
its  being  formed  within  this  period. 
Clearness  as  to  this  is  absolutely  es- 
sential to  the  intelligent  presentation 
Oj.  this  lesson. 

I.     THE  MUSTARD  SEED  (VV.  31,  32) 
1.    Its   Unimportant   Beginning    (v. 

::i). 

It  begins  as  the  least  of  all  seeds. 
Not  only  Christ,  the  King,  was  of 
humble  parentage,  but  His  disciples 
were  unlettered  fishermen.  Likewise 
through  the  centuries  not  many  wise 
and  not  many  noble  have  been  called 


(1  Cor.   1:26-29). 

2.  Its  Vigorous  Growth  (v.  32). 
Though  small  in  its  inception   the 

work  inaugurated  by  Christ  has  be- 
come wide  in  its  extent  and  mighty 
in  its  power. 

3.  Its  Lodging  Capacity    (v.  32). 
1'he  birds  which   find  lodgment  in 

the  tree  did  not  represent  the  children 
oi  men  which  find  safety  and  salva- 
tion in  the  Church,  but  predatory 
beings  who  have  found  shelter  in  the 
Church  but  are  not  part  of  it.  The 
birds  which  lodge  in  the  branches 
are  the  "fowls"  which  devoured  the 
seed  that  fell  by  the  wayside  (v.  4). 
These  fowls  are  described  by  Jesus 
as  representatives  of  the  wicked  one 
(v.  19). 

II.     THE   UNLEAVENED   MEAL 
(V.  33) 

1.  The  Meal. 

Meal  in  the  Scriptures  means  some- 
thing nutritious  and  wholesome.  Ex- 
amples of  its  character  and  use  are 
found  in  Genesis  18:6;  1  Kings  4:22; 
2  Kings  4:41.  Also  it  was  used  in  one 
of  the  sweet  savor  offerings  which 
typified  Jesus  Christ  (Lev.  2:1-3, 
R.  V.). 

2.  The  Woman. 

The  woman  is  the  director  of  the 
household,  the  administrator  of  the 
home.  Her  responsibility  is  to  take 
the  bread  provided  by  the  head  of  the 
home  and  prepare  and  distribute  it 
to  the  children.    Observe 

a.  Her  Act. 

She  hid  the  leaven  in  the  meal. 

b.  Its  Issue. 

It  leavened  the  meal.  The  meal 
was  not  turned  into  leaven  but  was 
affected  by  the  leaven. 

3.  The  Leaven. 

In  the  Scripture,  leaven  is  invaria- 
bly a  type  of  evil  (Exod.  12:15;  Matt. 
16:6,  12;  1  Cor.  5:6-8;  Gal.  5:8,  9). 
The  teaching  of  this  parable,  there- 
fore, is  that  in  this  age  the  truth  of 
God  and  the  wholesome  institutions 
established  by  God  would  be  corrupt- 
ed by  error,  worldliness  and  unbelief. 
It  means  that  the  woman  represent- 
ing the  administrator  of  the  affairs 
in  the  world  would  introduce  false 
doctrine  and  thus  corrupt  the  chil- 
dren's bread. 
III.     THE    HID    TREASURE     (V.    44) 

1.  The  Field  (v.  38). 

Christ's  own  interpretation  makes 
this  to  be  the  world. 

2.  The  Treasure. 

This  doubtless  means  Israel  the 
chosen  people  (Psa.  135:4;  Deut. 
7:6-8). 

3.  The  Purchaser. 

This  represents  Jesus  Christ  (John 
3:16).  No  one  but  the  Son  of  God 
had  sufficient  resources  to  buy  the 
world. 

4.  The  Purchase  Price  (1  Peter 
1:13,  19). 

This    was    the    precious    blood    of 
Jesus  Christ,  God's  beloved  Son. 
IV.     THE    MERCHANTMAN    SEEK- 
ING GOODLY  PEARLS  (VV.  45,  46) 

1.  The  Merchantman  is  Christ 
(Luke  19:10). 

The  Son  of  man  came  to  seek  and 
to  save  that  which  was  lost.  The 
pearl   is   valueless   until   it   has   been 


brought  into  touch  with  human  life. 
A  lost  human  becomes  only  valuable 
when  brought  into  touch  with  the 
Savior. 

2.  The  Purchase  Price  ( Phil.  2:6-8). 

Christ  sold  all  that  He  had,  im- 
poverished Himself,  in  order  to  pur- 
chase the  one  pearl  of  great  price. 

3.  The  Pearl  of  Great  Price  (Col. 
1:18). 

This  is   not   Jesus   Christ,   but    the 

Church  purchased  by  His  blood.    The 

sinner     cannot     purchase     salvation. 

Christ  is  the  Purchaser   (Acts  20:28). 

V.     THE  DRAGNET  (VV.  47-50) 

The  word  for  net  in  verse  47  means 
a  large  seine,  not  the  small  one  ordi- 
narily used. 

1.  The  Sea. 

Sea  in  the  Scripture  denotes  people 
and  multitudes  (Dan.  7:3;  Rev.  17:15). 

2.  The  Dragnet  Cast  into  the  Sea 
(v.  47). 

Casting  the  dragnet  into  the  sea 
means  the  sowing  of  the  Word  by  the 
Son  of  man  (v.  37). 

3.  The  Dragnet  Drawn  to  Shore 
(v.  48). 

The  drawing  of  the  dragnet  to  the 
shore  when  full  means  that  when 
God's  purpose  is  made  full  concerning 
the  present  age,  account  will  be  taken 
of  the  results. 

4.  The  Separation   (vv.  48,  49). 
This    separation    is    made    by    the 

angels  and  will  take  place  at  the  end 
of  the  age. 

5.  The  Destiny   (vv.  49,  50). 

The  angels,  God's  ministers,  shall 
separate  the  wicked  from  among  the 
just,  and  shall  cast  them  into  the 
lurnace  of  fire  where  there  shall  be 
wailing  and  gnashing  of  teeth.  The 
good  shall  be  set  aside  for  the  plea- 
sure and  service  of  the  Lord. 


A  PERFECT  SAVIOR 
Trust  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

For  Redemption. — Redeemed  with 
the  precious  blood  of  Christ,  1  Peter. 
1:19.  "In  whom  we  have  redemption 
through  his  blood,"  Eph.  1:7a. 

For  Salvation. — "He  that  believeth 
on  the  Son  hath  everlasting  life," 
John  3:36a.  "And  I  give  unto  them 
eternal  life;  and  they  shall  never 
perish,  neither  shall  any  man  pluck 
them  out  of  my  hand,"  John  10:28. 

For  Deliverance.  —  "But  God  is 
faithful,  who  will  not  suffer  you  to 
be  tempted  above  that  ye  are  able; 
but  will  with  the  temptation  also 
make  a  way  to  escape,  that  ye  may 
be  able  to  bear  it,"  1  Cor.  10:13.  "Now 
thanks  be  unto  God,  which  always 
causeth  us  to  triumph  in  Christ,"  2 
Cor.  2:14a. 

For  Strength.—" And  he  said  unto 
me,  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee: 
for  my  strength  is  made  perfect  in 
weakness.  Most  gladly  therefore  will 
I  rather  glory  in  my  infirmities,  that 
the  power  of  Christ  may  rest  upon 
me,"  2  Cor.  12:9. 

For  Comfort. — "Casting  all  your 
care  upon  him;  for  he  careth  for 
you,"  1  Peter  5:7. 

For  Every  Need. — "But  my  God 
shall  supply  all  your  need  according 
to  his  riches  in  glory  by  Christ  Jesus," 
Phil.  4:19. 
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Bv  RALPH  E. WILLIAMS 

ATIONAL  youth  director. 


LET'S  TALK  ABOUT 
YOUTH    REVIVALS 

Are  you  interested  in  a  young 
people's  revival? 

Draw  up  a  chair  and  let's  discuss 
"Youth  Revivals"  for  a  little  while. 
Did  I  hear  you  say  you  had  planned 
to  have  a  youth  revival  in  your  church, 
but  that  you  had  been  unable  to  se- 
cure an  evangelist?  I  wonder  if  you 
have  considered  the  possibility  of  a 
revival  sponsored  and  conducted  by 
the  young  people  of  your  own  church. 
PURPOSE 

A  revival  of  this  kind  would  serve 
two  definite  purposes.  First,  it  would 
open  the  way  and  give  opportunity 
for  the  unsaved  youth  of  your  con- 
gregation to  seek  and  find  God.  Sec- 
ond, a  definite  responsibility  for  the 
salvation  of  others  would  be  placed 
upon  the  shoulders  of  tnose  who  are 
Christians.  When  our  Church  of  God 
youth  can  begin  to  feel  a  burden  for 
the  unsaved,  it  will  cause  them  to 
go  on  their  knees  before  God  to  seek 
for  that  enduement  with  power,  with- 
out which  no  life  can  be  successful 
and  no  revival  can  be  accomplished. 
The  load  of  a  revival  will  bring  them 
to  prayer,  and  prayer  will  open  the 
way.  If  the  young  people  of  our  more 
than  two  thousand  churches  can  be 
led  to  an  earnest  life  of  prayer  and 
their  bodies  be  made  a  temple  through 
which  the  Holy  Ghost  can  work,  this 
world  will  feel  the  impact  of  the 
Church  of  God.  The  lost  will  be 
brought  to  Christ  and  God  will  be 
glorified  throughout  the  earth. 
METHOD 

Preceding  the  date  for  your  revival 
to  begin,  it  would  be  good  to  conduct 
a  series  of  nightly  prayer  meetings, 
thus  giving  the  young  people  an  op- 
portunity to  consecrate  and  dedicate 
their  lives  to  the  task  ahead  of  them. 

During  the  course  of  your  revival, 
if  possible,  it  would  be  good  to  use  a 
different  speaker  each  night.  These 
do  not  have  to  be  preachers.  All  of 
your  consecrated  young  people  should 
be  given  an  opportunity  to  work  in 
the  services.  Please  observe  the  value 
of  this  procedure.  If  your  meeting 
should  continue  two  weeks  and  you 
have  a  different  speaker  each  night 
you  will  have  used  fourteen  of  your 
young  people.  As  you  well  under- 
stand  this   responsibility   will   of   ne- 


cessity cause  all  fourteen  of  them  to 
spend  much  time  in  prayer,  study  and 
reading  their  Bibles.  Their  lives  will 
be  enriched  spiritually  and  we  can  be 
sure  that  their  endowment  will  be  a 
burning  desire  to  lead  others  to 
Christ.  The  energy,  vitality,  and 
strength  of  our  youth,  saturated  with 
tue  Shekinah  glory  of  the  "Upper 
Room"  will  become  a  moving  force  in 
this  world  of  the  twentieth  century! 

There  is  no  greater  way  to  combat 
the  forces  of  evil  than  with  the  old 
time  Pentecostal  power  of  God.  A 
program  of  spiritual  progression  for 
the  Youth  will  insure  a  strong  church 
for  the  future. 

Why  not  make  your  plans  now  and 
set  the  date  to  conduct  a  revival  of 
this  kind  in  your  church  some  time 
this  year?  Write  and  let  me  know  the 
results.  We  would  like  to  have  some 
outstanding  youth  revival  reports  for 
publication  in  our  church  papers. 


Y.    P.    E.    CONTEST   AT    EIGHTH 
AVENUE   CHURCH,   KNOXVILLE 

We  know  that  the  best  thing  for 
young  people  is  to  keep  them  busy, 
and,  in  order  to  do  so,  there  was  a 
contest  suggested  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  to 
thrust  them  into  the  harvest  field. 
It  was  called  "A  Trip  Around  the 
World."  There  were  two  sides:  the 
Reds  and  the  Blues,  with  a  group 
captain  for  each  side.  Each  fifty 
points  counted  ten  miles,  and  here  is 
how  they  rene'^eri  their  points,  or  the 
rules  of  the  contest. 

The  side  having  the  most  present 
each  Friday  night,  5  points. 

The  side  having  the  largest  offering- 
each  Friday  night,  10  points. 

Every  street  meeting  held  by  either 
side,  50  points. 

Every  sick  call  where  you  distribute 
literature,  such  as  Lighted  Pathways, 
tracts,  etc.,  5  points. 

Hospital  calls,  5  points.  If  you  dis- 
tribute literature  to  each  bed  and 
talk  to  each  patient  about  his  soul, 
50  points. 

Each  jail  service,   50   points. 

The  side  having  an  average  of  forty 
or  more  each  Friday  night  of  the  six 
weeks  of  the  contest  will  receive  one 
hundred  fifty  points  for  their  side  the 
last  night  of  the  contest. 

Your  reward  will  be  great  in  heav- 
en, but  here  the  losing  side  is  to  give 
an  iced  cold  watermelon  slicing  to  the 


winning  side. 

To  show  how  the  young  folks  en- 
joyed this  contest,  we  are  sending  in 
what  one  of  the  group  captains  had  to 
say. 

"Maybe  I'm  bragging  just  a  little  bit, 
but,  personally,  I  think  we  did  a  pretty 
good  job  on  both  the  Red  ana  Blue 
sides  of  our  contest.  It  really  was 
fun,  as  well  as  a  blessing.  I  think  I'm 
speaking  for  the  entire  church  when 
I  say  that  each  time  we  visited  the 
hospitals,  we  received  a  real  blessing. 

"We  found,  in  visiting  our  local  hos- 
pitals, most  of  the  people  were  ready 
to  accept  our  prayers  and  literature 
which  consisted  mostly  of  Lighted 
Pathways.  We  made  several  visits  to 
Maloneyville  County  Farm.  There 
are  approximately  two  hundred  fifty 
patients,  both  colored  and  white,  and 
we  were  not  respectors  of  persons  as 
Christ  died  for  WHO-SO-EVER-will. 
One  particular  Sunday  afternoon  we 
Biues  were  to  meet  at  the  church  for 
a  visit  to  the  county  farm.  When  I 
arrived  at  the  church  there  were 
twenty-five  Reds  and  twenty  Blues, 
so  we  boarded  the  church  bus  and 
started  on  our  journey.  Upon  arriv- 
ing we  went  to  the  building  for  the 
white  folks,  and  sang,  had  prayer, 
and  Brother  Biggs  led  in  a  tes.imony 
service.  There  was  little  hesitation 
between  testimonies,  some  were  Chris- 
tians, others  were  backsliders,  and  of 
course  there  were  those  that  had 
never  given  their  hearts  to  our  blessed 
Redeemer.  We  also  had  a  service  with 
the  colored  folks,  and  the  Lord  blessed 
our  efforts  for  Him. 

"The  Blue  side  had  an  Around 
the  World  Supper.  I  am  sure  some 
of  you  have  attended  one.  You 
first  go  to  one  of  the  homes  and 
have  soup,  then  to  another  for 
salad,  and  on  down  the  line  until 
you  have  had  a  full  meal.  The 
Blues  also  had  a  Mystery  Ride 
where  no  one  knew  the  destination 
but  the  leader.  At  the  end  of  the 
trail  they  served  watermelon.  Some 
of  the  folks  on  the  Blue  side  bought 
candy  and  distributed  it  at  the  Crip- 
ple Children's  Hospital. 

"The  Reds  had  a  Wonder  Ride  and 
served  ice  cream  and  had  a  wiener 
roast.  The  Reds  also  had  a  rummage 
sale  where  everyone  worked  faithfully. 

"Both  sides  used  the  church  bus  and 
the  proceeds  went  to  pay  for  the  bus. 
Now  that  the  contest  is  over  and  we 
young  folks  found  that  we  could  make 
visitation  calls  for  the  church,  we 
are  not  going  to  stop  at  the  end  of 
the  contest  but  by  the  help  of  the 
Lord  we  intend  to  carry  on  the  good 
work. 

"Now  perhaps  you  are  interested  to 
know  how  we  came  out.  The  Reds 
had  72,432  points,  $255.69.  The  Blues 
had  47,365  points,  $161.57. 

"Of  course  the  Reds  were  the  happy 
w.'nners  and  we  Blues  will  gladly  serve 
them  the  promised  watermelon." — 
Billie  Tipton. 
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AUGUST  PRIZE  WINNER 

largaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md.,  is  the 
>py  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for 
ing  the  most  papers  and  having  the  money 
on  time.  Sister  Varner  sold  420  papers, 
fote :  In  order  to  qualify  for  winning  the 
ze  of  $5.00  in  any  one  month,  you  must  sell 
|  most  papers  and  have  your  money  in  on 
ie.  The  due  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is 
■  20th  of  each  month.  For  instance,  the 
ney  for  September  papers  must  be  in  the 
ice    by    September   20. 

AUGUST   HONOR   ROLL 

toy  T.   Gross.   Hazard,   Ky.,  sold  350   papers. 

|    J.    Collins,    Ninety-six,    S.     C,    sold    300 

)ers. 

:arl    Smith,    Lindale.    Ga.,    sold    252    papers. 

Idwin   M.   Mortenson,   Columbia,   S.   C,   Lold 

papers. 
Irs.     Ovelen    Conrad,    Louisville,     Ky..     sold 

papers. 
Jrs.   J.   C.   Doolittle,   Greenwood,   S.   C,  cold 

papers. 


THE   EDITOR'S   MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
age  of  this  message  to  you. 
It  may  be  hard  for  some  of  you  to 
eak  to  strangers.  Here  is  a  little 
)ry  we  hope  may  help  you. 
A  young  wcman  was  in  tne  habit 
going  to  social  gatherings,  but  she 
is  considered  just  a  wallflower,  as 
e  was  always  shy,  self-conscious, 
,d  awkward.  When  people  spoke  to 
r  she  was  almost  loo  timid  to  an- 
er.  Then  one  night  at  a  party  an 
1  gentleman  sens  ad  her  trouble  and 
Id  her  a  secret.  "I  will  tell  \ou 
iw  you  may  attain  popularity,"  he 
id.  "Remember  that  everybody  else 
lonesome  too."  Tnat  was  a  start- 
lg  thought  to  the  young  girl,  She 
id  been  so  busy  thinking  of  nerstlf 
,e  hadn't  even  given  a  thought  to 
lybody  else.  She  aecided  to  try  to 
ake  other  people  feel  less  strange 
id  alone.  It  was  hard  at  first,  for 
len  she  went  to  speak  to  strangers 
e  would  almost  lose  her  nerve  and 
e  words  would  stick  in  her  throat, 
len  she  would  remember  the  secret 
.e  had  learned  and  it  wouldn't  be 
ird  any  more. 

Our  poem  on  this  page  brings  the 
ought  to  us  that  humanity  needs 
.e  touch  of  the  Master's  hand  to 
;al  the  troubled  and  perplexed  peo- 
e  who  are  everywhere  today,  but  let 
;  remember  that: 

Christ  has  7io  hands,  but  our  hands, 
To  do  His  work  today, 
He  has  no  feet,  out  our  feet, 
To  lead  men  in  the  way. 


THE  HIGH  COST  OF  PRAYER 

"I  want  you  to  spend  fifteen  min- 
;es  every  day  praying  for  foreign 
issions,"  said  the  pastor  to  some 
iung  people  in  his  congregation. 
5ut  beware  how  you  pray,  for  I  warn 
tu  that  it  is  a  very  costly  experi- 
ent."  "Costly?"  they  asked  in  sur- 
'ise.  "Aye,  costly,"  he  cried.  "When 
irey  began  to  pray  for  the  conver- 
3n  of  the  world  it  cost  him  himself, 
id  it  cost  those  who  prayed  with 
m  very  much.  Brainerd  prayed  for 
ie  dark-skinned  savages,  and  after 
jo  years  of  blessed  work,  it  cost  him 
s  life.  Be  sure  it  is  a  dangerous 
ing  to  pray  in  earnest  for  this  work; 
>u  will  find  that  you  cannot  pray 
id  withhold  your  labor,  or  pray  and 


withhold  your  money;  nay,  that  your 
very  life  will  no  longer  be  your  own 
when  your  prayers  begin  to  be  an- 
swered." 

It  is  always  a  costly  thing  to  give 
oneself  wholly  over  to  the  Lord,  to 
be  used  as  He  wills  in  His  service. 

It  cost  Elijah  much  persecution,  for 
he  was  hounded  by  that  woman  Jeze- 
bel, who  eagerly  sought  his  life  ( 1 
Kings  19:2).  It  cost  John  the  Bap- 
tist his  head  (Matt.  14:3-10).  It  cost 
Paul  and  Silas  pain  and  imprison- 
ment (Acts  16:23).  It  cost  Stephen 
his  life  (Acts  7:60).  It  cost  the  Apos- 
tle John  banishment  to  the  Isle  of 
Patmos  (Rev.  1:9).  It  cost  Paul  de- 
sertion (2  Tim.  4:16).  It  cost  Christ 
the  cross  (Phil.  2:8) .— Selected. 


PROBLEM  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
no  desire  for  pity  and  the  gossip  my 
confidences  have  led  to.  I  know  I 
need  more  prayer,  for  through  prayer 
I  stay  near  my  Lord  and  He  guides 
me.  However,  I  do  need  guiaan<,e 
from  someone  who  really  understands 
and  wishes  to  help  me. 

ANSWER 
My  dear  Sister: 

I  realize  you  are  being  tested  to  the 
limit.  I  hope  I  can  help  you,  or  that 
God  can,  through  me. 

First,  you  have  had  your  eyes  on 
church  members  who  were  not  living 
right.  If  you  had  kept  your  eyes  on 
Christ  and  en  such  Christians  as  \our 
minister's  wife  and  others  like  her, 
you  perhaps  would  not  have  stumbled 
as  you  have.  But  you  leaned  too  much 
on  the  pastor's  wife  instead  of  on 
Christ,  and  when  she  left,  your  prop 
was  gone.  You  were  expecting  too 
much  from  other  Christians  rather 
than  leaning  upon  God.  The  arm  of 
flesh  will  fail  us,  but  God  never  fails. 

Another  obstacle  in  your  way,  you 
are  married  to  a  man  you  love  and 
you  are  very  happy  in  your  home  life, 
S3  far  as  material  things  are  con- 
cerned, and  to  serve  Christ  means  a 
disturbance  in  the  home.  It  is  hard 
for  you  to  obey  God  and  keep  the 
worlcdy  unity  there;  so  your  life  is 
not  happy  because  of  this.  The  only 
thing  you  can  do  is  to  make  a  com- 
plete consecration  and  go  with  God. 
Now,  I  do  not  mean  that  you  should 
have  a  contentious  spirit  about  it,  but 
in  a  sweet  loving  way,  take  your  stand 
for  what  you  know  to  be  right,  but  re- 
ject the  wrong  in  spite  of  all  opposi- 
tion. God  will  bring  you  out  and 
make  you  an  overcomer  and  make 
you  useful  in  the  great  whitened  har- 
vest field;  perhaps  not  in  a  big  way, 
but  in  the  home,  your  community  and 
your  Church,  as  a  shining  light  in 
this  darkened  world.  Too,  perhaps 
your  husband  will  be  won  for  Christ 
to  walk  by  your  side,  and  then  you 
can  bring  up  the  little  ones  in  the 
nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord. 
God  bless  you  and  make  you  a  bless- 
ing. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  thought  for  some  time  I 
would  write  you,  but  being  a  mother 
with    four    children,    three    in    school 


and  a  baby  boy  of  two,  so  much  of  my 
time  is  taken  up.  Too,  we  are  farmers, 
and  you  may  realize  what  busy  lives 
farmers  live.  I  can  truly  say  each 
one  of  us  enjoys  the  Lighted  Pathway 
from  cover  to  cover. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  have  a  problem. 
I  am  asking  you  for  advice.  God 
knows  I  have  done  everything  I  can 
and  seem  to  get  nowhere.  Here  it  is: 
My  oldest  child  is  a  boy,  soon  he  will 
be  sixteen;  and  the  next  one  is  a  girl, 
fourteen.  There  is  only  seventeen 
months  difference  in  their  ages.  Sister 
Harrison,  they  seem  to  hate  one  an- 
other. We  have  done  our  best  to 
teach  them  love  anil  have  family 
prayer  in  our  home  every  day.  They 
are  sweet,  kind,  and  thoughtful  chil- 
dren to  us,  but  seems  like  it's  a  plea- 
sure for  them  to  hurt  one  another 
and  cut  at  each  other.  I  hope  I  can 
make  you  understand.  They  do  not 
care  how  many  scenes  they  have  in 
front  of  me,  but  they  are  more  quiet 
around  their  dad.  Tney  go  to  church 
and  Sunday  School  regularly  and  are 
always  eager  to  take  part  in  our 
Y.  P.  E.  But,  Sister  Harrison,  it  nearly 
kills  me  to  hear  them  say  such  hard 
things  to  each  other.  Ho.v  can  1 
make  them  realize  how  it  hurts? 

My  husband  is  a  saved  man  and 
lives  a  good  life.  Pray  for  him  to  get 
so  hungry  for  the  Holy  Ghost  that  ne 
will  meet  conditions.  He  th_nks  i 
should  get  a  good  boar  a  after  the 
children,  but  they  are  both  larger 
than  I,  and  I  feel  like  I  could  not  do 
them  good  in  that  way.  Please  pray 
for  our  home.  We  do  need  your  neip 
and  advice.  Pray  for  our  Church  and 
Y.  P.  E.  I  have  a  little  jewel  in  glory, 
waiting  for  me,  and  I  do  want  to 
train  these  up  so  our  family  circle 
will  be  complete. 

Everyone  gives  our  boy  a  fine  name 
in  our  community.  He  never  curses, 
smokes,  or  drinks.  He  is  a  good  clean 
boy  and  an  excellent  worker;  makes 
friends  easily  and  has  good  grades  in 
school.    He  is  in  the  ninth  grade. 

Our  girl  is  a  different  type.  She 
does  not  seem  to  care  whether  anyone 
likes  her  or  not,  is  independent.  She 
is  a  fine  worker  and  makes  good 
grades.     She  is  in  the  eighth  grade. 

I  thought  maybe  this  would  help 
you  in  answering  my  problem.  The 
children  are  eager  to  do  anything  for 
Mother  or  Dad  in  any  way.  I  am 
thirty-six  years  old  and  my  husband, 
thirty-nine.  Please  pray  for  us.  We 
do  need  your  prayers.  May  God  bless 
your  every  effort. 

ANSWER 
My  dear  Sister: 

Your  problem  is  very  touching  and 
surely  my  heart  goes  out  to  you.  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  know  what  to  do  or 
say  to  help  you.  It  will  certainly  take 
God  to  unravel  this  situation.  I  am 
wondering  if  there  could  have  been 
something  in  the  early  training  that 
would  bring  about  such  conditions  as 
this.  Now,  this  does  not  mean  that 
you  have  not  been  good  parents,  but 
the  best  of  us  make  serious  mistakes. 
Could  it  be  that  something  has  been 
done  or  said  that  has  caused  a  spirit 
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of  jealousy  to  arise?  There  are  many 
ways  that  this  jealous  spirit  can  be 
brought  about.  A  good  case  of  real 
Holy  Ghost  religion  should  remove 
this  and  make  them  love  one  another. 
Perhaps  this  might  be  the  only  cure. 
We  hope  that  everyone  who  reads 
this  will  pray  earnestly  for  these  chil- 
dren and  the  splendid  parents  may 
find  a  solution  to  their  problem.  I 
fear  whipping  children  at  that  age 
would  only  make  them  resentful. 

Now,  just  a  word  about  our  Happy 
Home  Circle.  The  reason  we  have 
been  so  earnestly  pleading  for  the 
H.  H.  C.  to  be  organized  in  the 
churches  and  communities  in  which 
you  live  is  to  help  each  other  by 
discussing  your  problems  and  praying 
together  about  them.  The  most  urgent 
need  today  is  the  training  of  our 
young  mothers  to  see  the  importance 
of  early  training.  The  circle  with  its 
teachings  will  do  this.  We  hope  God 
will  awaken  our  Church  to  this  great 
need. 

OUT  OF  THE  CLOUDS 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

His  voice  assures  us  of  His  nearness, 
reminds  us  of  His  control.  The  dread 
phenomena  are  shorn  of  their  terror. 
They  are  not  uncontrolled,  unguided 
"chances";  He  still  is  "on  the  bridge." 

The  voice  itself  reassures  us;  but  the 
contents,  the  words,  still  more.  We  lis- 
ten to  "hear  what  Jehovah  will  say 
unto  his  servants."  "What  sayeth  my 
Lord?"  "Speak,  Lord,  for  thy  servant 
is  listening."  "I  will  hear  what  God 
Jehovah  will  speak,  for  he  will  speak 
peace  unto  his  people."  "I  know  the 
thoughts  that  I  think  toward  you, 
thoughts  of  peace,  and  not  of  evil,  to 
give  you  an  expected  end,"  Jer.  29:11. 
"Fear  thou  not;  for  I  am  with  thee:  be 
not  dismayed,  for  I  am  thy  God:  I  will 
strengthen  thee;  yea,  I  will  help  thee; 
yea,  I  will  uphold  thee  with  the  right 
hand  of  my  righteousness,"  Isa.  41:10. 

Hitherto  our  application  of  the  text 
could  be  general.  At  this  point  it 
ceases  to  be  so.  The  voice  of  Jehovah 
out  of  the  cloud,  or  the  fire  is  not  the 
same  to  all.  To  each,  that  word  is  that 
which  is  best  suited  to  the  individual 
case  and  need.  To  one  it  may  be  a 
word  of  comfort;  to  another,  a  word  of 
command;  to  another,  a  word  of  direc- 
tion, of  guidance  in  perplexity,  Psa. 
32:8.  To  one  it  may  be  further  leading; 
to  another,  "Sneak  to  me  no  more  on 
this  matter."  To  one,  "Go  up,  for  I 
am  with  thee.  I  have  delivered  them 
into  thine  hand";  to  another,  "Go  not 
up,  for  Jehovah  is  not  with  thee."  To 
one  is  conviction  of  sin;  to  another, 
"Be  of  good  cheer,  thy  sins  are  for- 
given thee.  Go  in  peace." 

What  then?  Are  you  in  the  shadow 
of  the  cloud?  In  thick  darkness?  Re- 
member: 

"Standeth  God  within  the  shadoio, 
Keeping  watch  above  His  own." 

"Behind  the  cloud  is  the  sun  still 
shining."  God  is  behind,  is  within  the 
cloud.  Call  upon  Him,  with  honest 
heart;  He  will  answer,  and  thou  shalt 
glorify  Him.  "Speak,  Lord,  thy  servant 
listeneth."  Then,  "Whatsoever  he  saith 
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unto  you,  do  it."  Obey  the  "voice  out 
of  the  cloud."  Be  not  disobedient  to  the 
voice  from  heaven!  Trust!  Listen! 
Obey! 

"7  cannot  see  with  my  short  human 

sight 
Why   God    should    lead    this   way,   or 

that,  for  me. 
I  only  know  He  saith:   'Child,  folloiv 

me!' 
But  I  can  trust. 

"I  find  no  answer,  often,  when  beset 
With  questions  fierce  and  subtle  on  my 

way, 
And  often  have  strength  but  to  faint- 
ly pray; 
But  I  can  trust. 

"I  often  wonder,    as    with  trembling 

hand 
I   cast   the   seed   along   the   furrowed 

ground. 
If  ripened  fruit  for  God  will  there  be 

found; 
But  I  can  trust. 

"I  may  ?iot  draw  aside  the  mystic  veil 
That  hides  the  unknown  future  from 

my  sight, 
Nor  know  if  for  me  awaits  the  dark 

or  light; 
But  I  can  trust." 

THREE  HAND-PICKED  MEN 
(Continued  from  page  11) 
but  there  is  something  that  makes  me 
feel  blue." 

"I  know  what  it  is,"  Roberts  broke 
in.  "You  are  unhappy  because  you  are 
tired  of  being  merely  three  fourths  a 
man.  You  want  to  become  a  Chris- 
tian." 

Rodgers  did  join  the  Church.  A  year 
later  he  looked  with  great  joy  and  in- 
ward peace  at  the  three  young  men 
who  were  standing  before  the  congre- 
gation uniting  on  confession  of  their 
faith  in  Christ — the  first  fruits  of  his 
new  life! 

CAN  TWO  WALK  TOGETHER? 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

afternoon,  when  almost  in  despair  she 
had  prayed,  "Oh,  God,  give  me  one 
promise — one  ray  of  hope,  and  I  will 
believe  Thee."  There  was  a  tap  at  the 
bedroom  door  and  the  minister  from 
her  little  church  came  in.  Before  leav- 
ing he  read  the  third  chapter  of  Mal- 
achi.  The  words,  "Return  unto  me  and 
I  will  return  unto  you,  saith  the  Lord 
of  hosts,"  was  God's  message  for  her. 
Immediately  her  faith  touched  Him. 

Gradually  her  strength  had  re- 
turned. In  a  few  months  Mary  was 
able  to  care  for  little  Danny.  Craig, 
seeing  the  miracle,  tried  to  act  as 
though  the  months  of  illness  and 
cruelty  had  never  been.  But  his  dis- 
regard for  her  in  the  hour  of  her  dire 
need,  and  his  familiarity  with  other 
women  when  her  physical  attractive- 
ness was  dimmed  by  suffering,  had 
made  her  love  as  cold  as  the  winter's 
evening.  There  was  no  response.  Yet 
her  responsibility  as  his  wife  re- 
mained; she  had  promised  "till  death." 
It  remained,  though  a  grave  lay  be- 
tween them. 

Mary  Eaton  turned   from   the  win- 


dow where  the  blanket  of  snow  con 
bined  with  wishful  thinking  hi 
turned  her  mind  to  the  kaleidoscop 
past.  "I  must  find  some  way  of  tellii 
the  young  people  of  the  church  not 
lay  down  the  cross,"  she  mused,  "f( 
surely  if  they  do  they  will  find  a  hea 
ier  one.  This  one  that  I  thought  w; 
so  beautiful,  so  light,  has  an  almo 
unbearable  weight." 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  August  Tot 

Alabama    1,963  25,4' 

Alaska                              2  : 

Arizona    .                       162  3,1 

Arkansas                        660  8,5< 

California   -                   752  9,6 

Canada    „                      284  3,7: 

Colorado                         32  2 

Connecticut   18  1 

Delaware                       133  1,4. 

Florida                    ...2,510  31,5( 

Foreign    .               ...     573  5,2 

Georgia    .                ...4,255  60,2 

Idaho   .                 .....     124  1,1 

Illinois    .                   ...  1,910  22,9 

Indiana   .             .. 615  8,2 

Iowa  ......               .....     127  2,3 

Kansas     472  4,7 

Kentucky                ...  3,143  31,8 

Louisiana    490  5,0 

Maine                              367  4,6i 

Massachusetts                  8  3: 

Maryland    ....      1,260  14,4 

Michigan     ......       ....     888  10,7: 

Minnesota              .....      53  8i 

Mississippi    ...        ....     719  10,5; 

Missouri                          713  10,3' 

Montana   .....    215  2,5: 

Nebraska               .....      76  7: 

Nevada    2  ; 

New  Hampshire  ..          4  ' 

New   Jersey    .               217  2,4 

New  Mexico  ..              221  2,5 

New  York                         18  7! 

North  Carolina  .       5,470  65,3 

North   Dakota               262  2,81 

Ohio    ...                      .2,997  33,9: 

Oklahoma  .                   378  5,4 

Oregon                            138  2,2 

Pennsylvania        ...     644  8,4: 

Rhode   Island   

South  Carolina      ...  7,539  92,9: 

South  Dakota               163  3,3* 

Tennessee                ...  3,485  47,4: 

Texas                      .....  1,568  22,1: 

Utah                                  1  : 

Virginia  ..                   1,880  21,3' 

Washington   .               222  3,H 

Washington,  D.  C.  _   "   54  7! 

West  Virginia  2,286  30,4: 

Wisconsin   40  6 

Wyoming  1 

Totals    .         50,114  627,7: 


LIGHTED    PATHWAYS    FOR   ME 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  tl 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  f< 
sending  Lighted  Pathioays  to  men  : 
Service  for  August. 

Louisiana    .. $5.' 

Delaware  . l.i 

Texas - 1 

Florida     

Michigan 


Total $8.' 

The  Lighted  Pathw^ 
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MAHy  WANTS  TO  BE 


If  you  can  answer  "yes"  to  these  ten 
questions,  Mary,  then  I  believe  you 
really  should  be  a  nurse.  Best  of  luck 
to  you!  Sincerely, 

Betsy  Seymour 


By  Betsy  Seymour 

Assistant  Editor,  The  Progressive  Farmer 


Dear  Mary: 

I  am  glad  you  are  interested  in 
nursing.  I  think  you  are  choosing  one 
af  the  finest  careers  open  to  girls  to- 
lay.  But  you  are  very  wise  to  look 
into  the  matter  thoroughly  before  you 
make  up  your  mind. 

You  have  probably  wondered  what 
kind  of  girls  make  good  nurses.  More 
farm  girls  become  nurses  than  city 
prls,  I  have  discovered,  and  they 
make  excellent  ones.  Perhaps  it's  just 
the  sort  of  experience  you  have  had 
there  at  Green  Acres — looking  after 
the  younger  children  when  they  are 
sick,  nursing  a  sick  calf,  or  chicken, 
learning  to  prepare  and  serve  health- 
ful and  appetizing  meals,  etc. — that 
?ives  you  an  edge  over  the  city  girls. 
Must   Like    People 

First  of  all  I  would  mention  these 
fundamental  things:  A  good  nurse 
must  like  people — people  of  every  race 
3/  all  economic  levels.  She  must  really 
want  to  help  them.  She  should  be  in- 
terested in  biology,  psychology,  chem- 
istry and  sociology.  And  a  sense  of 
numor  can  be  her  salvation. 

To  enter  a  school  of  nursing  you 
must  be  seventeen  and  one-half  years 
aid,  a  high-school  graduate  with  a 
scholastic  average  of  80;  additional 
college  work  is  also  strongly  recom- 
mended. Most  schools  require  that  you 
lave  had  a  college  preparatory  rath- 
jr  than  a  commercial  course.  It's  a 
jood  idea  to  take  chemistry,  biology, 
ind  mathematics. 

The  basic  course  usually  takes  three 
/ears.  But  here's  something  I  should 
ike  for  you  to  consider,  Mary.  You 
jan  take  a  combined  course  leading 
;o  both  a  diploma  in  nursing  and  a 
aaccalaureate  degree  in  four  or  five 
/ears.  Naturally,  the  more  time  you 
spend  on  your  training,  the  better 
malified  you  will  be  for  an  important 
3lace  in  the  nursing  profession,  and 
;he  more  money  you  can  earn. 
Cost  of  Training 

I  cannot  stress  too  much,  Mary,  how 
mportant  it  is  to  investigate  several 
schools  of  nursing  before  you  make 
four  final  choice.  Some  are  much  bet- 
ter equipped  than  others  to  prepare 
fou  for  a  successful  career.  I  believe  if 
[  were  you  I  should  write  the  State 
3oard  of  Nurse  Examiners  in  your 
state  capital  for  full  information  on 
schools  of  nursing  in  your  state.  They 
vill  take  a  personal  interest  in  you 
ind  can  give  you  helpful  advice.  It 
vould  also  be  a  good  idea  to  write  the 
Committee  on  Careers  in  Nursing  of 
the  National  Nursing  Council,  1790 
3roadway,  New  York,  N.  Y.,  for  fur- 
;her  information. 

You  asked  about  the  cost  of  nurse 
-raining  and  what  salary  you  might 
ixpect.  The  cost  varies  with  the  school. 
Some  charge  as  much  as  $300  for  the 
ihree-year  course;  others  charge 
lothing.  And  for  those  girls  unable  to 


pay  their  own  way,  scholarships  are 
available.  Usually  uniforms  and  text- 
books are  furnished. 

Salary    and    Advancement 

When  you  graduate  your  salary  may 
be  around  $1,300  to  $1,500  with  board 
and  room  furnished,  or  $8.00  to  $9.00  a 
day  as  private  duty  nurse.  But  that  is 
only  the  beginning — and  I  doubt  if  you 
would  be  satisfied  to  stop  there.  Too 
many  girls,  Mary,  do  not  realize  the 
opportunities  for  advancement  open 
to  nurses.  You  can  take  specialized 
training  in  your  chosen  field — and 
the  top  salaries  then  to  be  aimed  for 
are  as  high  as  $8,000  a  year.  As  a 
nurse  you  may  go  into  the  industrial, 
institutional,  private  practice,  or  pub- 
lic health  fields.  You  can  work  for  the 
Government  here  in  the  United  States 
or  in  health  relief  and  reconstruction 
work  overseas.  You  can  become  an 
anaesthetist,  X-ray  o  r  laboratory 
technician.  You  can  do  specialized 
work  with  children.  You  can  become  a 
nursing  administrator  or  teacher. 
Each  holds  its  challenges  and  oppor- 
tunities for  girls  with  enough  deter- 
mination and  character. 

Of  course,  you  want  to  know  what 
life  in  nursing  school  would  be  like. 
You  would  attend  lots  of  classes, 
make  friends,  and  have  dates  just  as 
you  would  in  any  other  school.  Good 
schools  of  nursing  have  tennis  courts, 
outdoor  fireplaces  for  picnics,  attrac- 
tive parlors  where  you  may  entertain 
guests;  many  have  recreational  direc- 
tors to  help  with  social  functions  and 
to  teach  sports. 

Ten  Questions  to  Answer 

If  you  still  just  think  you  want  to 
be  a  nurse,  Mary,  here  is  a  little  ten- 
question  test  prepared  by  the  Com- 
mittee on  Careers  in  Nursing  of  the 
National  Nursing  Council.  Perhans  it 
will  help  you  decide. 

1.  Do  you  want  to  enter  a  socially- 
useful  profession  that  will  give  you 
deep  personal  satisfaction  and  help 
you  get  the  most  out  of  life? 

2.  Do  you  like  and  enjoy  being 
with  people — all  kinds,  all  ages,  all 
races,  all  economic  levels?  Are  you 
interested  in  the  reasons  for  their  be- 
havior? 

3.  Will  you  find  hapDiness  in  help- 
ing when  help  is  needed? 

4.  Do  you  enjoy  activities  that  call 
for  initiative,  resourcefulness,  and 
leadership? 

5.  Do  you  hr.ve  good  physical  and 
emotional  health? 

6.  Do  you  like  to  work  with  your 
hands  as  well  as  your  head? 

7.  Are  you  interested  in  biology, 
chemistry,  physiology,  sociology,  psy- 
chology? 

8.  Do  you  have  deft  hands  that 
can  convey  sympathy? 

9.  Are  you  neat? 

10.    Are    you    quick    to    grasp    what 
you  read,  see,  and  hear? 


ANSWERS  TO  QUESTION,  "WHAT 
WOULD  I  CHANGE?" 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  Many 
times  I  have  thought  of  writing  to 
you,  but  this  time  I  let  nothing  inter- 
fere with  my  thoughts.  May  I  say 
first  that  I  am  thankful  for  the  op- 
portunity I  had  of  meeting  you  at  the 
Bible  Training  School  while  in  Sevier- 
ville.  By  knowing  you  personally,  it 
makes  me  appreciate,  even  more,  your 
messages  and  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

It  would  take  many  pages  to  teil 
you  the  many  reasons  for  appreciat- 
ing the  Lighted  Pathivay,  so  may  I 
just  say  that  a  paper  of  it-  kind  is 
"as  rare  as  a  rose  in  winter." 

Someday  I  hope  to  have  the  op- 
portunity to  attend  Lee  College 
(B.  T.  S.)  again,  where  I  will  continue 
my  study  in  Religious  Education.  I 
am  thankful  for  the  Lord's  many 
blessings  and  every  trial  that  has 
caused  the  sunshine  to  be  more  beau- 
tiful. 

Remember  me  in  prayer  and  may 
God's  guiding  hand  always  be  with 
you. — Edward  Wood,  Jr.,  Punta  Gorda, 
Fla. 

August  26,   1947 
505  19th  Street 
Parkersburg,  W.  Va. 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  just  received  our  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  for  the  month 
of  September,  and  after  looking  it 
over  I  noticed  the  article  asking  our 
comments  on  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  have  been  reading  this  paper  for 
almost  fifteen  years.  This  includes 
almost  six  years  of  military  service, 
of  which  twenty-eight  months  were 
spent  overseas.  I  have  seen  the  Path- 
way come  up  to  its  present  size  and 
for-m  from  almost  nothing.  Person- 
ally, I  don't  see  or  know  of  any 
changes  that  could  help  it,  because, 
in  my  opinion,  it  is  the  best  that  any 
church  has  to  offer  its  young  people. 
I  am  always  anxious  to  read  and 
look  over  the  Pathivay  as  soon  as  it 
arrives  at  our  house.  So  all  I  have 
to  say  is,  "Keep  up  the  good  work." 
Paul   E.   Sells. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

After  studying  closely  and  reading 
the  September  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathivay,  at  your  request  for  the 
readers  to  write  whether  or  not  it  is 
a  young  people's  or  a  family  paper, 
I  want  to  say,  and  I  feel  like  I  am 
expressing  the  thoughts  of  thousands 
of  readers,  there  is  nothing  that  can 
be  left  out  of  print  which  would  make 
it  better.  As  soon  as  I  receive  my 
boy's  address,  who  has  entered  serv- 
ice, I  want  to  subscribe  for  him.  I 
am  sure  the  Lighted  Pathway  has  al- 
ways been  a  blessing  for  those  who 
read  it.  May  God  bless  you. — Jewel 
Pierce,  Piedmont,  Ala. 
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By  Robert  Mackay 

Still  in  memory's  cluttered  garret  hangs  a  painting   rich 

and  rare, 

Of  a  romping  lad  and  lassie,  and  an  old  gray,  gentle  mare, 
That   recalls   the  scenes   of   childhood,  summer   mornings 

soft  and  cool, 
And   the   unforgotten   pleasure   when  your  grandma  went 

to  school. 

Life  another  song  was  singing,  both  our  hearts  were  blithe 

and  gay; 
And   whenever,    bright   and   early,    I    would   call    for    her, 

she'd  say, 
With  a  smile  of  satisfaction,  "Bill,   I'm  sure  you're  very 

kind." 
Then  away  we'd  canter,  slowly,  she  in  front  and  I  behind. 

Over  meadows  clover-clustered,  down  the  long,  leaf-laden 

lane, 
On    the   ancient   county   turnpike,   on    the    hot   and    dusty 

plain, 
Through   the   midway   pool,   where,   somehow,   she'd   seem 

overcome  with  fright, 
And  I'd  tell  her  not  to  worry,  but  to  "grab  and  hold  me 

tight!" 

How   our    voices    rang    with    gladness,    how    our    laughter 

mocked  the  birds, 
How   the   love  that  lit  our   fancies   seemed   too   deep   for 

empty  words! 
How  the  other  boys,  in  envy,  lured  me  on  to  break  each 

rule, 
Just  to  know  the  trancing  joy  I  felt  when  grandma  went 

to  school! 

Father  Time,  turn   back  your  pages!  change   these  silver 

locks  to  gold! 
Let  me  live  once   more  the   love-life  of  those  dear  dead 

days  of  old! 
Not  these  dim,  delusive  daydreams — dreams  too  beautiful 

to  last, 
When  the  heart  is  painting  pictures  of  the  pleasures  that 

have  passed. 

Just  to  see  her,  trim  and  dainty,  in  her  little  gingham  gown, 

Just  to  hold  her  hand  in  mine,  as  then,  and  read  her  eyes 
of  brown, 

Just  to  hear  her  say  she  loved  me,  and  to  answer  her 
caress 

With  a  something  less  than  heaven,  perhaps,  but  some- 
thing more  than  "yes." 

How  that  old  emotion  haunts  me!    How  I  thrill  at  thought 

of  it! 
How  I   feel  a  youthful  flutter,  as  her  fairy  features  flit 
Through    the    softly    swaying    shadows    where    the    locust 

blossoms  wave, 
Through  the  moonlight  of  my  memory,  just  a  shadow  from 

the  grave! 
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Thank  God  for  Youth 
and  Education 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:   God  bless  you. 

Tonight  I  am  staying  home  from 
church  to  talk  to  you.  I  was  all  ready 
to  go  out  the  door  when  I  felt  im- 
pressed to  talk  to  you  instead.  I  am 
sure  God  has  something  to  say  to 
you  if  He  can  get  a  yielded  vessel 
through  whom-  He  can  speak. 

I'd  like  to  talk  to  you  tonight  on 
Thanksgiving  as  this  is  our  Thanks- 
giving number,  and  God  has  given 
us  many  things  for  which  to  be 
thankful  this  year.  Then  I  would 
like  to  talk  to  you  about  education, 
as  November  9-15  is  national  edu- 
cation week.  I  would  be  glad  to  show 
you  the  need  of  cooperation  in  edu- 
cating our  young  people  and  sending  them  out  trained 
workers  for  the  Master.  These  are  both  wonderful  sub- 
jects, but  there  is  something  else  weighing  heavily  on 
my  heart. 

There  is  a  class  of  young  people  who  are  wasting  their 
lives,  and  they  are  living  selfishly.  Oh,  no,  they  are  not 
bad.  One  would  consider  them  good  citizens.  They  have 
good  morals,  are  honest  in  business.  Many  are  church 
members,  but  do  not  know  Christ.  They  are  good  to  give 
of  their  means  to  carry  on  the  work  of  the  church.  Go 
to  them  for  help  for  the  poor;  they  are  sympathetic  and 
will  give  freely.  They  are  kind  and  gentle  in  their  as- 
sociation with  men,  but  they  have  left  off  the  most  im- 
portant requirement;  that  is  the  acceptance  of  Christ 
into  their  lives,  a  surrender  to  His  will.  "Though  I  bestow 
all  my  goods  to  feed  the  poor,  and  though  I  give  my 
body  to  be  burned,  and  have  not  charity,  it  profiteth  me 
nothing,"  1  Cor.  13:3.  Isn't  it  too  bad  that  all  the  won- 
derful work  and  kind  deeds  will  be  lost  to  them  if  not 
done  because  of  the  love  of  Christ.  I  have  this  motto 
hanging  above  my  desk,  "Only  one  life,  'twill  soon  be 
past,  only  what's  done  for  Christ  will  last."  I  would  like 
to  hang  one  in  every  home  in  this 
land  of  ours. 

Dr.  Stuart  Holden,  of  London, 
tells  a  striking  story  of  a  young 
man  who  was  dying  and  whom  he 
had  the  joy  of  leading  to  the  Sav- 
ior. He  had  lived,  not  viciously,  not 
riotously,  but  just  carelessly,  for 
the  things  of  the  world.  Knowing 
that  he  had  but  a  day  or  two  to 
live,  Dr.  Holden  said  to  him,  "My 
friend,  you  are  quite  certain  that 
Christ  has  saved  you?"  He  never 
forgot  the  answer  the  dying  man 
gave  him.  "Oh,  yes,"  he  said,  "my 
soul  is  saved  but  my  life  is  lost. 
I  am  not  afraid  to  die  but  I  con- 
fess that  I  am  ashamed  to  die." 

To  those  of  us  who  know  the 
blessing  of  serving  Christ  it  is  sad 
to  see  years  slipping  by,  and  our 
loved  ones  going  on  gratifying  self 
and  living  for  the  pleasures  of  the 
world,  worshiping  money  which  is 
the  god  of  this  world.  Someone  has 
said,  "Money  is  the  god  of  this 
world,  and  there  its  power  ends." 
A  London  newspaper  offered  a 
prize  for  the  best  definition  of 
money,  and  it  was  awarded  to  a 
young  man  whose  definition  was, 
"Money  is  an  article  which  may 
be  used  as  a  universal  passport  to 
everywhere  except  heaven,  and  as 
a  universal  provider  for  everything 
except  happiness."    How  true  this  is. 


HARDENED   HIS   HEART 

"Pilate    saith    unto    them.    What    shall   I    do    then 
with   Jesus   which    is   called    Christ?"— Matt,    27:22. 

"You    must    either  crown    Jesus    or    crucify    Him." 
—Dr.  G.   Campbell  Morgan. 

"I  stood  alone  at  the  bar  of  God, 

In   the   hush   of   the   twilight   dim, 
And    faced    the   question    that    pierced    my    heart: 

'What   will   you    do    with    Him?' 
Crowned   or   crucified?    Which    shall    it    be?' 

No  other  choice  was  offered  to  me. 

"I    looked  on   the   face   so    marred    with    tears 

That   were   shed    in    His    agony. 
The  look   in    His  kind  eyes   broke   my    heart, 

'Twos    full    of    love    for    me. 
'The  crown  or  the  cross'  it  seemed   to  say; 

'For   or  against   me — choose   thou    today.' 

"He  held  out  His  loving  hands  to  me, 

While    He    pleadingly    said,    'Obey! 
Make  Me   thy   choice,   for    I    love   thee  so,' 

And    I   could   not  say  to  Him   'nay.' 
Crowned,   not  crucified — this   must   it   be; 

No   other   way    was   open    to    me. 


"I   knelt  in  tears  at  the  feet  of  Christ, 

In    the    hush    of    the    twilight    dim, 
And   all  that   I    was,   or   hoped,    or   sought, 

Surrendered    unto   Him. 
Crowned,     not     crucified — my     heart     shall     know 
No   King   but   Christ  who   loved    me  so." 
— From   Florence  E.   Johnson, 

in   Record  of   Christian   Work. 


It  may  not  be  money  holding  you  back,  young  man  oi 
young  women.  It  may  be  social  position.  Perhaps  feai 
of  losing  those  friends  who  have  been  dear  to  you.  It  wil 
mean  a  separation  from  worldly  associates.  Not  long  age 
I  received  a  letter  from  a  young  lady  who  was  prominent 
in  church  circles  and  had  many  friends.  She  wanted  tc 
accept  the  deeper  truths  of  the  Gospel.  For  a  long  time 
she  halted  between  two  opinions.  At  last  she  yielded,  anc 
said  yes  to  God.  She  wrote  me  again  and  told  me  witr. 
joy  in  every  line  that  she  had  been  much  surprised  be- 
cause her  friends  had  been  so  lovely  to  her.  Yes,  the 
enemy  of  our  souls  will  put  everything  in  our  way  anc 
make  mountains  out  of  mole  hills,  if  we  will  but  lister 
to  him.  Of  course,  in  some  cases,  friends  will  forsake,  bu' 
the  Lord  will  raise  up  other  friends  lovelier  than  the  ones 
you  have  lost.  I  have  an  idea  that  this  paper  may  fal 
into  the  hands  of  many  who  are  standing  at  the  cross- 
roads, one  road  leading  to  consecration  and  the  other  tc 
the  pleasures  of  the  world.  I  hope  this  message  will  heir 
you  to  make  the  right  decision.  It  may  be  some  habit  yoi 
have  formed  that  is  your  god,  and  you  feel  that  it  woulc 
be  an  impossibility  for  you  to  lay  it  aside.  I  am  thinking 
now  of  that  little  insignificant  cigarette  that  has  yov 
bound  hand  and  foot.  You  would  rather  lose  heaven  thai 
give  it  up.  The  testimony  of  thousands  is  that  when  Jesus 
saved  them  all  desire  for  the  habit  was  gone.  The  same 
is  true  of  the  drinking  habit. 

Another  hindrance  is  fear  of  having  to  pay  tithes.  "3 
make  a  lot  of  money  and  it  would  be  too  bad  to  have  tc 
give  so  much  away."  Well,  what  you  save  from  youi 
worldly  amusements  and  habits  will  take  care  of  that 
God  will  always  give  more  than  we  lose  in  making  oui 
consecration  to  Him. 

A  young  lady  said,  at  a  Christian  Endeavor  meeting 
that  instead  of  handing  over  the  whole  keyboard  of  hei 
being  to  Jesus,  she  had  been  trying  to  play  one  note  her- 
self— only  one — but  that  one  note  was  enough  to  turr 
life's  music  into  discord.  But  now  she  had  handed  ovei 
the  whole  keyboard  to  Christ,  and  the  discord  had  become 
heavenly  music.  You  will  nevei 
know  what  music  lies  concealed  ir. 
that  life  of  yours  till  you  hand  il 
over  to  the  great  Master,  Jesusl 
Christ. 

A  slave  had  just  bidden  his  wife 
and  two  babes  good-bye  and  was 
led  to  the  block  to  be  sold.  Wher. 
his  new  master  claimed  him,  he 
said,  "Sambo,  I  have  bought  yov 
at  a  great  price  to  set  you  free.' 
As  he  removed  the  chains,  Sambc 
fell  on  his  knees  and  kissed  his 
Master's  feet,  saying,  "Massa,  IT 
be  your  slave  forever."  That  is 
just  what  Jesus  is  looking  for  ir 
our  hearts.  He  bought  us  at  a  great 
price,  and  He  comes,  beseechingl 
us  to  present  our  bodies  a  living 
sacrifice.  Do  we  love  Him  enough 
to  do  that? 

Dr.  Geo.  T.  Dowling  writes  ir 
The  Churchman  these  beautiful 
thoughts.  They  are  mine  too,  are 
they  yours?  Let  us  close  with  these 
thoughts. 

"If,  when  at  last,  the  night  shall 
begin  to  fall,  and  the  things  which 
now  seem  so  important  shall  all 
have  been  left  behind,  and  the 
Master's  voice  shall  be  heard  say- 
ing: 'The  day  is  done.  The  work 
is  finished.  Lay  down  the  burden. 
It  will  soon  be  time  to  go  to  sleep.: 
"If,  in  that  hour,  I  can  remember 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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V-MAIL 

By   Ken   Anderson 

Mary  Turner  opened  the  oven  door 
carefully.  She  stuck  a  fork  into  the 
turkey,  and  saw  that  it  was  almost 
done.  She  had  teen  home  from 
church  almost  two  hours.  Soon  the 
company  would  be  coming. 

She  hurried  into  the  dining-room  to 
make  sure  the  table  was  arranged 
correctly.  She  had  done  the  job  hur- 
riedly before  leaving  for  church. 

When  she  had  made  sure  that 
everything  was  in  order,  she  went  to 
the  stairs.  It  was  a  tradition  in  the 
country  that  whenever  guests  came 
in  any  quantity  they  always  took  their 
wraps  upstairs  and  dumped  them  on 
the  bed.  She  wanted  to  be  sure  the 
bedroom  was  in  order. 

But  she  got  no  farther  than  the 
stairs,  for  there  was  the  rattle  of  a 
car  outside. 

"My!"  she  exclaimed.  Were  the 
guests  coming  already? 

She  took  a  hurried  peek  out  of  the 
window.  It  was  Clem  Williams,  the 
depot  agent.  She  hurried  to  the  door. 
She  chuckled,  "I  thought  you  were 
one  of  my  guests  coming  early.  What 
brings  you — ?"  She  saw  that  he  had 
a  telegram  in  his  hand. 

"I,  uh,"  the  agent  stammered,  "I 
wanted  to  wait  and  deliver  this  to- 
morrow, but  I  reckon  it's  sort  of  a 
law  that,  seein'  it's  a  telegram,  it 
ought  to  be  delivered  today." 

"It's  not  about  my  Joe?"  Mary 
asked,  wringing  her  hands. 

Clem  Williams  nodded.  There  were 
tears  in  his  weather-worn  eyes.  He 
handed  Mary  the  telegram,  muttered 
something  about  his  sympathy,  and 
strode  away. 

A  long  minute  passed  before  Mary 
got  enough  strength  to  open  the  tele- 
gram— to  read  that  her  Joe  was  miss- 
ing in  action  in  the  South  Pacific! 

"Oh,  Lord!"  she  gasped,  sinking  to 
the  steps.  "My  son!   My  son!" 

Over  her  shoulder,  a  service  flag, 
with  a  lone  blue  star  on  it  (for  she 
had  but  one  child  I ,  hung  in  the 
kitchen  window.  Off  across  the 
prairie,  which  separated  her  bunga- 
low from  the  main  part  of  town,  was 
her  husband's  grave  in  the  little 
cemetery  beside  the  church.  In  her 
heart  there  was  agony. 

It  had  been  hard  when  Joe,  her 
husband,  had  been  killed  on  his  rail- 
road job,  but  it  had  been  good  to 
know   that  he   went   to   be   with   the 


Lord,  for  he  was  a  Christian.  And  it 
had  not  been  easy  making  the  insur- 
ance money  do  while  she  put  young 
Joe  through  school. 

And  it  almost  killed  her  to  see  him 
go  into  the  army.  If  only  he  had  been 
a  Christian,  it  would  not  have  been 
so  hard.  But  he  was  not.  He  was  a 
good  boy,  a  bit  miscftievous,  and  lov- 
ing to  his  mother. 

But  he  was  unsaved. 

And  here  was  this  telegram! 

It  was  some  time  before  she  be- 
came even  vaguely  aware  that  some- 
one was  talking  to  her.  When  she 
looked  up,  she  saw  that  it  was  Nettie 
Swanson,  her  nearest  neighbor.  Nettie 
always  came  over  to  help  her  prepare 
the  traditional  Thanksgiving  dinner. 
She  had  been  over  the  previous  eve- 
ning to  help  make  the  dressing,  pre- 
pare sweet  potatoes,  and  the  like. 

"I  brought  your  mail,  Mary,"  she 
said,  "Jim  was  uptown.  He  got  it, 
seein'  as  there's  no  rural  delivery  to- 
day." 

Numbly,  Mary  stuck  the  mail  in 
her  big  apron  pocket. 

"Mary!"  Nettie  exclaimed,  "you've 
been  crying!" 

Mary  handed  her  the  telegram. 

Nettie  trembled  like  a  corn  tassel 
in  the  wind  after  she  had  read  the 
tragic  message.  She  said  nothing  to 
Mary.  She  could  not. 

While  they  were  yet  standing  out- 
side, the  first  guests  arrived. 

"Entertain  them  best  you  can,  Net- 
tie," Mary  managed  to  say,  as  she 
turned  toward  the  door.  "I've  got  to 
go  up  to  my  room  and  collect  myself." 

The  guests  were  all  jovial  as  they 
arrived.  To  most  of  them  it  was  the 
treat  of  the  year— ^his  annual 
Thanksgiving  affair  at  Mary  Turn- 
er's. But  as,  one  by  one,  Nettie  told 
them  the  bad  news,  they  sauntered 
into  the  parlor  and  talked  in  low 
whispers,  as  they  had  done  when  they 
came  for  big  Joe's  funeral. 

Nettie  and  some  of  the  women  set 
the  food  on  the  table.  Nettie  said  she 
thought    Mary    would    like    it    better 

PRAYER  TO  THE  GIVER 

Lord,  I  em  glad  for  the  great-  gift  of  living — 

Glad  for  Thy  days  of  sun  and  of  rain; 
Grateful    for    joy,    with    an    endless    thanks- 
giving, 
Grateful    for    laughter — and    grateful    for 
pain. 

Lord,  I  am  glad  for  the  young  April's  wonder. 

Glad  for  the  fullness  of  long  summer  days; 

And  now  when  the  spring  and  my  heart  are 

asunder. 

Lord,   I   give  thanks  for  the  dark  autumn 

ways. 

Sun,   bloom,    blossom,   O   Lord,    I    remember. 
The  day  of  the  spring  and  its  joy  I  recall; 
but  now  in  the  silence  and  pain  of  Novem- 
ber, 
Lord,  I  give  thanks  to  thee.  Giver  of  all! 
— Charles  Hanson  Towne. 


that  way,  than  if  they  would  neglect 
the  food  altogether.  It  was  two  o'clock 
before  they  gathered  at  the  table. 

Josiah  Horn,  the  deacon,  bowed  his 
head  for  the  prayer.  That,  too,  was 
traditional — he  asked  the  blessing 
every  Thanksgiving.  He  became  so 
engrossed  in  praying  for  Joe  that  he 
forgot  about  the  food.  He  prayed 
earnestly  for  Joe's  soul,  if  he  were 
still  alive. 

-  The  low  sobs  of  the  women  were 
audible   below   the   prayer. 

When  they  opened  their  moist  eyes 
after  the  prayer,  Mary  was  standing 
at  the  front  of  the  table — looking  at 
them,  smiling  at  them. 

They  began  offering  their  sympathy 
in  a  confusion  of  voices. 

But  Mary  held  up  her  hand  and 
silenced  them. 

"This  is  the  most  wonderful 
Thanksgiving  Day  of  my  life!"  she 
declared.  "I  got  a  telegram  from  the 
government  today  with  bad  news, 
but  Nettie  brought  me  the  mail,  and 
it  had  a  letter  from  Joe  in  it — written 
before  the  day  the  government  said 
he  was  missing  in  action." 

From   her   apron   pocket,   she    took 

out   a   V-mail  letter,   opened   it,   and 

read,   ",    .    .    and   Mom,   I   know   how 

happy  you  are  to  hear  about  it.  The 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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CHILDREM'i     P/tGE  Q 


MEMORY  GEM 
M.  0.  H.  CLUB 

A  MORNING  PRAYER 

Miss  Edna  Jean  Waller 
For  food  and  clothes  and  sleeping  beds 
We  bow  our  grateful  little  heads; 
For  love  and  lessons  and  for  play 
We  fold  our  hands,  our  thanks  to  say; 
For  sun  and  wind  and  sea  and  sky 
We  sing  thy  praise,  dear  God  on  high. 

A  BOY'S  RESOLVE 

I  will  not  speak  an  angry  word 
To  friends  so  kind  and  true; 

But  I  will  always  try  to  keep 
The  Golden  Rule  in  view. 

I  will  not  use  the  filthy  weed 

That  boys-  so  often  think 
Will  make  them  men;  I  fear  'twill  lead 

To  crave  the  drunkard's  drink. 

I  will  not  touch  the  drunkard's  cup, 

If  urged  by  friend — or  foe; 
But  will  in  every  time  and  place 

Firmly  answer — No! 

So  I  will  try  to  live  each  day, 

With  noble  aims  in  view, 
And  grow  to  be  a  sober,  manly  man, 

And  honest,  brave  and  true. 

— Selected. 


PROVING  HIS  THANKS 

A  wealthy  and  prominent  philan- 
thropist, walking  along  the  streets  of  a 
large  city  one  cold  Thanksgiving  Day, 
encountered  a  hungry  looking,  scant- 
ily clad  boy,  shiveringly  making  his 
way  as  close  to  the  building  as  pos- 
sible. He  was  trying  to  whistle.  It  was 
the  whistle  that  first  attracted  the 
gentleman's  notice. 

"Hello,  my  boy!"  he  said.  "You  must 
have  a  good  Thanksgiving  dinner  in 
view  to  be  able  to  whistle  so  cheerily 
on  such  a  cold  day." 

"No,  sir,"  came  the  reply  after  a  mo- 
ment's hesitation.  "I  guess  there  won't 
be  any  dinner  at  all  at  our  house. 
Mother's  in  the  hospital.  I've  just  come 
from  there  now.  I  was  just  whistling 
because  I'm  so  glad  she's  getting  bet- 
ter " 

"Well!  Well!  But  it's  rather  unfor- 
tunate not  to  have  any  dinner,  isn't 
it?  I  was  just  going  into  this  restau- 
rant to  have  my  dinner.  Come  along 
and  eat  with  me — my  treat,  you  know," 
he  added  with  a  twinkle.  "I  don't  like 
eating  alone." 

The  boy's  eyes  brightened  appreci- 
atively. "Thank  you,  sir!  I'll  be  glad 
to,"  he  said  simply,  and  in  a  short  time 
the  two  were  comfortably  seated  at  a 
restaurant  table,  where  a  generous 
turkey  dinner  and  all  that  goes  with 
it  was  ordered. 

The  boy  began  his  dinner  hesitating- 
ly, almost  reluctantly,  his  companion 
thought,  and  wondered  at  the  look  on 
the  thin,  boyish  face.  Then,  suddenly, 
the  face  was  lifted  questioningly  to  the 
older  one  opposite. 

"This  is  such  a  big  dinner,"  he  said, 
"about  twice  as  much  as  I  really  need. 


I  wonder  if  you — if  I  couldn't  save  half 
of  it  for  Tom.  I'm  afraid  he  wouldn't 
have  a  bite  till  his  mother  gets  home 
from  work  tonight.  Would  you  be  will- 
ing—" 

"Who  is  Tom?  interrupted  the  host. 

"He's  a  friend  of  mine.  He's  lame 
and  can't  get  out  to  earn  anything. 
Has  to  stay  alone  all  day  while  his 
mother  works.  You  won't  think  I  am 
not  thankful  to  you  if  I  save  half  the 
dinner  for  Tom,  will  you,  sir?  You  see, 
it  is  just  because  I  do  thank  you  so 
much  that  I  want  to  give  half  to  Tom 
— sort  of  proof,  you  know,  not  to  you, 
but  to  God.  It's  this  way,  you  see"  — 
straightening  suddenly  with  determi- 
nation to  make  his  meaning  clear — 
"I'm  sure  God  put  it  into  your  heart 
to  give  me  this  fine  dinner,  and  I  want 
to  show  Him  that  I  thank  Him  as  well 
as  you.  I  can  say  it  right  to  your  face, 
but  somehow —  it's  different  with  God, 
you  know,  and  anyway,  I  want  to 
prove  how  thankful  I  am.  Tom '11  thank 
God,  and  you,  too,  when  I  tell  him 
about  it." 

Are  many  of  us  as  ready  to  prove  our 
gratitude — back  our  verbal  thanksgiv- 
ings— with  willing  sacrifice? — F.  N.  M., 
in  Boy  Life. 


A  DEFINITION 

"That  was  a  good  answer  which 
was  given  at  a  Band  of  Hope  meeting, 
when  a  visitor  asked  the  question, 
'What  is  a  boy?' 

"A  little  fellow  started  from  his 
seat,  and  replied:  'A  boy,  sir,  is  the 
beginning  of  a  man.' 

"That  was  a  true  answer,  for  every 
man  was  once  a  boy.  Let  us  remem- 
ber that  what  a  boy  is  in  his  youth 


usually  decides  what  kind  of  man  he 
will  become. 

"So,  boys,  be  true,  be  honest,  kind, 
brave,  and  industrious  now,  and  then 
when  you  have  grown  to  be  men  you 
will  be  the  kind  of  men  that  our 
country  needs." — Apples  of  Gold. 


Here  is  little  Alda  Walker,  the  Edi- 
tor's namesake.  She  is  the  little 
daughter  of  Rev.  and  Mrs.  P.  R.  Walker 
of  Claysburg,  Pennsylvania.  I  think 
she'll  be  joining  the  M.O.H.  club  soon. 


SEEING  ES  BELIEVING 

A  little  girl  of  nine  summers  came 
to  ask  her  pastor  about  joining  the 
church.  She  had  been  a  Christian  for 
several  months,  had  been  properly 
taught,  and  answered  the  usual  ques- 
tions promptly.  At  last  the  pastor 
said : 

"Nellie,  does  your  father  know  you 
are  a  Christian?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Have  you  told  him?" 

"No,  sir." 

"How,  then,  does  he  know?" 

"He  sees." 

"Sees  what?" 

"Sees  I  am  a  Christian,  sir." 

"How  does  he  see  that?" 

"Sees  I  am  a  better  girl." 

"What  else  does  he  see?" 

"Sees  I  love  to  read  my  Bible  and 
to  pray." 

"Then  you  think  he  sees  you  are 
a  Christian?" 

"I  know  he  does;  he  can't  help  it," 
and  with  a  modest,  happy  boldness 
she  knew  she  was  a  Christian  and  he 
could  not  help  seeing  it  in  her  life. 
Is  not  such  the  privilege  of  all  God's 
people,  to  be  sure  that  others  see  that 
they  are  following  Christ? — Sel. 

BEAUTIFUL  HANDS 

"Oh,  Miss  Roberts!  what  coarse- 
looking  hands  Mary  Jessup  has!" 
said  Daisy  Marvin,  as  she  walked 
home   from  school  with  her  teacher. 

"In  my  opinion,  Daisy,  Mary's  hands 
are  the  prettiest  in  the  class." 

"Why,  Miss  Roberts,  they  are  as 
red  and  hard  as  they  can  be.  How 
they  would  look  if  she  were  to  try 
to  play  on  a  piano!"  exclaimed  Daisy. 

Miss  Roberts  took  Daisy's  hands  in 
hers,  and  said,  "Your  hands  are  very 
soft  and  white,  Daisy — just  the  hands 
to  look  beautiful  on  a  piano;  yet  they 
lack  one  beauty  that  Mary's  hands 
have.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  the  differ- 
ence is?" 

"Yes,    please,    Miss    Roberts." 

"Well,  Daisy,  Mary's  hands  are  al- 
ways busy.  They  wash  dishes;  they 
make  fires;  they  hang  -out  clothes, 
and  help  to  wash  them,  too;  they 
sweep,  and  dust  and  sew;  they  are 
always  trying  to  help  her  poor,  hard- 
working mother. 

"Besides,  they  wash  and  dress  the 
children;  they  mend  their  toys  and 
dress  their  dolls;  yet,  they  find  time 
to  bathe  the  head  of  the  little  girl 
who  is  so  sick  in  the  next  house  of 
theirs. 

"They  are  full  of  good  deeds  to 
every  living  thing.  I  have  seen  them 
patting  the  tired  horse  and  the  lame 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE 


A  PRAYER 

For  Thy  watchful  care,  O  loving  and  ador- 
able God,  I  lift  my  heart  in  thanksgiving 
and  praise.  Thou  art  the  Good  Shepherd  of 
Thy  people,  and  though  they  be  so  many,  not 
one  of  them  escapes  the  guardianship  of  Thy 
love.  If  any  fall  behind,  or  are  threatened  by 
hidden  foes,  Thou  art  there  with  deliverance. 
iThou  bearest  the  lambs  of  the  flock  in  Thy 
bosom  and  nothing  in  heaven  or  on  earth 
can  pluck  them  from  the  arms  that  enfold 
them. 

Help  me,  O  Father,  to  commit  myself  truly 
to  Thy  keeping  and  to  be  unafraid.  When  I 
feel  myself  lost  in  the  multitude,  or  forgotten 
in  gray  days,  or  fearful  in  the  time  of  stress, 
help  me  to  remember  that  I  am  sheltered 
and  kept  by  Thee.  O  Good  Shepherd  of  my 
soul,  give  me  joy  to  follow  Thee  and  be  at 
peace.    Through  Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord.  Amen. 

BE    IT    EVER   SO    HUMBLE 
By  Bessie  Jones  Winferberg 

Hank,  come  here  quick!"  Julie  cried 
in  desperation  as  she  searched  vainly 
for  some  flat  surface  where  she  could 
set  the  smoking  skillet  before  the 
heat  from  the  handle  came  through 
the  fiimsy  hot-pad  and  burned  her 
fingers.  That  was  the  trouble  with 
trailer  houses,  she  reflected;  there 
was  never  enough  space  for  all  the 
utensils  that  meal  preparation  re- 
quired. 

"Having  troubles,  Honey?"  Hank  in- 
quired, as  he  lazily  lifted  his  long 
frame  from  the  hard  studio  couch 
which  also  served  for  their  bed,  and 
came  forward  to  assist  her,  the  wirey 
ends  of  his  red  hair  brushing  against 
the  ceiling  of  the  trailer  as  he  walked. 

"Trouble,  spelled  with  a  capital 
'T'!"  she  replied,  her  forced  smile 
struggling  bravely  to  be  natural.  "Will 
you  move  that  bowl  of  potatoes  so 
that  I  can  set  this  heavy  skillet  down? 
And  I  think  you'd  better  look  at  that 
hot  plate.  The  current  seems  to  be 
so  irregular  tonight." 

Hank  bent  obediently  over  "Chief 
Irritation"  as  they  had  jokingly  chris- 
tened the  hot  plate  which  always 
worked  perfectly,  except  when  needed 
at  meal  time,  while  Julie  finished 
putting  the  belated  meal  on  the  nar- 
row drop  leaf  table. 

"Oh,  for  a  house  with  some  good 
old-fashioned  elbow  room,"  she  sighed 


Dedicated  to  our  little  families  who  are 
sacrificing  the  comforts  of  home  life  in  order 
to  obtain  an  education.  God  bless  them  and 
give  them  grace  to  overcome. 

to  herself.  She  had  particularly  want- 
ed the  dinner  this  evening  to  be  an 
especially  nice  one,  because  in  a  way 
it  was  an  anniversary  of  theirs.  It 
had  been  just  six  months  ago  that 
Hank  had  received  his  discharge  from 
the  army,  and  the  glow  of  the  memo- 
ry of  that  day  was  sciil  vary  vivid  in 
her  mind.  She  recalled  with  pleasure 
how  thrilled  she'd  been  when  Hank 
had  told  her  of  his  decision  to  enroll 
ior  the  summer  term  at  Peoria  Col- 
lege, a  small  Christian  school  about 
a  hundred  miles  from  their  own  home 
town.  And  when  he  had  given  her 
the  choice  of  remaining  at  her  par- 
ents' home  and  seeing  him  only  on 
week  ends  or  living  with  him  near  the 
college  in  a  trailer  house,  she  had 
been  strictly  "thumbs  up"  for  the 
trailer  idea.  Only — she  had  not 
known  it  would  be  like  this,  the 
stifling,-  cramped  feeling  that  in- 
creased with  the  intensity  of  the 
scorching  mid-August  heat,  the  utili- 
ties that  never  worked,  the  two-by- 
four  front  yard  which  was  alternate- 
ly a  muddy  sink-hole  or  a  dusty  sun- 
baked clay  flat  depending  on  which 
of  the  elements  held  sway  over  it. 

For  Hank's  sake  she  attempted  to 
bear  it,  because  it  was  necessary  in 
his  attempt  to  finish  his  education, 
but  during  the  long  lonely  days  while 
he  was  away,  she  poured  over  maga- 
zines full  of  pictures  and  articles 
on  home  construction,  interior  deco- 
ration, and  remodeling,  and  dreamed 
of  the  day  when  they  could  move 
into  a  real  home  of  their  own. 

"There,  I  guess  everything  is 
ready!"  She  stood  back  to  survey  the 
effects  of  the  table  arrangement.  The 
soft  glow  of  the  candles  was  kind 
for  it  refused  to  reveal  the  faded 
dinginess  of  the  tablecloth  and  the 
permanent  rust  stains  on  the  cheap 
and  badly-worn  silverware,  but  it  did 


fall  with  full  radiance  on  the  tiny 
bouquet  of  flowers  and  gave  the  pars- 
ley-decorated steak  a  fresh,  invigorat- 
ing look. 

"Everything  looks  so  pretty,  Julie,' 
Hank  smiled  appreciative!;'  as  he  at- 
tempted to  maneuver  his  long  legs 
into  a  comfortable  position  between 
the  small  chair  and  the  supporting 
base  of  the  table.  "What  is  this — an 
anniversary?" 

"Uh-huh,  don't  you  remember?  A 
six-months   one!" 

He  looked  blank  for  a  moment. 
Then,  "Oh,  yes,  my  discharge,  you 
mean?  Has  it  really  been  six  months, 
Julie?  Tne  time  goes  so  fast  that  it 
just  doesn't  seem  possible." 

Julie  sighed,  her  small  elfin-shaped 
face  resting  heavily  in  the  palm  of 
her  hand.  'To  me,  it  seems  like  we've 
been  living  in  this  dreadful  old  trailer 
for  years  and  years." 

As  soon  as  the  words  were  spoken, 
she  was  instantly  sorry.  She  hadn't 
meant  to  complain  for  Hank  had 
enough  problems  on  his  mind  without 
her  adding  her  own  load  of  discon- 
tent. 

There  was  a  grave  expression  in 
Hank's  eyes  as  he  regarded  her.  "Ju- 
lie, what  would  you  say  if  I  told  you 
we  had  a  chance  to  move  into  a 
house?" 

"A  house?"  He  might  have  been 
offering  her  a  fabulous  fortune,  judg- 
ing from  the  joyous  hope  that  sprang 
into  her  face. 

"Oh,  Hank,  where?  Do  you  mean 
— really?  Why  haven't  you  told  me 
before?" 

He  smiled  at  her  enthusiasm.  "I 
didn't  know  about  it  until  today.  You 
remember  Mrs.  Dorsey,  the  widow, 
wno  hired  me  to  do  some  repair  work 
for  her  when  we  first  came?" 

"Yes?"    breathlessly. 

"Well,  she's  decided  to  spend  the 
winter  with  one  of  her  daughters  in 
the  South,  and  she's  giving  us  first 
chance  to  rent  her  house." 

"Oh,  how  perfectly  wonderful! 
When  can  we  move?" 

"About  the  middle  of  September, 
just  when  the  fall  term  begins." 

"But  what  will  we  do  with  the  trail- 
er?" Julie's  spirits  sank  again.  After 
all  the  bulk  of  their  savings  had  gone 
into  its  purchase. 

"Don't  worry  about  that,"  Hank  re- 
plied. "According  to  the  flood  of  ap- 
plications which  have  been  coming 
in,  this  year's  enrollment  will  be  the 
largest  in  the  school's  history,  and 
the  majority  of  the  students  are  going 
to  be  G.  I.'s  with  wives  and  children. 
I  think  we  could  rent  the  trailer  for 
the  same  amount  we  will  have  to 
pay  for  rent  on  the  house." 

"Did  you  tell  her  definitely  that  we 
would  take  it?"  inquired  Julie 
anxiously. 

"No,  I  wanted  to  see  what  you  said, 
first.  There  are  a  few  drawbacks,  too, 
you  know.  We  would  have  to  buy 
furniture,  and  it  is  a  long  way  from 
the  college.  I  would  have  to  walk  it, 
I  suppose." 

(Continued  on  page  18) 
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THE    FIRESIDE    UNIVERSITY 


Memory  Training  for  Christian  Service 

By  Newman  Watts,  Worthing,  Sussex,  England 


"I  have  such  a  poor  memory"  is  no 
excuse  for  forgetting,  and  certainly  no 
excuse  for  evading  responsibility  in 
Christian  service.  If  your  memory  is 
poor,  it  is  only  because  you  have  al- 
lowed it  to  remain  poor.  Memory,  like 
a  muscle,  develops  with  use,  and  your 
memory  would  be  good  if  you  had  not 
neglected  its  training,  and  can  be 
made  good  if  only  you  will  put  it 
through  its  traces. 

Do  you  want  to  be  able  to  memorize 
your  Bible  so  that  you  can  repeat  pas- 
sages without  difficulty  and  say  wnere 
they  are  to  be  found  without  hesita- 
tion? Do  you  really  desire  to  be  able  to 
recall  the  sermons  and  addresses 
to  which  you  listen,  and  remember 
the  Bible  studies  and  conference  ad- 
dresses you  hear?  The  following 
points  will  help  you: 
How  interest  and  Concentration 
Help 

1.  Interest.  A  village  girl  was  abso- 
lutely stupid  at  school.  She  simply 
could  not  remember  any  of  her  les- 
sons, and  lelt  school  ao  sixteen  years 
of  age  a  complete  failure.  There  was 
nothing  wrong  with  her  memory; 
she  was  simply  not  interested  in  les- 
sons. When  she  grew  up  and  married, 
she  had  no  difficulty  in  remembering 
the  slightest  details  concerning  her 
home  and  children.  That  was  where 
her  whole  interest  was  centered,  "you 
say  you  are  interested  in  Bible  mas- 
tery, but  is  your  interest  keen  enough? 
Nothing  less  than  zeal,  enthusiasm, 
passion  will  enable  the  mind  to  memo- 
rize vast  stores  of  knowledge  in  any 
realm.  Stimulate,  enliven,  increase 
your  interest,  and  your  memory  will 
be  sharpened  as  a  result. 

2.  Concentration.  This,  too,  is  a  self- 
evident  necessity  when  endeavoring 
to  commit  anything  to  memory.  A 
good  practice  is  to  read  some  really 
difficult  book.  Milton's  Paradise  Lost 
or  Butler's  Analogy  are  good  for  this 
purpose.  J.  N.  Darby  also  has  pro- 
vided heavy,  deep,  involved  reading. 
Take  a  paragraph  and  concentrate 
on  it,  not  allowing  the  mind  to  wan- 
der until  you  have  mastered  its  con- 
tent. 
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Value  of  Observation,  Imagery  and 

Association 

3.  Observation.  Stand  in  front  of 
a  shop  window  for  three  minutes  and 
then  see  how  many  articles  you  can 
remember.  When  you  get  home  from 
a  meeting  where  yOu  know  most  of 
the  people,  see  if  you  can  remember 
all  their  names  and  where  they  sat. 
Look  through  your  morning  paper, 
read  the  headlines,  then  turn  it  over 
and  try  to  make  a  list  of  them.  Train 
your  mind  to  look  and  remember. 

4.  Imagery.  Some  memory  experts 
make  a  lot  of  this.  They  advise  that 
you  should  convert  all  ideas  into  pic- 
tures. I  believe  it  is  best  to  make  use 
of  all  methods,  so  that  you  do  not 
have  to  learn  another  science  before 
you  can  remember  anything.  To 
think  in  pictures  and  identify  ideas 
by  pictures  is,  however,  a  very  valu- 
able and  effective  means  of  memo- 
rizing. Go  through  the  Gospel  of 
John,  or  one  of  the  Old  Testament 
prophets,  and  make  the  incidents 
and  allusions,  the  figures  and  similes, 
live  before  your  mind  as  in  a  moving 
picture  or  set  of  tableaux. 

5.  Association.  Have  you  ever  played 
that  party  game,  "I'm  going  to  have 
a  party  and  I'm  going  to  invite  .  .  ."? 
That  tests  the  memory  by  association. 
Each  person  names  his  choice  and 
you  associate  the  choice  with  the  per- 
son and  surprise  yourself  by  now 
many  you  can  remember.  Association 
is  a  great  aid  to  the  memory.  It  is 
much  easier  to  remember  the  con- 
tents of  Psalms  22,  23  and  24  if  you 
associate  them  under  the  titles — 
Cross,  Crook,  Crown.  Psalms  90  and 
91  are  easily  remembered  if  you  note 
that  the  first  verse  of  each  contains 
the  same  ideas  and  that  both  were 
probably  written  by  Moses.  Psalms  14 
and  53  are  the  same.  Associate  them 
and  you  easily  remember  them.  Com- 
parison and  contrast,  similarity  and 
opposition,  cause  and  effect,  place 
and  sound,  all  kinds  of  association 
can  be  thought  of  and  used. 

6.  Understanding.  If  your  mind  is 
uncertain,  perplexed,  muddled,  about 
an  idea,  you  will  never  remember  it. 
A  clear  conception,  a  perfect  under- 


standing of  the  matter  enables  yoi 
to  recall  it.  Therefore,  if  you  want  tc 
remember  a  point,  think  around  i 
until  your  mind  is  quite  clear  as  tc 
its  meaning  and  significance,  anc 
then  you  will  more  readily  retain  ii 
in  your  memory. 

7.  Analysis.  Allied  to  this  is  the 
necessity  of  analysis.  If  you  want  tc 
remember  the  contents  of  a  certair 
psalm  or  chapter,  for  instance,  cut  ii 
up  into  its  natural  divisions,  analyze 
it,  see  it  in  its  parts  and  then  as  a 
whole,  and  the  memory  will  have 
grasped  it  so  that  you  can  recall  ii 
when  you  so  desire. 

(To  be  continued) 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Please  enroll  me  as  a  student  oi 
your  Fireside  University.  I  think  it 
will  be  a  grand  institution  and  hope 
you  will  have  many  students. 

Here  are  two  books  I  have  recently 
read:  In  His  Steps,  by  Charles  M 
Sheldon,  price  $1.00;  and  All  Things 
Neiv,  by  Ann  Harvey,  price  $1.25.  They 
are  both  good  and  will  inspire  the 
reader  to  seek  a  closer  walk  with  God 

All  Things  Neio  helps  us  to  see  our 
need  of  living  close  to  God  so  that 
we  may  help  others  to  find  Him. 

May  God  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison. 
You  have  been  a  great  blessing  to 
me.  Please  don't  change  the  Lighted 
Pathway  unless  you  add  more  heart 
touching  stories  and  messages.  Today 
young  people  will  read  a  story  and 
if  it  has  a  heart-gripping  message,  it 
may  reach  hearts  that  otherwise 
would  never  be  reached  by  the  church. 
Again,  may  God  richly  bless  you.- — 
Mrs.  Wiley  Peters,  Rt.  1,  Social  Circle, 
Ga. 


CHKIST    AND    HUMAN    SUFFER- 
ING 
By  E.  Stanley  Jones 

E.  Stanley  Jones,  a  man  who  knows 
suffering  in  his  own  experience  and 
in  that  of  those  with  whom  he  has 
associated,  deals  with  the  issues  of 
sorrow,  disappointment,  and  other 
trying  problems  in  the  course  of  hu- 
man experience.  This  book  will  be 
especially  helpful  to  those  who  have 
become  a  victim  of  despair,  pain,  and 
distress.  When  one  reads  this  book 
he  feels  like  crying  aloud,  "I  know 
that  my  Savior  liveth."  Price  $1.50. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


BEHOLD    THE    BIRDS 

Kattie  L.  Brackett 

"Behold  the  birds."  Do  you  know 
'ho  said  these  words?  It  was  Jesus 
[imself.  Just  what  did  Jesus  mean? 
'he  dictionary  tells  us  that  "to  be- 
old"  means  "to  fix  your  minds  up- 
n."  So  you  see,  when  Jesus  told  us 
d  "behold  the  birds,"  He  did  not 
lean  that  we  were  just  to  look  at 
hem.  He  meant  that  we  should 
link   about   them,   and   study   them. 

There  are  two  ways  in  which  we 
lay  study  them:  We  may  learn  their 
ames,  their  colors,  their  songs,  and 
leir  habits;  or  we  may  seek  to  learn 
ie  many  lessons  which  the  birds  are 
ble  to  teach  us — lessons  about  the 
rod  who  created  them,  and  the  way 
i  which  He  wishes  us  to  live. 

A  number  of  years  ago,  I  was 
)rced,  because  of  illness,  to  give  up 
ly  work.  For  four  years,  I  wandered 
irough  field  and  forest,  seeking  to 
;gain  my  health.  During  those  years, 

beheld  the  birds — learning  their 
mgs,  their  colors,  and  their  habits; 
nd  also  learning  many  beautiful 
issons. 

The  first  lesson  which  I  learned 
:om  them  was  the  lesson  of 
rod's  nearness.  As  I  watched 
lem  hopping  or  flying  about, 
nd  admired  their  beautiful 
olors,  I  felt  that  God  must 
e  close  beside  me  in  this 
eautiful  world  which  He  has 
reated.  Often,  I  stood  out- 
f-doors  in  the  early  evening, 
ith  the  dusk  closing  in 
bout  me,  and  listened  to  the 
leepy  twittering  of  the  birds. 
.t  such  times,  I  felt  that 
rod's  love  and  peace  enfolded 
ie,  shutting  out  the  cares 
nd  trials  and  sorrows  of  the 
rorld.  When  I  wakened  in 
ie  early  morning,  and  heard 
bat  most  wonderful  of  all 
lusic — the  bird's  morning 
ong  of  praise — I  felt  that  God 
ras  near  my  side,  and  that 
could  place  my  hand  in  His, 
nd  ask  Him  to  guard  and 
uide  me  through  the  day. 

I  also  learned  from  my 
sathered  friends  of  a  heav- 
nly  Father's  care.  I  saw  how 
[e  guided  them  from  the  cold 
forthland  to  their  winter 
ome  in  the  Southland;  how 
fe  taught  th#n  to  build  their  nests, 
nd  care  for  their  baby  birds;  how 
[e  helped  them  to  escape  from  the 
lany  dangers  which  threaten  them. 
■  or  was  this  all. 

One  day,  as  I  walked  through  our 
larshland,  I  noticed  a  bright  splash 
f  color  in  a  cluster  of  bushes.  Pausing 
3  investigate,  I  found  that  it  was 
Ir.  Grosbeak  sitting  upon  his  nest, 
ow,  if  it  had  not  been  for  Mr.  Gros- 
eak's  bright  feathers,  I  should  never 
ave  found  that  nest,  for  it  was  well 
oncealed.  As  I  began  to  realize  this, 


I  knew  that  I  had  at  least  found  the 
answer  to  a  question  which  I  had 
long  pondered — Why  did  God  dress 
the  mother  birds  in  plain  clothing 
instead  of  dressing  them  in  gay 
clothes  like  the  father  birds?  The  an- 
swer was  now  quite  plain.  If  the 
mother  bird  wore  bright  colors,  all 
her  enemies  could  see  her  when  she 
was  sitting  upon  her  nest.  As  I 
thought  about  this;  I  realized  that 
God  cares  for  even  the  smallest  detail 
of  a  bird's  life. 

Jesus  taught  this  same  lesson  when 
He  said  that  not  even  a  sparrow 
could  fall  to  the  ground  without  God's 
knowing  all  about  it.  He  said  that 
since  this  is  true,  we  never  need  to 
fear,  for  in  God's  sight,  we  are  of 
more  value  than  many  sparrows. 

In  another  verse,  He  tells  us  that 
the  birds  do  not  worry  about  what 
they  are  going  to  eat  or  wear;  and 
we  do  not  need  to  either.  He  said: 
"Therefore  take  no  thought,  saying, 
What  shall  we  eat?  or,  What  shall 
we  drink?  or,  Wherewithal  shall  we 
be  clothed?  for,  your  heavenly  Father 
knoweth  that  ye  have  need  of  all 
these    things.   But   ssek    ye    first   the 


THE   ANSWER 

Georgia    L.    McCallister 

Just  a  friendly  voice  to  cheer  me; 
Just  a  light  to  guide  me  on; 
Just  a    hand   to  hold   and   lead   me 
When   the  way  has  weary  grown. 

Jesus  says,   "I    will   cheer   and   comfort," 
Also,  "I   am  the  way  and   light." 
Jesus  says,  "I  will  uphold  and  guide  thee, 
"I  am  the  way  of  truth  and  right." 


kingdom  of  God,  and  His  righteous- 
ness; and  all  these  things  shall  be 
added  unto  you."  He  meant  that  we 
never  need  to  worry  about  anything, 
if  we  only  put  God  first  in  our  lives. 
If  we  trust  Him;  love  Him  better  than 
anything  else  or  anybody  else;  and 
try  in  everything  we  do  to  please 
Him,  He  will  take  care  of  us  and  give 
us  everything  that  we  need. 

Some  people  think  tnat  God  does 
not  care  for  them  because  He  allows 
trials,  temptations,  sickness,  sorrow, 
and  disappointments  to  come  into 
their  lives.  There  is  a  very  beautiful 
verse  in  the  Bible  which  shows  us 
that  this  is  not  true.  The  verse  tells 
about  a  mother  eagle  who  is  teaching 
her  little  eaglets  how  to  fly.  The 
eagle's  nest  is  built  on  a  high  rocky 
ledge.  If  the  little  eaglets  should  fall 
from  this  ledge,  they  would  be  killed 
on  the  jagged  rocks  beneath;  yet 
when  it  is  time  for  them  to  learn  to 
fly,  the  mother  eagle  herself  pushes 
them  from  the  ledge.  She  does  not 
let  them  fall  to  the  rocks  however. 
Instead,  she  dives  swiftly  beneath 
them,  and  catching  them  on  her 
broad  back,  carries  them  safely  back 
to  the  nest.  The  Bible  tells 
us  that  God  takes  care  of  us 
in  just  the  same  way  that 
this  eagle  cares  for  her  ea- 
glets. Why  does  she  push  her 
babies  from  the  ledge?  So 
that  their  wings  will  become 
strong.  Why  does  God  send 
us  trials,  and  sorrows,  and 
temptations,  and  disappoint- 
ments? For  the  very  same 
reason:  so  that  we  may  be- 
come strong  Christians.  With- 
out them,  our  Christian  life 
would  be  weak,  and  we  would 
be  of  little  use  as  soldiers  of 
Christ.  So  He  sends  the  trials; 
but,  like  the  eagle,  He  keeps 
them  from  doing  us  any  real 
harm.  He  is  always  close  to 
our  side,  helping  us  to  bear 
these  trials  which  He  must 
send.  We  have  only  to  turn 
to  Him  in  prayer,  and  we 
will  quickly  receive  His  help. 
The  Bible  teaches  us  an- 
other very  beautiful  lesson 
from  the  eagle:  You  know 
how  strong  an  eagle's  wings 
are.  He  can  mount  up  high 
in  the  air — higher  than  any  other 
bird — even  when  he  is  carrying  some- 
thing heavy  in  his  talons.  The  Bible 
tells  us  that  if  we  love  and  trust  Je- 
sus, and  stay  close  to  Him  in  prayer, 
our  souls  will  be  strong  like  the  eagle's 
wings.  When  sickness  or  suffering  or 
sorrow  or  trials  or  even  death  come 
into  our  lives,  they  will  not  crush  us, 
because  we  will  be  strong  and  able 
to  bear  them.  We  will  have  happiness 
and  peace  whatever  happens  to  us, 
because  we  will  be  happy  in  Jesus,  and 
filled  with  His  peace  and  comfort. 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Counting  Their 


It  was  the  day  before  Thanksgiving. 
In  her  tiny  kitchen,  pretty  little  Mar- 
garet Lane  was  preparing  a  Thanks- 
giving dinner,  the  first  one  in  the 
pretty  home  over  which  she  had  come 
to  preside  but  a  short  six  months 
before. 

The  turkey  was  already  in  the  bak- 
er, and  her  nimble  fingers  were  busy 
fashioning  a  plum  pudding. 

Her  heart  was  so  light  that  almost 
unconsciously  she  burst  into  song. 
The  room  was  small  and  the  day 
warm,  so  she  had  left  the  door  partly 
open,  and  her  sweet  voice  floated  out 
into  the  street. 

A  man  passing  by  paused  to  listen: 

"When   upon   life's  billoivs 

You  are  tempest  tossed, 
When  you  are  discouraged, 

Thinking   all   is   lost, 
Count  your  many  blessmgs, 

Name  them  one  by  one, 
And  it  will  surprise  you 

What  the  Lord  has  done." 

The  man  passed  on,  but  the  words 
seemed  to  ring  in  his  ears.  A  cynical 
smile  curled  his  lips.  "Count  your 
blessings,  indeed,"  he  muttered:  "I 
wonder  what  they  are.  I  presume  that 
little  singer  back  there  would  say  my 
wealth,  but  it  has  never  brought  me 
one  happy  moment,  not  one." 

Then,  in  some  way,  it  seemed  to  him 
that  pages  of  his  life  swept  back,  and 
he  saw  again  a  fair  face  bend  above 
him,  a  face  so  pure  it  might  have  been 
an  angel's.  His  whole  life  had  been 
softened  by  her  influence.  Surely,  he 
must  count  the  memory  of  a  Christian 
mother  among  his  blessings. 

There  was  another,  too.  Away  back 
in  his  younger  days,  he  had  named 
the  sweet  name  wife,  and  a  tiny 
daughter  nestled  in  his  arms.  But 
not  for  long.  God  took  them  from  the 
sorrow  here  to  the  joy  over  there. 
Yet  the  happiness  01  those  short 
months  was  very  dear  to  him. 

His  face  grew  thoughtful.  Was  it 
not  a  blessing  to  have  such  treasures 
in  heaven?  Tears  came  to  his  eyes 
that  had  long  been  strangers  to  them, 
as  the  meaning  of  the  song  seemed 
to  be  brought  to  him.  He  said:  "I  will 


arise  and  go  to  my  Father." 
And  Margaret  sang  on: 

"Are  you  ever  burdened 

With  a  load  of  care? 
Does   the   cross   seem   heavy 

You  are  called  to  bear? 
Count  your  many  blessings, 

Every   doubt  will  fly 
And  you  ivill  be  singing 

As   the  days  go  by." 

The  woman  across  the  street  shut 
her  door  with  a  slam.  "Little  she 
knows  about  it.  Wait  until  she  has  to 
work  as  I  do,  and  she  won't  find  time 
to  sing  or  count  her  blessings  either." 

But  the  words  of  the  song  were 
with  her.  Burdened  she  surely  was, 
for  her  health  was  not  very  good, 
and  there  were  three  little  ones  to  do 
for,  and  yet — "Count  your  many 
blessings,  name  them  one  by  one." 
The  words  came  to  her  in  spite  of 
the  closed  door,  and  she  smiled  grim- 
ly as  she  thought:  "Tom  is  well  and 
has  plenty  of  work:  this  is  one,  I 
suppose;  and  he  does  not  spend  his 
money  for  strong  drink  as  some  do. 
Then  our  home  is  paid  for,  and  the 
children  are  well  and  good  to  heip 
me.  A  look  of  surprise  came  to  her 
face,  and  she  wondered  if  there  was 
so  much  for  her  to  be  unthankful 
for,  after  all.  The  words  of  the  song 
held  a  new  meaning  for  her,  and 
she  found  herself  trying  to  hum  the 
air  as  she  went  about  doing  her  many 
tasks. 

"When  you  look  at  others 

With  their  lands  and  gold, 
Think   that   Christ   has   promised 
you 

His  wealth  untold, 
Count   your   many   blessings 

Money  cannot   buy — 
Your   reward   in    heaven, 

Nor  your  home  on   high." 

A  young  girl  heard  the  words  as 
she  hurried  to  school.  "I  believe  I 
needed  just  those  words  to  set  me 
right,"  she  thought.  "I  am  afraid  I 
was  envious  this  morning  because 
Mabel  had  such  a  beautiful  new  suit 
and  I  must  wear  my  old  one.  I  was 
cross  about  it,  too,  and  it  will  worry 


Mother,  for  she  is  doing  all  she  car 
for  me,  and — ."  Her  face  paled  as  shi 
thought:  "Mabel  has  no  mother;  I'n 
sure  she  would  be  willing  to  wear  ol< 
clothes  if  she  could  only  have  he 
dear  mother.  What  would  I  care  fo: 
money  without  my  mother  to  shari 
it?  I  will  never  worry  her  again 
never;  and  I  will  tell  her  so  at  noon 
too,"  and  she  passed  into  the  school 
room. 

"So   amid   the  conflict, 

Whether  great  or  small, 
Do  not  be  discouraged — 

God  is  over  all; 
Count  your  many  blessings, 

Angels  will  attend, 
Help   and   comfort  give  you 

To  your  journey's  end." 

"It  will  not  be  long,  either,"  mur 
mured  a  poor  old  woman,  as  she  toilet 
painfully  along.  "The  end  is  not  fa 
off,  and  my  greatest  blessing  is  tha 
it  is  so.  I  was  feeling  discourage 
this  morning  to  think  that  my  Maste 
kept  me  waiting  so  long,  but  He  know 
best.  Aye,  He  will  help  and  comfor 
me  to  the  end.  I  am  glad  I  heard  th 
singer;  God  bless  her!" 

The  pudding  was  finished,  and  s 
was  the  song,  and  Margaret,  with  i 
light  heart,  began  putting  the  littl 
kitchen  to  right,  not  knowing  tha 
while  she  sang,  four  souls  had  bee; 
brought  nearer  to  their  Maker,  an 
that  on  the  morrow  each  would  re 
turn  thanks  for  blessings  overlooke 
in  the  hurry  of  the  world  until 
song,  heard  by  chance,  set  them  righl 

Was  it  really  chance  or  a  part  o 
God's  divine  plan?  Who  can  say?- 
Michigan    Christian   Advocate. 


THANKSGIVING 


For  the  blessings  of  the  year  we  bless  Thee, 

Our   God,    our   fathers'   God; 
For   Thy    goodness    to    our    land    and    nation. 

And    all   the   earth    abroad. 

For   the   fullness  of   the    barn    and    storehouse. 

For    all    the   earth's    increase, 
For   the   riches   of  our  toil   and   commerce. 

For  wealth   and   health   and   peace. 

For  the  loved  ones  that  are  still  beside  us, 

The  griefs  that  did  not  come, 
For  the   grateful   hearts  that  rise  to  bless  Thee 

From  every  hearth  and   home. 


For  the  falling   of   the  showers  of   blessing 

On    many   a   heathen    land. 
For  the  mighty  Pentecostal   baptism 

On    many    a    holy    band. 

For  the  footprints  of  Thy  mighty  Presence 

In  all   the  earth   abroad. 
For   the   signals  of  Thy   speedy   coming. 

Our    Savior    and    our    God. 

For  the  blessings  of  the  year  we  bless  Thee, 

And    on    Thine    altar    lay 
All  our   hearts   in    loving,    living   service, 

This  glad  Thanksgiving    Day!       — Anon. 
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The  Lighted  Pathwa 


betters  of  Gfppr eolation 


LETTERS     IN     ANSWER     TO     QUESTION, 

"WHAT    I    WOULD    DO    IP    I    WERE    EDITOR 

OP    THE    LIGHTED    PATHWAY" 

We  are  publishing  these  letters  lor  the 
same  reason  that  the  ones  conducting  a  radio 
broadcast  read  the  letters  about  the  pro- 
grams they  are  carrying  on.  They  want  to 
let  the  public  know  that  their  program,  is 
being  a  blessing.  This  is  our  reason  for  pub- 
lishing the  letters  and  we  feel  it  should 
stimulate  a  desire  in  you  to  get  the  paper 
to  as  many  needy  souls  as  possible.  How 
about  sending  us  a  number  of  subscriptions 
for  your  friends. 

Also,  we  have  a  number  of  bound  Lighted 
Pathway  books  which  are  $1.25  each.  You 
will  prize  these  highly  down  through  the 
years,  and  they  will  also  make  wonderful 
Christmas   gifts. — Ed. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison : 

It  was  while  taking  basic  training  in  the 
army  in  a  southern  camp  that  I  came  in  con- 
tact with  the  Lighted  Pathway,  your  young 
people's  paper.  My  interest  was  so  absorbed  in 
the  paper,  and  the  poems,  articles,  and  Bible 
lessons  were  such  spiritual  food  to  my  soul 
during  hard  days  of  basic  training,  that  I 
can  never  forget  the  comfort  and  consolation 
it  was  to  read  the  paper  when  I  could  not 
attend  church.  Since  I  came  in  contact  with 
the  first  copy  in  1943,  I  have  received  and 
read  nearly  every  word  in  all  succeeding 
copies.  I  have  on  file  nearly  all  the  papers 
of  the  last  five  years.  I  treasure  them  dearly, 
for  they  contain  a  source  of  spiritual  blessings, 
and  will  continue  to  do  so  in  years  to  come. 

I  have  no  suggestion  as  to  a  change  or 
improvement  in  the  paper,  and  am  praying 
it  will  continue  to  be  a  blessing  to  thousands. 
— Talmadge  F.  McNabb,  Southwestern  Bible 
Institute,  Seminary  and  College,  Waxahachie, 
Tex. 

Dear    Sister   Harrison : 

Enclosed  is  a  money  order  for  $1.50  to  help 
publish  your  book  of  Editor's  Messages.  I 
can't  express  how  much  the  Lighted  Pathway 
has  done  for  me.  It  has  brought  me  closer 
to  the  Lord  because  I  have  been  reading  the 
Bible  more,  and  what  a  blessing  I  receive 
when  I  do  so.  Keep  giving  us  those  wonderful 
messages.  God  bless  and  keep  you. — Miss  Ann 
L.   Stanfiel,   Box   224,    Crosby,    Minn. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison : 

I  have  been  reading  the  September  issue 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  I  thoroughly 
enjoyed  the  article,  "The  Heart  of  the  Rose." 
If  it  were  possible  to  engrave  the  deep  mean- 
ing of  the  article  into  the  soul  of  every 
young  boy  and  girl,  surely  the  world  would 
produce  more  noble  men  and  women.  I  also 
enjoyed   the   verse   on   the   cover   page. 

I  am  in  the  evangelistic  service  in  North 
Carolina,  and  often  I  am  away  from  wife 
and  home,  but  I  look  forward  with  longing 
to   that   day  when   we  can   be   together. 

Please  continue  to  publish  a  paper  as  true 
and  clean  of  character  as  our  Lighted  Path- 
way has  been  in  the  past.  Your  work  as  editor 
of  our  paper  surely  cannot  be  excelled. — E.  C. 
Alfred,  Jr.,  818  E.  Second  Ave.,  Gastonia,  N.  C. 

Dear    Sister   Harrison : 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the  September 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  To.  me  this 
paper  is  next  to  the  Bible.  Your  messages 
are  truly  Holy  Ghost  inspired,  and  are  food 
and  strength  for  the  soul.  I  read  the  paper 
through,  from  cover  to  cover.  I  think  it  is 
a  young  people's  paper  and  all  right  without 
any  changing.  Truly,  I  thank  the  Lord  for 
such  a  good  paper.  I  have  never  read  any- 
thing that  I  thought  should  not  be  in  the 
paper.  Just  keep  up  the  good  work. — Mrs. 
E.    E.    Green,    Rt.    2,   Box    575,    Ft.    Pierce,    Pla. 


Dear   Sister   Harrison : 

We  have  changed  pastors  and  missed  our 
September  Lighted  Pathway.  I  surely  do  want 
to  get  that  issue.  I  have  been  sick  seven 
years  and  have  been  receiving  the  paper 
each  month.  The  paper  is  a  ray  of  sunshine 
to  me.  I  always  feel  better  after  I  read  it. 
Pray  for  me. — Mrs.  Emma  Bryant,  1418  Bon- 
ham  St.,  Paris,   Tex. 

Please  pray  for  our  sister  to  be  healed. 

Dear    Sister   Harrison: 

In  September  issue  you  asked  us  to  write 
our  opinion  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and 
what  changes  could  be  made  to  help  the 
paper.  I  would  like  to  see  more  nice  letters 
and  fewer  pictures.  I  would  also  like  to  see 
a  Shut-in  page.  A  way  to  find  pen  pals 
would  be  good.  Everyone  likes  to  read  good 
stories. — J.  R.  Reynolds,  Rt.  4,  Box  189, 
Anniston,    Ala. 

Note:  We  are  using  a  few  letters  from 
shut-ins  in  this  issue.  If  young  people  will 
send  their  names  and  addresses  with  a  good 
recommendation  from  their  pastor,  we  will 
publish  a  few  names  each  month  in  the 
"Pen  Pal"  department.  Thank  you  for  your 
suggestions.  No  name  will  be  published  with- 
out   recommendations. — Ed. 

Dear    Sister   Harrison : 

I  have  been  thinking  for  some  time  that 
I  would  write  you  and  try  to  tell  you  just 
how  I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have 
been    a    regular    reader    for    about    six    years. 

A   THANKSGIVING   SUGGESTION 

At  this  blessed  Thanksgiving  season,  as 
we  begin  to  think  upon  our  blessings,  we 
consider  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  its  edi- 
tor among  the  first  things  for  which  we  are 
thankful.  Just  think  how  the  little  paper 
has  blessed  us  down  through  the  years  with 
its  cheery  messages  and  helpful  suggestions. 
The  editor's  messages  are  especially  good, 
for  she  writes  to  our  young  people  from  a 
heart  full  of  love  and  understanding.  Would 
it  not  be  grand  to  have  all  these  messages 
printed  in  a  book  together  so  we  could  turn 
to  them  often?  Many  others  may  read  and 
enjoy  them  also.  But,  Sister  Harrison  needs 
our  help  to  do  this,  and  I  think  it  is  won- 
derful that  we  can  have  a  part  in  this  great 
work.  Since  she  has  supplied  the  talent  and 
labor,   it  is  our   part  to  supply   the   finance. 

"But,"  you  say,  "I  can  give  so  little." 
Well,  not  many  of  us  are  able  to  give  large- 
ly, as  we  would  like  to  do,  that's  where  num- 
bers count.  If  each  Y.P.E.  will  take  a 
Thanksgiving  Offering  for  this  purpose,  and 
send  it  to  Sister  Harrison  with  a  little  note 
of  appreciation,  I  am  sure  it  would  lift  a 
burden  from  her  heart  and  bring  a  great 
blessing    to    many    others. 

Let  us  show  Sister  Harrison  we  love  her 
and  appreciate  the  work  she  is  doing.  Why 
not  give  her  the  roses  while  she  lives?  I'm 
sure  she  could  stand  a  little  encouragement 
along  life's  rugged  pathway.  No  doubt, 
trials  come  to  her  the  same  as  to  us,  but 
she  bears  them   bravely  for  our  sake. 

We  wonder  how  many  Y.P.E.'s  will  take 
this  to  heart  and  send  Sister  Harrison  an 
offering  during  this  glad  season,  in  order 
that  her  book  may  be  published  and  go  on 
its  way  giving  more  and  more  people  cause 
to  be  thankful  as  the  years  go  by?  Are  we 
not  "all  workers  together  with  God?" — Mrs. 
Hattie  P.  Jackson,  Calhoun,  Ga. 


I  enjoy  every  page.  When  I  receive  my  paper, 
I  don't  stop  reading  until  I  have  read  the 
last  line.  The  first  Lighted  Pathway  I  ever 
read  made  me  look  forward  to  the  next  one. 
I  feel  I  would  miss  the  paper  almost  as 
much  as  one  of  the  family.  I  try  not  to  let 
the  papers  get  torn  up,  but  always  pass  them 
to  my  friends,  telling  them  to  pass  them 
on  when  they  read  them.  I  feel  that  in  so 
doing,  I'm  helping  spread  the  glad  news. 

I  want  all  the  people  of  God  to  pray  for 
me  that  God's  perfect  will  be  done  in  my 
life.  Would  like  to  hear  from  someone  who 
reads  this. — Mrs.  Tinv  Campbell  Greer,  Rt. 
4,    Belton,    S.    C. 

Note:  We  are  very  glad  to  have  people 
interested  enough  in  others  to  share  their 
paper  with  them,  but  better  still  is  to  asK 
them  to  subscribe  to  the  paper. — Ed. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison : 

I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  each  month, 
and  I  think  it  is  a  very  good  paper,  but  it 
isn't  nearly  as  interesting  as  it  used  to  be. 
If  I  were  editor  of  this  paper,  I  would  con- 
tinue the  Editor's  Message  and  story  on  page 
three,  also  the  Children's  page.  But  on  page 
five  I  would  put  another  short  story,  or  the 
first  of  a  series  of  one  to  be  continued.  Youth 
today  go  for  stories.  They  are  taught  from 
the  first  grade  to  love  them,  and  if  they 
begin  with,  "Orcc  upon  a  time — ,"  will  read 
them  regardless  of  contents.  Many  lessons 
can  be  taught  this  way.  I  would  keep  the 
Helps  for  Tempted,  Treasured  Gleanings,  and 
Happy  Home  Circle.  I  would  also  put  in  a 
good  sermon  in  each  month's  issue  with  a 
warning  message  against  the  wiles  of  the 
devil,  worldliness,  etc.  I  would  publish  fewer 
letters  from  friends,  although  they  are  won- 
derful. I  would  publish  as  little  of  business 
matters  as  possible,  and  few  announcements, 
filling  in  another  story  of  adventure  for  ex- 
citement. Youth  craves  excitement;  that  is 
the  reason  our  shows  are  filled. 

I  would  either  shorten  the  Y.P.E.  lessons 
or  put  fewer  in.  These  are  not  always  used, 
because  it  tends  to  cause  less  work  for  the 
leader.  Work  always  helps  to  create  interest. 
I  would  continue  the  poetry  page,  for  many 
read  nothing  else.  A  few  pictures  entice  the 
younger  youth.  May  God  bless  you. — Mrs. 
Dorothy  Cunningham,  319  Prentiss  Ave., 
Findlay,   Ohio. 

Note:  Thanks  so  much  for  your  interest 
and  for  your  suggestions,  but  I  think  you 
would  have  the  same  trouble  that  I  have. 
I  notice  you  have  about  twenty-three  pages 
outlined,  while  I  have  only  twenty. — Ed. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison : 

Inclosed  you  will  find  ten  dollars  to  help 
publish  your  messages  for  others  to  read. 
Your  messages  have  been  a  blessing  to  me, 
and  I  want  them  to  live  on.  May  God  bless 
you  and  help  you  to  write  many  more. — Mrs. 
Henry   Bryson,   Bristol,    Ga. 

Dear   Sister    Harrison : 

I  must  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  look  forward  for  days 
before  it  does  arrive,  and  then  I  feed  upon 
it  as  if  it  were  food.  This  paper  does  contain 
much  soul  food  and  to  those  who  are  de- 
pendent upon  it,  more  than  anything  else, 
it  is  a  welcomed  morsel. 

Some  people  term  us  as  shut-ins,  but  I 
don't  feel  that  way,  as  I  am  free  with  mind 
and  spirit  to  enjoy  the  world  outside,  through 
friends,  the  mail,  and  contacts  with  churches. 
Being  a  mother  of  a  son  and  daughter, 
naturally  I  enjoy  your  helps  and  encouraging 
talks,    Sister   Harrison. 

I  am  in  bed  most  of  the  time,  suffering 
with  cancer  of  the  bone.  However,  the  Lord 
has  been  with  me  every  step  of  the  way, 
with  blessings  abundant,  and  I  feel  that 
the  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  among  the 
greatest  blessings.  I  enjoy  every  bit  of  the 
paper  and  wouldn't  want  it  changed.  One 
would  know  you  were  a  mother  before  finish- 
ing reading  one  article  of  yours.  The  sweet 
understanding  way  in  which  you  write  to 
the  children  and  young  people  makes  me 
love  you  very  much.  May  God's  richest  bless- 
ings rest  upon  you  and  may  you  live  many 
years  to  help  guide  our  precious  lambs. — 
Mrs.    Chas.    A.    Campbell,    Rt.    1,    Buechel,   Ky. 

Note:  You  have  a  fine  spirit  for  a  shut-in. 
God  bless  you.  We  are  praying  for  you. — Ed. 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Since  no  contribution  has  been  sent 
in  for  the  Model  Church  this  month, 
we  are  giving  you  one  of  our  own.  It 
takes  many  things  to  make  a  model 
church.  Perhaps  someone  will  be  in- 
spired next  month  to  write  an  article 
to  church  members  on,  "What  a 
Model  Church  Calls  for  in  Its  Member- 
ship." Don't  you  think  that  might  be 
helpful?  You  may  have  some  unfaith- 
ful members.  Don't  scold  in  your  arti- 
cle, but  ask  the  Lord  to  help  you  to  ex- 
press yourself  in  love  to  help  them  see 
the  need  of  pastor  and  people  pulling 
together.  Do  you  not  think  it  would 
be  helpful  to  have  an  exchange  of 
ideas  on  the  Model  Church? 

I  am  writing  on  what  the  church 
needs  in  a  pastor.  Before  you  read  our 
message  please  read  Ezekiel  34.  I  feel 
impressed  to  write  especially  to  our 
young  ministers  who  have  recently  re- 
turned to  their  field  of  labor.  If  I  could 
be  the  instrument  in  God's  hands  to 
help  you  be  a  better  preacher  and  a 
better  pastor,  maybe  I  could  share 
with  you  in  laying  some  sheaves  at 
His  feet.  I'd  like  to  do  that  more  than 
anything  else  I  can  think  of. 

It  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  be  called 
of  God  to  do  anything.  It  is  wonderful 
to  obey.  The  world  is  full  of  sad  hearts 
today  and  they  need  a  pastor,  a  real, 
honest-to-goodness  pastor,  someone 
who  will  visit  them  not  only  when  they 
get^ick  and  send  for  them  but  at  oth- 
er times.  Some  are  bearing  burdens 
that  they  cannot  tell  to  the  best  friend 
on  earth,  but  a  visit  from  the  pastor 
and  a  prayer  will  help  them.  Make 
them  feel  perfectly  free  to  tell  you 
their  secret  griefs  and  then  be  sure  to 
keep  them  secret.  A  little  story  comes 
to  me  now. 

A  group  of  men  on  horseback  ap- 
proached a  swollen  river,  neck  deep 
to  the  horses.  An  ill-clad  footman 
stood  by  and  watched  the  riders  enter 
the  ford.  The  last  rider  was  President 
Thomas  Jefferson.  He  asked  the  Presi- 
dent to  take  him  across,  which  he 
cheerfully  did. 

The  man  was  asked  why  he  let  each 
rider  pass  by  but  asked  the  last  to  take 
him  across.  He  answered,  "On  the  face 
of  some  there  is  written  'no,'  and  on 
the  face  of  others  is  written  'yes.'  " 

If  you  are  a  real  pastor  with  the  love 
of  God  shining  through,  you  will  have 
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a  yes  of  sympathy  written  all  over 
your  face.  The  old  man  will  read  the 
yes,  the  young  man  or  woman  will 
read  it,  the  little  child  will  read  it  and 
will  be  willing  to  be  led  to  Jesus  be- 
cause of  that  yes.  There  are  compara- 
tively few  good  pastors  today.  So  often 
they  get  their  eyes  on  big  things  they 
might  do  to  build  up  their  church.  It 
may  be  to  build  a  new  church,  which 
perhaps  is  badly  needed,  but  nothing 
is  needed  more  than  the  human  touch. 
Nothing  will  build  up  your  congrega- 
tion or  Sunday  School  like  good  pas- 
toral work,  and  nothing  will  increase 
the  spirituality  more. 

One  of  the  arts  that  a  pastor  needs 
to  develop  is  the  art  of  friendship — 
true  friendship. 

Said  Mrs.  Browning,  the  poet,  to 
Charles  Kingsly,  the  novelist,  "What 
is  the  secret  of  your  life?  Tell  me,  that 
I  may  make  mine  beautiful  also." 
Thinking  a  moment,  the  beloved  old 
author  replied,  "I  had  a  friend." 

This  is  what  the  world  needs  today, 
a  friend.  The  church  needs  a  friend. 
The  young  people  need  a  friend.  The 
old  people  need  a  friend.  They  should 
be  able  to  find  that  friend  they  need 
in  the  pastor  of  their  church. 

At  the  church  where  you  are  pastor- 
ing,  there  are  young  men  and  women 
who  are  standing  at  the  crossroads. 
They  need  an  understanding  friend. 
Hundreds  of  boys  and  girls  are  going 
the  downward  way  just  because  they 
were  misjudged  and  failed  to  find  a 
friend  who  could  understand  and  help 
them.  This  is  your  responsibility, 
young  pastor,  to  be  a  friend. 

The  middle-aged  need  a  friend.  This 
is  said  to  be  the  most  dangerous  time 
of  life.  They  have  reached  the  zenith 
of  their  power,  and  tempataion  sur- 
rounds them  on  every  side.  The  desire 
to  get  rich,  the  burden  of  financing  a 
family  and  a  home,  educating  their 
children,  and  many  other  burdens 
must  be  borne.  The  pastor  should  visit 
them  in  their  place  of  business  and  at 
least  give  a  smile  and  a  handshake 
assuring  them  that  he  is  praying 
for  them. 

Then  the  mother  with  all  her  cares 
needs  a  visit  from  her  pastor.  No  one 
has  a  greater  responsibility  than  she. 
The  weight  of  the  future  generation 
rests  on  her  shoulders.  The  guidhig  of 
those  young  people  in  the  right  way  is 
a  problem  these  days.  Help  her  by  your 
visits  and  prayers. 

The  old  people  need  a  friend.  They 
are  on  the  downward  slope  of  life  and 
realize  that  their  days  of  usefulness 
are  ended.  They  expect  you  to  visit 
them  and  pray  with  them.  We  are  es- 
pecially interested  in  the  ministers 
who  have  retired.  There  is  no  group  of 
people  who  need  encouragement  as 
they  do.  They  have  been  living  active 
lives  and  now  they  must  give  them  up 
to  make  way  for  the  younger  pastors. 
It  is  the  most  trying  time  of  their  lives. 
Go  to  them  for  advice.  They  can  help 
you;  at  any  rate  it  will  encourage  them 
and  make  them  feel  that  they  are  still 
worth  while.  Use  them  in  your  church 
work  where  it  is  possible.  You  may 
help  them  to  meet  old  age  with  a 
smile. 

A  friend  is  not  always  one  who  pats 
you  on  the  back  and  says,  "Good  fel- 


low," but  one  who  does  his  duty  at  all 
times.  George  Walter  Fisk  says,  "One 
of  the  tests  of  real  friendship  is  to  be 
sometimes  a  nettle.  It  is  not  always 
easy  to  speak  the  truth  even  to  our 
friend,  and  hardest  of  all  when  he 
needs  it  most.  When  he  thinks  too 
highly  of  himself  and  his  hat  no 
longer  fits  him,  what  will  reduce  the 
swelling  like  an  appropriate  word 
from  his  best  friend?  Or  when  he 
seems  to  have  lost  his  ambition,  has  be- 
come satisfied  with  doing  hi,',  second 
best,  and  is  in  danger  of  wasting  his 
life  by  merely  getting  by,  he  needs  a 
faithful  friend  with  courage  to  act 
like  a  nettle  and  sting  him  out  of  his 
complacency." 

We  do  not  mean  to  leave  the  im- 
pression that  you  should  become  a 
scolding  pastor.  God  forbid  it.  There 
may  be  some  in  your  congregation  who 
need  some  of  the  nettles,  but  go  to 
them  privately.  Never  spend  the  whole 
of  a  service  scolding  to  catch  one  man. 
There  are  some  there  at  least  who 
have  come  for  food  for  their  souls. 
Feed  them.  Some  have  come  through 
a  week  of  persecution,  or  have  been 
thrown  into  some  serious  temptation 
and  have  come  to  the  house  of  the 
Lord  for  spiritual  help.  A  good  scold- 
ing would  not  help  them.  They  are 
hungry  for  the  Word  of  God.  Neither 
did  they  come  to  be  entertained.  They 
came  to  be  fed.  Their  souls  are  starv- 
ing for  the  bread  of  life. 

Jesus  said,  "Feed  my  sheep."  This  is 
as  much  a  command  as  is  anything 
found  in  the  Word  of  God.  How  could 
you  feed  sheep  without  something  to 
feed  them?  Then  you  must  study  to 
show  yourself  approved  unto  God,  a 
workman  that  needeth  not  to  be 
ashamed.  To  be  sure,  the  Lord  has 
promised  that  He  will  bring  all  things 
to  your  remembrance,  but  this  promise 
presupposes  that  you  have  something 
to  remember  and  so  we  must  dedicate 
our  minds,  as  well  as  our  hearts  and 
souls  and  bodies,  into  His  service  that 
we  may  be  better  able  to  feed  His 
sheep.  Encourage  your  church  to  study 
the  Bible,  that  they  may  be  able,  "To 
give  an  answer  to  every  man  that 
asketh  you  a  reason  for  the  hope  that 
is  within  you  with  meekness  and 
fear,"  1  Peter  3:15. 

Be  a  teaching  pastor.  Your  young 
people  need  to  know  the  Word  of  God 
to  be  able  to  stand  the  unbelief  and 
infidelity  in  the  world  today.  Paul  says, 
"Let  the  word  of  Christ  dwell  in  you 
richly  in  all  wisdom;  teaching  and  ad- 
monishing one  another  in  psalms  and 
hymns  and  spiritual  songs,  singing' 
with  grace  in  your  hearts  to  the  Lord1;" 
Col.  3:16.  All  of  this  will  help  to  make 
a  model  church.  '  , 
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THE   GREAT   CALL 
There's  a  call  for  fiery  fighters 

In   the  army   of   the   Lord, 
Who  will  buckle  on   the  armor, 

Take  the  Spirit's  mighty  sword. 
With    the   shield   of   full   salvation 

Stand  against  the  evil  one, 
And,  God  with   us.   He  will  help   us 

Slay  the  giants  with  a  stone. 

There's  a  call  for  willing  workers 

In   the   vineyard   of   the   Lord; 
Working  days  will  soon  be  over. 

Wasted  time  none  can  afford. 
Just  as  Samuel  answered   gladly. 

Who  will  say:  "Lord,  here  am  I"? 
Millions   still   remain    in   darkness. 

Who  will  save  them  ere  they  die? 

There's   a   call   for  earnest   laborers 

Who  for  God  will  do  and  dare; 
Souls   are   rushing   on   to   ruin, 

We  can  see  them  everywhere. 
God   is  counting  on   His  people. 

Can  He  count  on  you  and  me? 
Let  us  now  give  Him  our  answer. 

With  our  eyes  on  Calvary. 

There's  a  call  for  zealous  Christians, 

Eaten   up  with  zeal   for  God, 
Who  with  but  one  aim  and   purpose 

Walk    the   path    the   Master   trod. 
With   a   settled   consecration, 

His  forever,  signed  and  sealed. 
Then  the  Master-hand  can  use  us 

In   His   great  white   harvest   field. 
— Selected. 

A  Triumph  of  Faith 

l     True    Incident    in    the    Life     of 
Caroline  Talbot 

"I  must  go  to  the  'Devil's  Pit'  to- 
ight,  at  eleven  o'clock,"  said  a  lady 
vangelist,  dressed  in  the  plain  garb 
f  the  Society  of  Friends. 

"Why,  my  dear  Mrs.  Talbot,  that  is 
ae  worst  place  in  all  New  York  City; 

did  not  know  that  you  were  aware 
f  its  existence,"  answered  the  gentle- 
lan  at  whose  house  Mrs.  Talbot  was 
isiting. 

"I  did  not  know  of  it  until  last 
ight,"  she  replied,  "but  a  message 
ame  to  me  from  my  Master — 'Go  to 
ae  Devil's  Pit  at  eleven  o'clock,  to- 
lorrow  night,  to  rescue  a  soul.'  My 
lessage  is  clear;  I  must  obey." 

"It  would  be  at  the  risk  of  your 
fe;  even  the  policemen  fear  to  enter 
lat  den  of  iniquity,"  said  he. 

"I  would  not  endanger  the  lives  of 
ly  friends,  and  I  am  willing  to  go 
lone,  if  needs  be.  Friend  Benton,  if 
tiou  wilt  take  me  to  the  Mayor  of 
tie  city,  I  will  state  my  mission  and 
sk  for  a  policeman  as  guard." 

"But  do  you  not  think  such  a  risk 
f  your  life  is  uncalled  for?"  asked 
Irs.  Benton.  "Your  labors  for  the 
ord  are  needed  elsewhere.  It  seems 
3  me  such  an  errand  is  visionary." 

"My  message  was  clear;   that  is  all 

know,  but  where  the  Master  sends 
le,  I  go.  If  death  comes  in  the  path 
f  duty,  I  am  ready;  better  die  doing 


duty  than  live  shirking  it.  I  would 
not  have  thee  and  thy  husband  ex- 
posed to  danger  on  my  account.  I 
fear  nothing  when  I  am  sure  the 
Master  is  leading." 

"Do  you  know  to  whom  you  are 
sent?" 

"Simply  this,  whether  sleeping  or 
waking,  I  know  not,  a  voice  said  to 
me:  'Go  to  the  Devil's  Pit  tomorrow 
night,  at  eleven  o'clock,  to  rescue  a 
soul.'  Thou  knowest,  Sister  Benton, 
when  the  Master  commands  I  can  do 
naught  but  obey.  My  gray  hairs  and 
plain  dress  will  gain  me  admission 
where  others  could  not  go.  I  hold 
there  is  no  religion  in  the  cut  or  color 
of  a  garment,  but  I  find  great  pro- 
tection in  this  plain  garb  I  wear  in 
the  slums  of  the  cities  where  my  work 
often  takes  me." 

"If  you  think  you  must  go,  Mrs. 
Talbot,  I  will  see  what  protection  I 
can  get  from  the  Mayor,"  said  Mr. 
Benton,  as  he  arose  to  leave  the 
house  on  his  errand.  Coming  back 
some  hours  later,  he  said,  "I  have 
secured  two  policemen;  and  Dr. 
Dean  and  his  wife,  with  my  wife  and 
myself,  will  accompany  you  in  car- 
riages to  this  strange  destination.  If 
I  cannot  persuade  you  to  give  up  this 
peculiar  infatuation,  your  friends  will 
not  allow  you  to  go  alone." 

"Thou  art  kind,  Friend  Benton.  I 
have  no  fear  for  myself.  The  Master 
can  protect  me  as  well  in  the  'Devil's 
Pit'  as  He  did  Peter  in  prison.  I  don't 
look  for  miraculous  angel  deliverance, 
but  when  the  Lord  sends  His  children, 
His  defense  goeth  before." 

It  was  a  night  black  with  darkness. 
Not  the  palest  moonbeam  escaped 
through  the  cloud-banks.  Not  a  star 
glimmered.  God  seemed  to  have  for- 
gotten the  world. 

Two  carriages,  each  one  protected 
by  a  policeman  on  the  box  with  the 
driver,  turned  from  the  respectable 
thoroughfares  of  New  York  City  and 
entered  a  district  where  the  very  dregs 
of  humanity  were  crowded  together. 
The  carriage  lamps  and  the  police- 
men's lanterns  were  the  only  lights 
to  guide  them  through  the  black 
darkness  of  the  surrounding  squalor. 
Now  and  then  sickly  gas-jets  flickered 
in  the  smoke-begrimed  shades  of  cor- 
ner lampposts,  or,  as  a  door  was 
quickly  opened  and  shut  in  some 
gambling  house  or  dance  hall,  a  flash 
of  light  was  seen  for  a  moment,  only 
to  make  the  intense  blackness  more 
perceptible.  As  the  carriages  neared  a 
dark  alley,  the  policemen  ordered 
them  to  stop,  and,  descending,  said 
to  the  occupants:  "It  is  as  much  as 
your  lives  are  worth,  ladies,  to  come 
to  this  black  hole.  We  warn  you  not 
to  attempt  it.  Even  the  policemen 
keep  shy  of  the  'Devil's  Pit.'  " 

"I  am  not  afraid,"  answered  Mrs. 
Talbot.  "But  friends,"  she  continued, 
"you  had  better  stop  behind  while 
I  follow  the  policemen,  for  enter  that 


place  I  must;  my  message  commands 
it." 

"We  will  not  leave  you  alone,  Mrs. 
Talbot,  in  such  a  district,"  replied  Mr. 
Dean;  and  the  party  descended  from 
the  carriages,  ordering  the  drivers  to 
wait  there   until  they  should  return. 

"If  you  will  go,"  said  one  of  the 
policemen,  "wait  here  at  the  end  of 
this  alley.  Ben  and  I  will  go  to  the 
'Pit'  first  and  reconnoiter.  If  we  turn 
the  white  light  of  our  lanterns  to- 
wards you,  then  you  may  follow.  But 
I  warn  you,  if  we  turn  the  red  light, 
make  for  your  carriages  as  quickly  as 
you  can,  and  drive  fast  from  this 
dangerous  place." 

In  the  darkness  stood  that  little 
party  of  five,  as  the  light  from  the 
lanterns  faded  away.  One,  two,  three 
minutes  dragged  by,  as  though  the 
wings  of  time  were  weighted  with 
lead.  Not  a  word  was  spoken.  It  was 
no  time  for  talking.  Peradventure, 
Michael  and  his  angels  were  battling 
with  the  unseen  powers  of  darkness 
over  the  weal  or  woe  of  a  soul.  What 
soul  needed  the  human  instrumen- 
tality of  this  weak  woman's  help,  she 
knew  not,  but  followed  the  Master.  Let 
men  doubt  as  they  will  regarding  a 
special  Providence;  let  scoffers  cavil 
at  Divine  guidance;  it  changes  not 
the  facts  in  the  lives  of  those  who 
have  experienced  this  to  which  they 
testify. 

What  appalling  deeds  of  evil  were 
being  committed  all  around  them  by 
those  who  love  darkness  rather  than 
light?  For  everyone  that  doeth  evil 
hateth  the  light.  Under  cover  of  those 
black  skies,  what  demoniacal  spirits 
inhabiting  human  bodies  prowled  and 
plotted  and  perpetrated  their  foul 
plans?  Yet,  I  say  that  one  lone  woman 
was  more  powerful  than  the  hosts 
of  unclean  spirits  from  the  bottom- 
less pit,  led  by  the  great  Red  Dragon, 
the  beast  from  the  awful  abyss;  for 
the  Lord  God  Almighty  was  ner  de- 
fense, against  whom  neither  the  hosts 
of  Gog  nor  Magog  prevail.  For  evil 
is  powerless  before  the  presence  of 
Omnipotence. 

A  light  is  seen  in  the  distance!  Is 
it  white  or  red?  "Come  quickly,"  cried 
Dr.  Dean  and  Mr.  Benton,  each  grasp- 
ing the  arm  of  his  wife.  "The  lanterns 
show  the  red  light  of  danger!  We 
have  no  time  to  lose!  Mrs.  Talbot, 
follow  us  close;  here,  take  my  other 
arm!"  cried  Mr.  Benton.  But  in  the 
darkness  each  gentleman  thought 
the  lady  was  under  the  care  of  the 
other,  and  so  they  hastened  to  the 
carriages,  only  to  find  with  alarm 
that  Mrs.  Talbot  was  not  with  them. 
They  feared  to  leave  their  wives  to 
go  back;  they  also  feared  to  take 
their  wives  back  into  that  dark  alley, 
and  thinking  the  policemen  must 
have  reached  their  friend,  they 
hastily  got  into  the  carriages  and 
waited  further  developments. 

(Continued   in  next  issue) 
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It  was  a  joyful  experience  for  him  when  on  February  6,  1943,  in  a 
meeting  of  Pentecostal  faith,  Clyne  W.  Buxton,  of  Waynesboro,  Missis- 
sippi, gave  himself  to  the  Lord  Jesus.  On  Easter  Sunday,  1946,  he  was 
given  the  right  hand  of  fellowship  by  the  Church  of  God. 

This  is  Clyne's  third  year  at  Bible  Training  School  and  Lee  College. 
In  the  past  two  years,  he  has  been  outstanding  as  Vice-President  of 
the  Ministerial  Association  and  as  President  of  the  Fourth  Sunday 
Singing  Conventions.  He  is  working  in  the  Bookkeeping  Department 
and  Bookstore.  His  attitude  in  school  life  has  shown  his  friend- 
liness at  work  and  at  play  and  has  won  for  him  the  title  of  "friend- 
liest"  boy  on  the  campus,  in  a  popularity  contest. 

This  year  he  has  been  elected  Student  Body  President,  one  of  the 
most  honored   positions   in   school. 

Clyne  is  a  ministerial  student  and  plans  to  continue  his  education 
for  several  more  years.  He  is  very  interested  in  the  youth,  and,  even 
though  he  will  be  in  school  for  several  years,  he  plans  to  spend  the 
summers  in  telling  the  lost  of  Christ.  The  past  summer  he  was  very 
successful  in  evangelistic  work  with  Del  ton  Harne  in  West  Virginia 
and  Alabama. 

His  sincereness  and  personal  salvation  has  been  an  inspiration  to  all 
who  know  him.  These  facts  prove  he  has  a  great  future  in  the  service 
of  our  Lord  and  our  Church. 


I  would  like  to  call  your  attention 
this  month  to  some  young  men  and 
women  in  the  Church  of  God  whose 
praises  have  not  been  proclaimed 
from  the  mountain  top  nor  have 
their  names  appeared  many  times  in 
the  headlines  of  our  publications.  Yet, 
their  work  has  been  of  such  great 
importance;  I  would  like  to  tell  you 
of  some  of  their  accomplishments 

When  our  youth  work  was  started 
a  few  years  ago,  and  the  appointment 
of  State  Youth  Directors  was  first 
begun,  there  were  no  outlined  instruc- 
tions  given   them  nor  did   they   have 
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the  benefit  of  a  national  organization 
to  back  them  up  in  their  work.  In 
those  days,  youth  work  was  new  to 
all  of  us,  and  when  it  was  suggested 
that  one  of  the  chief  duties  of  a  State 
Youth  Director  was  to  boost  our 
young  people's  paper,  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  the  State  Youth  Directors 
went  to  work  with  a  will.  Their  united 
efforts  in  boosting  the  paper  were  so 
effective  that  today  the  distribution 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  larger  than 
that  of  any  other  Pentecostal  youth 
publication. 

Another     suggestion    given    to     the 


Our  Spotlight  turns  to  Miss  Hazel  Lee  who  is  the  niece  of  a  form 
General  Overseer,  Rev.  F.  J.  Lee.  Miss  Lee  has  lived  at  headquarte 
all  her  life  and  is  well  known  for  her  ability  to  do  things.  She  is 
graduate  of  Bradley  High  School  and  the  McKenzie  School  of  Busine 
in  Chattanooga.  For  a  number  of  years  she  was  employed  in  the  Bool 
keeping  Department  at  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House  and 
now  Secretary  to  Rev.   (J.  D.  Tidwell,  Overseer  of  Tennessee. 

At  the  age  of  twelve  she  began  playing  the  piano  for  the  Nor1 
Cleveland  Church  of  God  and  is  now  organist.  She  is  an  accomplish 
musician,  having  played  for  our  national  church  recordings,  as  we 
as  doing  radio  work  extensively.  Her  work  in  the  ministry  of  mus 
among  the  young  people  of  the  Church  of  God  is  greatly  appreciate 
and  we  bespeak  for  her  further  success. 


State  Youth  Directors,  in  those  day 
was  that  the  young  people  in  bot 
Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  should  hel 
sponsor  our  orphanage  work.  Th 
responsibility  our  State  Youth  Direc 
tors  accepted  with  eagerness.  The 
rolled  up  their  sleeves  and  went  t 
work;  they  outlined  their  plans  an 
introduced  them  to  the  ministry  an 
the  Churches.  The  ministry  accepte 
them  and  backed  them  up.  The  re 
suits  of  this  endeavor  are  plain! 
evident.  This  program  sponsored  b 
the  young  people  has  been  so  success 
ful  that  the  Church  has  been  abl 
to  enlarge  its  orphanage  facilities  an 
property  several  times  in  the  pas 
few  years,  and  many  homeless  chil 
dren  have  been  given  a  home,  wh( 
otherwise  would  have  been  deniet 
The  Church  of  God  is  now  providin 
a  home  for  over  two  hundred  orpha. 
children  and  our  orphanage  propert 
has  increased  until  now,  it  is  con 
servatively  valued  at  over  $300,000. 

In  addition  to  these  great  accom 
plishments,  they  have  helped  organ 
ize  hundreds  of  new  Sunday  School 
and  Young  People's  Endeavors.  The 
have  encouraged  better  qualified  Sun 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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A  REPORT  OF  OHIO'S  STATE 
YOUTH  CONGRESS 

Above  is  a  picture  of  Ohio's  first 
State  Youth  Congress,  which  was 
held  in  the  Cincinnati,  Ohio  Church 
of  God,  May  9,  10,  and  11.  This  pic- 
ture was  taken  at  the  Saturday  night 
service,  at  which  time  it  was  esti- 
mated that  there  were  approximately 
one  thousand  persons  in  attendance. 
Seated  in  the  immediate  center  of 
the  picture,  reading  left  to  right,  are: 
Rev.  J.  L.  Goins,  State  Overseer  of 
Ohio;  Rev.  Ralph  Williams,  National 
Youth  Director;  Rev.  O.  W.  Polen, 
State  Youth  Director  of  Ohio;  and 
Rev.  J.  A.  Muncy,  Orphanage  Super- 
intendent. 

Ohio  is  grateful  for  this  great 
Youth  Congress  because  it  is  felt 
that  many  helpful  and  beneficial 
suggestions  to  aid  our  Young  People's 
work  were  presented  at  this  Youth 
Congress  and  are  now  being  put  to 
practice  throughout  the  state  of 
Ohio. 

Speaking  on  the  opening  night  of 
the  Youth  Congress,  Rev.  E.  M.  Tap- 
ley,  Vice-President  of  Lee  College, 
brought  a  very  timely,  appropriate, 
and  a  much-appreciated  message  to 
the  Youth.  We  were  also  very  happy 
to  have  with  us,  Rev.  Ralph  Williams, 
our  National  Youth  Director,  whose 
sound  advice  and  stirring  messages, 
pertaining  to  the  Youth  work  in 
general,  encouraged  both  young  and 
old  to  work  harder  for  the  cause  of 
the  Youth  in  the  Church  of  God 
movement.  At  the  Saturday  night 
service,  we  were  honored  to  have  with 
us  a  fine  representation  from  the 
Church  of  God  Orphanage.  Reverend 
Muncy  gave  us  a  fine  review  of  the 
progress  of  the  Orphanage  work  and 
our    hearts    were     blessed    when    our 


Orphan     children    presented    a    very 
nice  program. 

Everyone  present  appreciated  the 
untiring  efforts  of  Sister  Agnes 
Roberts,  Children's  Worker,  who  was 
in  charge  of  the  presentation  of  vari- 
ous ways  and  means  of  working  with 
our  children. 

On  Sunday  morning,  the  closing  of 
the    Youth    Congress,    the    Hamilton, 


Ohio  Church  of  God  Boy  Scout  troop 
presented  an  outstanding  scout  pro- 
gram which  would  convince  any 
church  what  a  fine  thing  it  is  to  have 
its  own  scout  organization. 

The  people  of  Ohio  are  still  talking 
of  this  great  Youth  Congress,  and 
we  are  eagerly  looking  forward  to 
the  time  for  another  great  Youth 
Congress  this  coming  year. — Rev.  O. 
W.  Polen,  State  Youth  Director. 


The  Following  Winners  Were  Declared  in  the  S.  S.  ®nd 

Y.P.E.  National  Contest: 

This  Year's  Award 

A  BRONZE  PLAQUE  is  given  to  California  for  receiving  the  highest 
number  of  placement  points  in  the  National  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School 
contest. 

Sunday  School  Y.  P.  E. 

Group  A  West  Virginia  North  Carolina 

Group  B  Virginia  Texas 

Group  C  Louisiana  California 

Group  D  Maryland  Oklahoma 

Group  E  Kansas  Arizona 

Group  F  Montana  Delaware 

Group  G  Minnesota  Colorado 

The  winner  was  declared  in  the  contest  for  the  prize  that  was  awarded 
for  the  state  that  achieved  the  highest  percentage  in  placement  points 
in  the  National  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  contest.  The  following  states 
ranked  highest  in  their  group.  The  state  of  California  was  awarded  the 
prize. 

Sunday    School  Y.P.E. 

A  North  Carolina  66.66% 

B  Texas  55.55% 

C  California    (winner)  77.45% 


Group 
Group 
Group 
Group 
Group 
Group 


Oklahoma 

Kansas 

Colorado 


76.47% 
72.06% 
67.57% 
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Wessons 

Topic:      THE    FIRE    THAT    NEVER 
GOES  OUT 

Scripture:     Luke  3:16 

LEADER'S   THOUGHTS 

The  fire  that  comes  from  heaven 
on  the  blood-washed,  consecrated, 
Spirit-filled  youth  is  the  fire  that 
counts.  That  fire  will  bring  humility 
and  love.  That  fire  will  be  as  a  neon 
sign  to  the  multitudes  or  to  the  in- 
dividual with  which  it  comes  in  con- 
tact. Which  kind  of  fire  do  you  have, 
young  man  or  young  woman?  The 
need  of  the  unbelieving  world  is  to 
get  a  glimpse  of  this  kind  of  fire. 

The  typical  significance  of  fire  in 
Holy  Writ  is  extraordinarily  rich. 
And  some  of  the  most  central  among 
them,  the  most  urgent  in  their  teach- 
ing for  the  reality  of  Christian  life 
and  Christian  service,  are  involved 
in  the  continually  burning  fire  upon 
the  altar  of  the  Tabernacle  and  of 
the  Temple.  "The  fire  shall  ever  be 
burning  upon  the  altar;  it  shall  never 
go  out."  The  injunction  stands  em- 
phatically at  the  close  of  "the  law 
of  the  burnt-offering,"  Lev.  6:13, 
and  it  seems  undoubtedly  to  have 
been  given  before  any  sacrifice  was 
ever  offered  by  the  Aaronic  priests. 

And  who  kindled  the  fire?  Tne  an- 
swer has  very  generally  been  sup- 
posed, and  with  great  probability,  to 
be  found  in  a  chapter  not  much  later. 
"There  came  a  fire  out  from  before 
the  Lord,  and  consumed  upon  the 
altar  the  burnt  offering  and  the  fat: 
which  when  all  the  people  saw,  they 
shouted,  and  fell  on  their  faces,"  Lev. 
9:24.  During  the  interval,  Aaron  and 
his  sons  had  been  consecrated  and 
Aaron's  first  sacrifices  had  now  just 
been  laid  upon  the  altar  (though 
Moses  had  offered  previously  > .  The 
Lord  sent  forth  the  fire  that  con- 
sumed them;  and  it  is  supposed  that 
of  the  fire  thus  lighted  His  priests 
were  instructed  to  take  and  put  upon 
the  altar  for  every  offering  that 
should  ever  follow  in  Israel. 
ACCEPTANCE 

The  sending  forth  of  fire  to  con- 
sume the  sacrifice  was  a  token  of 
its  acceptance.  That  is  confirmed  by 
the  similar  cases  of  Gideon,  David, 
Solomon,  and  Elijah.  How  wonderful- 
ly powerful  is  the  description,  for  ex- 
ample, in  the  last  of  these  cases,  after 
the  priests  of  Baal  had  vainly  plied 
their  incantations,  when  the  proph- 
et's simple  and  self-forgetting  prayer 
was  marvellously  answered!  "Let  it 
be  known  this  day  that  thou  art  God 
in  Israel.  Then  the  fire  of  the  Lord 
fell." 

The  famous  commentator,  Matthew 
Henry,  puts  this  leading  point  of  ac- 
ceptance  in   a  striking  manner.   The 


fire  signified,  he  thought,  two  things: 
first,  the  turning  away  of  God's 
wrath,  which  is  a  consuming  fire, 
by  fastening  upon  the  sacrifice  in- 
stead of  upon  the  people,  thus  show- 
ing God's  acceptance  of  an  atone- 
ment for  the  sinner;  and  secondly, 
that  God  entered  into  covenant  and 
communion  with  them;  they  ate  their 
part  of  the  sacrifice,  and  the  fire  of 
the  Lord  ate  His  part;  and  thus  He 
did,  as  it  were,  sup  with  them,  and 
they  with  Him.  Rev.  3:20. 
SOMEONE  HAS  SAID  WHEN  YOUTH 
FLAMES 
"Fire  may  come  from  heaven,  and 
fire  may  come  from  hell."  It  was  a 
glorious  day  when  the  Holy  Ghost 
came  upon  the  waiting  disciples  in 
an  appearance  of  "cloven  tongues 
like  as  of  fire,"  and  the  new-born 
Church  began  its  life-giving  ministry 
to  the  world.  There  were  young  people 
in  that  day  like  Timothy  and  John 
Mark,  set  on  fire  by  the  Lord.  A 
southern  minister  has  written  a  fear- 
less and  significant  reply  to  an  article 
by  a  university  professor  on  "Youth 
Creedless  but  Religious."  This  true 
minister  says:  "We  hear  much  of 
flaming  youth,  but  the  result  of  it 
depends  altogether  on  what  side  it 
flames." 


Topic:      GOD  ANSWERS  PRAYER! 

Millions  of  Christians  throughout 
the  centuries  testify  to  this  truth. 
Our  Bible  gives  us  promise  after 
promise  upon  which  to  plant  our  faith 
as  we  pray.  What  are  some  of  these 
promises?  Jer.  33:3;  Matt.  21:22; 
John  14:13,  14;  15:7,  16;  16:23;  1 
John  5:14,  15;  Matt.  18:19,  20;  Mark 
11:22-24.  Broadly  speaking  we  may 
divide  answers  to  prayer  into  three 
classes. 

Immediate   Answers 

We  have  a  wonderful  promise  in 
Isa.  65:24.  Many  are  the  missionaries 
and  others  who  could  give  instances 
of  the  fulfillment  of  this  promise.  A 
need  has  arisen  on  the  field,  and  in 
the  next  mail  the  answer  comes.  God 
had  foreseen  the  need,  had  heard  the 
prayer  even  before  it  has  been 
thought  of,  and  has  sent  the  answer 
to  arrive  at  just  the  right  time.  Per- 
haps some  in  the  meeting  could  tell 
of  such  instances. 

In  your  own  words  give  the  follow- 
ing illustrations  of  immediate  answers 
to  prayer.  Daniel — Dan.  9:21-23,  em- 
phasizing the  first  clause  of  verse  21. 
Moses — Exod.  17:4-6.  Elijah— 1  Kings 
18:36-38.  Asa— 2  Chron.  14:9-13.  Abra- 
ham's servant — Gen.  24:12-16. 
Delayed  Answers 

A  delayed  answer  does  not  mean 
denial.  Tell  the  story  of  Luke  18:1-8. 
Why  did  the  120  have  to  wait  ten  days 
for  "the  promise  of  the  Father"?  Acts 
1:12-14;   2:1-4. 

We  are  here  to  be  educated.  We 
must  develop  faith,  hope,  and  pa- 
tience. If  Jacob's  desire  had  been  giv- 
en to  him  in  time  for  him  to  get  a 
good  night's  rest  (Gen.  32:24-30),  he 
might  never  have  become  the  prince, 
having  power  with  God,  that  we  know 
today. 


j, 


What  was  the  reason  for  the  dela? 
in  the  answer  to  Daniel's  prayer" 
Dan.  10:12,  13.  What  attitude  mus 
we  have  when  the  answers  to  oui|ih 
prayers  are  delayed?  Eph.  6:18.  Wha 
part  has  patience  to  play  in  receiving 
the  promises?  Heb.  6:12;  10:36.  Le 
us  give  God  time,  and  trust  His  wis- 
dom. Sometimes  quick  answers  woulc 
be  the  worst  answers.  Delays  are  nol 
denials. 

Negative  Answers 

Sometimes  God  says  "No,"  and  we 
think  our  prayers  unanswered — but 
"No"  is  every  bit  as  much  an  answei 
as  "Yes,"  and  always  a  far  wiser  one 
when  God  says  it!  God  loves  us  toe 
well  to  say  "Yes"  to  some  of  our 
prayers.  The  father,  whose  baby  cries 
for  the  razor,  in  love  says  "No,"  for 
he  knows  it  would  only  injure  the 
child  who  has  no  knowledge  of  itsjfj1 
proper  use.  For  that  very  reason  Go  ' 
sometimes  says  "No"  to  us! 

How  often  we  pray  such  foolish 
prayers!  What  did  Jesus  say  to  the 
request  of  a  very  ambitious  woman 
in  Matt.  20:20-23?  Tell  the  story  of 
Elijah's  prayer  under  the  juniper 
tree.  1  Kings  19:1-4.  What  was  God's 
answer?  Verses  5-8.  Do  you  thinkjjj 
Elijah  was  glad  God  had  said  "No" 
to  his  foolish  prayer  when  the  event 
recorded  in  2  Kings  2:11  took  place? 
God  often  says  "No"  to  our  prayer 
because  He  has  something  far  better 
in  store  for  us.  Tell  the  story  of 
Moses'  prayer  in  Num.  11:14,  15  and 
God's  answer  in  verses  16,  17. 

Oftentimes  God  says  "No"  to  our 
prayer  that  the  larger  desire  of  our 
heart  may  be  granted.  Monica,  the 
mother  of  Augustine,  desired  the  sal- 
vation of  her  son  and  spent  a  whole 
night  in  prayer  that  he  would  not 
go  to  Italy  where  there  were  so  many 
wrong  influences.  On  that  very  night 
Augustine  sailed,  came  under  the 
teaching  of  Ambrose,  and  yielded  his 
life  to  Christ.  God  said  "No"  to  the 
words  of  Monica's  prayer,  but  He 
gave  her  the  desire  of  her  heart. 

Closely  akin  to  this  is  the  denial 
of  our  prayer  in  order  that  a  higher 
and  better  blessing  may  come  to  us. 
Tell  the  story  of  Paul's  prayer  in  2 
Cor.  12:8,  9.  God's  denial  brought 
what  greater  blessing  to  Paul?  —  D. 
Morris. 


':' 


: 


Dear  Sistej  Harrison: 

I  read  the  Lighted  Pathioay  thor- 
oughly each  month,  and  enjoy  the 
paper  very  much  as  it  is. 

Since  I  am  especially  interested  in 
the  young  people  of  our  church,  it 
is  natural  that  I  should  take  notice 
of  the  Y.P.E.  lessons.  We  have  good 
lessons,  but  not  many  of  our  young 
people  study  a  topic  enough  to  get 
the  full  meaning  of  it.  I  think  it 
would  be  good  to  change  these  les- 
sons. The  leader's  thoughts  could  be 
longer  and  more  in  detail.  The  other 
parts  could  be  chosen  scriptures  to 
suit  the  topic.  Then  print  a  little 
personal  note  under  each  of  these 
topics,  such  as:  study  your  scriptures 
well,  ask  God  to  help  you  so  that 
your  topic  may  be  a  blessing  to  some- 
one, etc. 


; 
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I  have  written  out  lessons  like  this 
nd  found  that  they  really  work  won- 
ers  with  our  boys  and  girls.  I  feel 
lat  such  lessons  would  be  a  help  to 
thers  also.  With  topics  in  this  form, 
le  boys  and  girls  express  their  own 
leas  instead  of  just  reading  the  topic 
s  the  Lighted  Pathway  gives  it  to 
hem,  then  returning  to  their  seat 
ithout  comment. 

It  would  also  be  nice  to  prepare  at 
:ast  one  special  lesson  for  the  Junior 
'.P.E.  each  quarter. 

I  especially  enjoy  the  Editor's  Mes- 
age,  Treasured  Gleanings,  Happy 
tome  Circle,  and  the  stories.  "The 
[eart  of  the  Rose"  was  a  great  story 
Dr  young  people.  Keep  up  the  good 
fork  and  may  God  bless  you. — Irene 
'oshee,  Lenoir  City,  Tenn. 

Note:  We  wrote  to  Sister  Foshee 
nd  asked  her  to  contribute  a  lesson 
ke  she  had  described;  so  here  it  is: 

Topic:      SPIRITUAL    CHECK-UP 

Irene  Foshee 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

Many  companies  have  a  policy  of 
ending  their  employees  to  the  phy- 
ician  for  a  physical  check-up  every 
o  often.  If  an  employee  is  found  to 
iave  a  dreadful  disease,  he  or  she 
.utomatically  gets  a  medical  dis- 
harge. 

God's  work  is  the  most  important 
/ork  in  the  world.  How  often  do  we 
ake  a  spiritual  check-up?  It  is  doubt- 
ul  that  we  take  the  check-up  as  olt- 
n  as  we  should.  We  cannot  keep  our 
piritual  bodies  well  without  the  help 
f  our  spiritual  physician,  Christ. 

There  are  spiritual  diseases  that  are 
,s  dangerous  to  the  soul  as  a  cancer 
5  to  the  body.  Many  people  who  look 
/ell  have  a  cancer,  tuberculosis,  or 
ome  other  dreadful  disease.  The 
ame  is  true  with  the  spiritual  body, 
'he  outward  appearance  may  be  per- 
ect,  but  the  heart  may  be  eaten  out 
vith  a  spiritual  disease.  There  is  a 
ure  preventive  for  the  spiritual  dis- 
ases.  It  is  called  sanctification.  If 
/e  are  really  and  truly  sanctified,  the 
piritual  diseases  will  not  be  present, 
ianctification  is  also  a  cure  for  those 
/ho  are  infected  with  spiritual  dis- 
ases.  There  are  many  of  these  spirit- 
Lai  diseases,  but  we  will  mention  a 
ew  of  the  most  common  and  most 
lestructive  ones. 

(Study  your  scriptures  well  and  ask 
Jod  to  help  you  make  a  talk  that 
/ill  be  a  blessing  to  someone.) 

1.  The  Disease  of  Jealousy:  Sol.  8:6; 
'rov.  6:34,  35;   Jas.  3:13;  Job.  5:2, 

2.  The  Disease  of  Doubting  and  Un- 
belief: Matt.  28:17;  John  6:36;  Mark 
6:16;  John  8:24. 

3.  The  Disease  of  Conceit:  Prov. 
2:15;  Prov.  26:12;  Prov.  27:2;  Gal. 
:3.  * 

4.  The  Disease  of  Gossiping:  Prov. 
1:9,  13;  Prov.  10:18;  Prov.  26:20-22; 
'rov.  16:28. 

5.  The  Disease  of  Ingratitude:  Deut. 
2:18;  Rom.  1:21;  2  Tim.  3:2;  Luke 
7:15-17. 

6.  The  Disease  of  Uncharitableness: 

(Lack   of   love) 
Tim.  3:1,  2;  Jas.  2:15,  16;  1  Cor.  13:4; 


1  John  4:7,  8. 

7.  The  Disease  of  Worldliness:  Rom. 
12:2;  1  John  2:15-17;  Matt.  16:26; 
Col.  3:2. 


Topic:      THE    GRACE    OF    GRATI- 
TUDE 

Scripture,   Luke    17:11-19 
By  PAUL  R.  KIRTS 

Say  "Thank  you,"  even  if  at  first  you 
do  not  feel  like  it;  you  will  soon  feel 
better. 

Since  God  is  always  giving,  is  it  not 
right  that  He  should  receive  thanks- 
giving? 

When  we  give  thanks,  we  do  not  sub- 
tract from  our  joy;  we  add  to  it. 

By  expressing  our  gratitude,  life  will 
become  freighted  with  blessing. 

By  saying  "Thank  you"  we  take  our 
thoughts  from  ourselves. 

The  endeavor  to  be  thankful  for  lit- 
tle things  makes  a  big  difference  in 
our  view  of  life. 

Count  your  blessings  and  then  coun' 
it  a  privilege  to  tell  God  you  ap- 
preciate them. 

Fill  your  prayers  with  thanksgiving 
and  fulfill  your  part  as  an  obedient 
child  of  the  Father. 

Genuine  gratitude  to  God  for  mer- 
cies does  not  stop  with  words;  it  goes 
on  to  works. 

Things  might  be  better,  but  it  is  al- 
ways best  to  be  thankful  for  what  we 
have. 

Thank  God  for  the  past  and  the 
present  and  praise  him  for  his  prom- 
ises that  relate  to  the  future. 

Thanksgiving  should  not  be  an  an- 
nual report,  but  a  daily  practice. 
WHAT  TO  BE  THANKFUL  FOR 

At  Oxford  University  John  Wesley, 
making  fun  of  a  poor  porter  in  a  good- 
natured  way,  spoke  of  his  ragged  coat 
and  told  him  to  go  home  and  get  an- 
other. 

"This  is  the  only  coat  I  have  in  the 
world,  and  I  thank  God  for  it,"  was  the 
man's  reply. 

"Go  home  and  get  your  supper, 
then." 

"I  shall  have  nothing  but  water  to 
drink,  and  I  thank  God  for  that." 

"It's  late,  and  you  will  be  locked  out, 
and  then  what  will  you  have  to  thank 
God  for?" 

"I  will  thank  Him  that  I  have  the 
dry  stones  to  lie  on." 

Then  Wesley  asked,  "John,  you 
thank  God  when  you  have  nothing  to 
wear,  nothing  to  eat,  and  no  bed  to  lie 
on;  what  else  do  you  thank  Him  for?" 
"I  thank  Him,"  said  the  porter, 
"that  He  has  given  me  life  and  a 
heart  to  love  Him  and  a  desire  to 
serve  Him." 

THANKFUL  EVERY  DAY 

A  young  Japanese  who  was  saved 
from  suicide  by  reading  a  pocket  copy 
of  the  book  of  The  Acts  given  him  by 
a  fellow  Japanese  traveler,  wrote  in  a 
letter  to  the  American  Bible  Society 
office  in  Tokyo:  "I  am  now  serving  in 
a  hospital  as  a  physician  in  charge  of 
the  department  for  children's  diseases, 
and  I  am  happy  to  say  I  enjoy  my 
work  very  much,  continually  en- 
deavoring to  improve  myself  in  every 
respect.  Every  day  is  a  day  of  thanks- 
giving!" 


HOW   PERFECT   ARE   WE? 

A  poor  farmer's  house  burned.  The 
next  morning  friends  assembled  out- 
side the  ruins  of  his  house  and  were 
loud  in  their  expressions  of  sympathy. 
At  last  the  master  of  the  fraternity  to 
which  the  farmer  belonged  came 
along.  He  listened  for  a  while  to  the 
expressions  of  sympathy  of  the  man's 
friends  and  then  came  forward  with 
a  substantial  sum  saying, 

"John  Hodge,  I  am  sorry  that 
much." 

If  our  gratitude  to  God  for  His  good- 
ness could  be  measured  quantitatively, 
would  we  be  satisfied  with  the  show- 
ing? 

SUGGESTIONS  TO  THE  LEADER 
To  whom  should  we  show  our  gra- 
titude? For  what  should  we  be  thank- 
ful? How  may  we  show  our  apprecia- 
tion for  the  goodness  of  God?  A  con- 
sideration of  these  three  questions 
should  bring  out  worth-while  points. 
Notice  that  thanksgiving  is  an  ele- 
ment of  prayer.  The  leader  may  ask 
the  members  to  mention  in  their 
prayers  specific  things  for  which  they 
are  thankful,  such  as  a  Christian 
home,  health,  the  beauties  of  nature, 
and  the  Church. 

Note:  A  good  plan  for  this  meeting 
would  be  to  ask  about  two  to  write  an 
essay  on  the  subject,  using  the  above 
thoughts  along  with  your  own.  After 
these  are  given,  open  meeting  for  oth- 
ers to  express  themselves.  Send  essays 
to  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  a  com- 
mittee will  select  the  best  one  for 
publication. — Ed. 


ONE  TEST  OF  CONSECRATSON 

When  Richard  Cecil  wished  to  teach 
his  little  daughter  the  meaning  of 
consecration  and  faith,  he  took  her 
on  his  knee  in  his  library  one  day  and 
asked  her  if  she  loved  him  well 
enough  to  give  up  a  little  necklace 
of  glass  beads  which  she  greatly 
prized.  She  looked  up  with  tears  in 
her  face,  and  sobbed,  "Yes,  Papa." 
"Well,"  said  he,  "you  take  them  off 
and  throw  them  into  the  grate."  With 
heaving  bosom  and  hesitating  steps, 
she  made  the  great  renunciation  and 
then  flew  back  to  his  arms  and  sobbed 
herself  to  rest,  while  he  patted  the 
little  golden  head  and  gently  said, 
"Now  Papa  knows  you  love  him." 

Nothing  more  was  said  for  several 
days,  but  on  her  birthday  her  father 
called  her  to  him,  and  opening  a  little 
casket,  handed  to  her  a  chain  of  real 
pearls  and  asked  her  to  put  them  on 
her  neck  as  the  gift  of  his  love  to 
her.  She  looked  him  full  in  the  face 
and  then  a  great  light  broke  upon 
her  countenance,  and  again  throwing 
herself  on  his  bosom,  she  cried,  "Oh, 
Papa,  forgive  me-  I  did  not  under- 
stand, but  now  I  do." 

That  is  the  consecration  which  God 
loves  and  loves  to  recompense.  Our 
sacrifices  are  real  investments  which 
will  bring  us  infinite  returns  in  that 
day  when  He  shall  give  us  diadems 
for  tears,  cities  for  pounds,  and  ten 
thousand  per  cent  compound  interest 
on  all  we  have  laid  down  for  His  sake. 
— Covenant  Companion. 
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Kentucky  State  Convention,  Camp  Meeting,  and  Youth  Convention 


The  Kentucky  State  Youth  Con- 
vention began  on  the  morning  of 
August  7,  1947,  following  the  close  of 
the  State  Camp  Meeting  and  Con- 
vention on  the  night  of  the  sixth. 
The  Youth  Convention  was  opened 
with  the  reading  of  the  twenty-third 
Psalm  by  the  State  Youth  Director, 
Rev.  Manuel  F.  Campbell,  followed  by 

THE  DIRECTOR'S  REFLECTOR 

(Continued  from  page   12) 

day  Schools,  Y.P.E.'s,  and  our  mission 
work  has  received  great  impetus  as 
a  result  of  their  activities.  Yes,  for 
much  of  this  accomplishment,  we  pay 
tribute  to  our  State  Youth  Directors. 
In  later  years,  our  vision  of  youth 
work  has  broadened  considerably.  The 
Church  has  enlarged  the  scope  of  its 
youth  activities  and,  through  the 
National  Youth  Board,  is  presenting 
an  extensive  program  in  this  field. 
Through  this  combined  effort,  the 
State  Youth  Directors  are  offering  a 
program  which  has  a  definite  plan 
and  covers  every  phase  of  youth 
activities.  There  are  three  main  ob- 
jectives in  this  program.  First  is  the 
salvation  of  souls,  and  second,  the 
leading  of  Christian  young  people  in- 
to a  life  of  deeper  spirituality  and  a 
closer  walk  with  God.  The  third  ob- 
jective is  to  train  them  for  Christian 
service.  For  this  purpose,  our  youth 
directors  today  are  encouraging  new 
methods  of  teaching  with  special 
emphasis  on  visual  education.  They 
are  offering  suggestive  libraries  for 
both  young  people  and  church  work- 
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prayer  by  Rev.  Willis  Carden.  Many 
inspiring  messages,  including  those 
of  our  esteemed  General  Overseer, 
Rev.  John  C.  Jernigan;  National 
Youth  Director,  Rev.  Ralph  E.  Wil- 
liams; and  State  Overseer,  Rev.  L.  H. 
Aultman,  were  on  the  program.  In 
the  above  picture,  (reading  left  to 
right)     are    Rev.    and    Mrs.    John    C. 

ers,  and  are  placing  much  stress  on 
the  importance  of  teacher  training. 
In  addition  to  this,  they  are  suggest- 
ing the  organization  of  Boy  Scout 
troops,  and  the  establishment  of 
State  Youth  Camps.  They  are  offer- 
ing practical  plans  for  the  conduct- 
ing of  youth  revivals.  Outstanding 
has  been  the  revolution  in  the  pro- 
grams for  our  State  Youth  Conven- 
tions. Much  planning  and  study  has 
gone  into  the  preparation  of  these 
programs,  and  as  a  result,  the  young 
people  have  been  able  to  take  home 
from  these  conventions  much  infor- 
mation of  value  in  their  Y.P.E.,  as 
well  as  a  burning  desire  to  live  and 
work  for  God. 

Yes,  the  accomplishments  of  our 
State  Youth  Directors  have  been 
many.  With  thankful  hearts,  they  can 
look  back  on  their  record  of  last  year, 
knowing  that  fifteen  thousand  young 
people  were  saved,  and  over  five  thou- 
sand of  them  were  added  to  the 
Church  of  God. 

State  Youth  Directors,  we  bid  you 
Godspeed  and  offer  this  assurance 
that  in  that  day  when  the  righteous 
shall  be  rewarded,  you  too  will  receive 
your   just  recompense. 


Jernigan;  Rev.  and  Mrs.  L. 
Aultman;  Miss  Julia  Daughdril 
Secretary-Treasurer;  Rev.  and  Mr 
Ralph  E.  Williams;  and  Rev.  and  Mr 
Manuel  F.  Campbell.  In  front  of  thei 
are  the  beautiful  flowers  that  wei 
presented  to  them  by  the  ministei 
of  the  State  of  Kentucky. 


The  twins  are  K.  C.  Muncy's, 

The  parents  think  the  boys  are  swell. 
We're  glad  to  say  "Congratulations!" 

To  Holla  and  his  good  wife,  Nell. 


The  Lighted  Pathwa 


IE 


BEHOLD  THE  BIRDS 

(Continued   from   page   1) 

ould  you  like  to  hear  the  verse  just 
it  is  printed  in  the  Bible:  "Even 
e  youths  shall  faint  and  be  weary, 
.d  the  young  men  shall  utterly  fall: 
t  they  that  wait  upon  the  Lord 
all  renew  their  strength;  they  shall 
junt  up  with  wings  as  eagles;  they 
all  run,  and  not  be  weary;  and 
ey  shall  walk,  and  not  faint." 
All  these,  and  many  another  lesson 
learned  as  I  wandered  through 
;ld  and  forest.  When  you  have 
lished  reading,  go  out  into  the 
:lds  and  woods,  and  learn  for  your- 
ives  all  the  wonderful  lessons  which 
sus  wished  vou  to  learn  when  He 
Id  you  to  "behold  the  birds." — The 
nday  School  Banner. 


Thanksgiving 


THANKSGIVING  BY  V-MAIL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

ing's  been  pretty  tough.  They  say 
11  get  tougher.  But  now  that  I  have 
e  Lord,  Mom,  it's  okay  what  hap- 
ns.  Tell  the  folks  back  there 
Lanks'  for  praying  for  me.  It's  won- 
rful  to  be  a  Cnristian!  Lovingly, 
e." 

There  were  tears  now  in  Mary 
irner's  eyes — but,  like  a  rainbow 
pearing  before  the  last  bit  of  a 
instorm  has  spent  itself,  there  was 
;o   a   smile! — The   Evangelical  Bea- 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

at  among  the  toilers  in  the  field 
lave  tried  to  do  a  man's  part;  that 
len  the  sun  was  withering  I  have 
t  shirked  my  stint;  that  when  an- 
ler  has  grown  weary,  I  have  tried 
speak  a  word  of  hope,  and  to  lend 
hand  which  would  help  and  never 
rider;  if  I  can  feel  that  in  my  work 
have  known  how  to  sing,  and  be- 
use  of  that,  have  taught  others  to 
lg,  too;  if  I  can  know  that  in  my 
art  I  have  cherished  hatred  toward 

human  being,  but,  seeking  to  be 
e  Him,  have  tried  to  forgive  as  I 
»uld  wish  to  be  forgiven,  and  to 
age    charitably    of    others'    feelings 

i  would  want  them  to  judge  of 
ne;  then,  whatever  mistakes  may 
ve  been  made,  I  can  lie  down  and 
ep  as  peacefully  as  the  little  child 
evening  time,  who,  with  the  moth- 
s  touch  upon  its  hand,  passes  into 
imber,  knowing  that  all  is  well; 
at  there  is  One  watching  beside 
who  'neither  slumbers  nor 
eps,'  and  that  when  I  shall  awaken 
will  be  to  find  myself  in  the  Old 
ime,  surrounded  by  those  whom  I 
ve  learned  to  love,  and  that  it  shall 

morning." 


iisM'^ 


Someone  has  said,  "If  you  wish 
ur  friends  to  see  what  God  is  like, 
them  see  what  He  can  make  you 
e."  If  you  can  do  nothing  else  for 
m,  you  can  wear  a  happy  face.  Ask 
to  to  help  you  do  it. 


AN    OLD-FASHIONED 
THANKSGIVING 

Mary  V.  Harris 

A  crisp  November  morning 

In  its  frosty,  white  array; 
A  bit  of  smoke  a-curling 

From  a  chimney  o'er  the  ivay; 
A  freshly  laundered  apron 

And  a  kettle  on  to  boil. 
While  an  air  of  expectation 

Gladdens  all  the  household  toil. 

There's  a  pile  of  tell-tale  feathers 

Just  beside  the  barnyard  gate, 
And  the  other  foiols  are  cackling 

O'er  their  mighty  hero's  fate. 
Little  did  they  know  the  reason 

For  the  corn  he  had  been  fed. 
Or  just  why  that  special  morning 

He  would  have  to  lose  his  head. 

Cheerful  fires  are  bright  and  cozy, 

Snowy  table  linen  spread; 
Rich  aromas  from  the  kitchen 

Tell  of  baking  pies  and  bread. 
Roasted  fowls  and  mashed  potatoes 

Soon  begin  to  take  their  place, 
While  a  deep  anticipation 

Beams  upon  a  mother's  face. 

Soon   the   quietness   is   broken 

By  a  merry,  youthful  group — 
Through  the  old  familiar  threshold 

March  the  loud  and  hungry  troop. 
Every  one  is  glad  and  happy, 

Every  heart  is  full  of  joy 
From  the  grandma  in  her  apron 

To  the  smallest  carefree  boy. 

Seated  all  around  the  table 

Where  there's  plenty  and  to  spare, 
Heads    are    boioed  —  a     moment's 
silence — 
Then  a  father's  grateful  prayer. 
Then  I  think  an  angel  hastens 
To  the  courts  of  heaven  above 
With   this   glad   thanksgiving   mes- 
sage 
From  a  home  of  peace  and  love. 

When    this    old    world    learns    the 

secret 
Of  a  glad  and  thankful  heart: 
That  true  joy  is  found  in  sharing 
And  that  giving  is  an  art — 
We  can  hear  a  choir  of  angels 

Echo  forth  the  glad  refrain, 
As  the  voice  of  every  nation 

Offers  thanks  for  peace  again! 
— The  Herald   of   Light   and   Zion's 
Watchman. 


LETTERS  OF  APPRECIATION 
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Dear   Sister   Harrison : 

With  pleasure  I  will  write  you  a  few  lines 
to  let  you  know  I  do  enjoy  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Oh,  that  more  young  peo- 
ple would  read  it!  It  is  so  helpful  to  our 
young    people. 

I  have  one  boy  who  really  enjoys  reading 
the  paper.  I  have  another  son,  twenty-three 
years  old,  whom  I  long  to  see  enjoy  good 
literature  such  as  the  Lighted  Pathway,  but 
he  is  running  after  the  pleasures  of  this 
world.  He  has  lost  the  joy  of  the  Lord,  and 
is  seeking  the  worldly  pleasures.  Do  pray 
with    me    for    him. 

I  enjoy  giving  the  paper  to  others  when 
I  get  through  reading  it.  I  really  would  like 
to  keep  the  papers,  they  are  co  good,  but 
thinking  they  might  be  a  blessing  to  some- 
one else,  I  pass  them  on.  The  only  fault  I 
can  find  with  the  paper  is  that  it  just 
doesn't    come    often    enough. 

One  dear  man  who  was  confined  to  his 
home,  and  was  a  Lighted  Pathway  reader 
said,  "I  would  like  to  get  one  of  those  every 
day."  It  was  such  a  pleasure  to  him  when 
his  wife  would  bring  it  in  from  the  mail 
box.  But  he  went  on  to  meet  the  Lord  in 
peace   a    few   days   ago. 

I  will  be  sixty-five  years  old  in  November. 
The  Lord  has  blessed  me  with  such  wonder- 
ful health,  and  I  do  praise  Him  for  it.  How 
I  enjoy  seeing  young  people  stepping  out 
for  God.  I  don't  see  how  any  young  person 
or  older  one  either  could  read  your  paper  and 
not  be  benefited  by  it.  Your  messages  are 
grand.  Keep  up  the  good  work.  Wish  I  had 
something  to  send  you  to  help  you  publish 
your  book.  May  God's  richest  blessings  rest 
upon  you  and  your  work. — Mrs.  F.  B.  Waf- 
ford,    Rt.    1,    Choctaw,    Okla. 

Note:  Ask  your  friends  to  subscribe.  We 
are  launching  a  subscription  drive  and  each 
one  can  help  by  asking  his  friends  and 
neighbors   to  subscribe  to  the   paper. 
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dog    in   the    street.    They    are    always 
ready  to  help  those  who  need  help." 

"I  shall  never  think  Mary's  hands 
are  ugly  any  more,  Miss  Roberts." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that, 
Daisy;  and  I  must  tell  you  that  they 
are  beautiful  because  they  do  their 
work  gladly  and  cheerfully." 

"O  Miss  Roberts!  I  feel  so  ashamed 
of  myself,  and  so  sorry,"  said  Daisy, 
looking  into  her  teacher's  face  with 
tearful  eyes. 

"Then,  my  dear,  show  your  sorrow 
by  deeds  of  kindness.  The  good  alone 
are  really  beautiful." — From  an  Old 
Reader. 


Books:   Bone  or  Blessing? 

Not  all  reading  is  good;  some  of  it 
is  as  evil  an  act  as  a  person  can  per- 
form. It  is  the  habit  of  many  to  com- 
mend reading  merely  as  reading.  "He 
is  never  without  a  book  in  his  hand." 
"She  is  always  poring  over  books." 
Such  statements  are  thought  to  be 
high  praise,  though  as  a  matter  of 
fact  the  closer  the  association  with 
certain  books  the  worse  it  is  for  the 
reader.  A  schoolboy  anarchist  only 
seventeen  years  old,  deported  as  a 
dangerous  alien,  says  he  obtained  his 
"education"  in  radicalism  from  books 
that  he  obtained  from  the  New  York 
Public  Library.  When  books  were  cost- 
ly and  rare,  they  were  far  safer  than 
now,  for  today  it  is  easy  for  any 
evil-minded  man  to  put  his  mind  into 
a  book  and  scatter  the  poison  over 
the  world.  A  person  should  no  more 
read  books  indiscriminately  than  he 
would  go  into  a  chemical  laboratory 
and  take  the  first  liquid  at  hand  as 
a  medicine. 
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EVER  SO  HUMBLE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
"But  you're  always  saying  that  you 
need  more  exercise,"  she  protested, 
"and  as  for  the  furniture,  I'm  a  geni- 
us at  redecorating  old  second-hand 
things.  Hank.  Why,  I  can  even  make 
things  out  of  orange  crates.  Oh,  tell 
her  we'll  take  it,  Hank!  Please!" 
"Very  well,  dear,"  he  assented. 
That  night  as  Julie  glanced  out  of 
the  small  window  ac  the  moon- 
drenched  scene  which  revealed,  even 
at  night,  the  ugliness  of  the  trailer 
camp,  she  sighed  happily  and  clasp- 
ing ner  arms  across  her  chest,  she 
gave  herself  a  little  hug  of  ecstasy  as 
she  murmured,  "Just  think  of  it.  A 
home  of  our  own!  Thank  you,  God, 
for  answering  my  unspoken  request." 

Julie  dried  the  last  of  her  small 
set  of  dishes  and  placed  them  loving- 
ly in  the  big  cupboard.  Even  by  care- 
ful arrangement,  the  set  occupied 
only  one  shelf,  and  the  scaring  empti- 
ness of  the  other  shelves  disturbed 
her.  This  same  emptiness  prevailed 
throughout  the  house,  for  the 
lew  pieces  of  furniture  that  she  had 
managed  to  purchase  and  refinish 
seemed  to  be  utterly  dwarfed  by  the 
broad  expanse  of  wall  space  in  the 
several  rooms. 

With  a  vague  feeling  of  nostalgia, 
Julie  wondered  if  the  Browns  had 
moved  into  the  trailer  house  yet.  She 
did  hope  that  they  would  be  careful 
with  it,  for  it  was  easy  to  mar  wood- 
work and  floors  when  one  was  not 
used  to  such  small  quarters,  and  with 
their  two  small  boys,  it  would  be 
doubly  crowded. 

A  knock  at  the  front  door  startled 
her,  and  upon  opening  it,  she  was 
surprised  to  see  a  slender  girl  stand- 
ing there,  her  face  deathly  pale,  one 
hand  clinging  tightly  to  the  porch 
railing  for  support. 

Without  waiting  for  Julie  to  speak, 
the  girl  began  in  a  hurried  rush  01 
words.  "I'm  Ann  Jensen,  Mrs.  Robert 
Jensen,  that  is.  My  husband  is  going 
to  college  here,  and  we  can't  find  a 
place  to  stay  anywhere.  They  told  us 
at  the  college  that  you  might  have  a 
spare  room  and.  .  .  ."  She  swayed  diz- 
zily and  would  have  fallen  if  Julie  had 
not  caught  her. 

Julie  had  just  finished  putting  the 
sick  girl  to  bed,  when  another  knock 
called  her  to  the  door.  This  time  it 
was  a  tired  young  mother,  who  weari- 
ly shifted  a  whimpering,  hungry  in- 
fant from  one  aching  arm  to  the 
other.  Her  request  was  much  the 
same.  If  she  and  her  husband  could 
rent  a  spare  room,  they  would  be 
glad  to  buy  their  own  furniture.  .  .  . 

After  Julie  had  established  the 
young  mother,  Mrs.  Corning,  in  the 
kitchen  with  the  ingredients  and 
utensils  necessary  for  formula  mix- 
ing, she  hurried  into  her  own  bed- 
room and  dropping  on  her  knees  by 
the  open  window,  she  began  to  pray. 

Within  her  heart,  a  fierce  battle 
was  raging.  The  Lord  was  calling  up- 
on  her  to  make  a  definite  sacrifice. 
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With  tears  flowing  freely,  she  prayed 
for  strength. 

When  Hank  returned  with  arms 
laden  with  packages  that  evening,  he 
was  amazed  to  find  Julie  in  the  hall- 
way, piling  up  a  stack  of  boxes  and 
suitcases.  On  her  face  was  an  ex- 
pression of  gladness  and  peace. 

"Julie — what  are  you  doing?"  he 
cried. 

"Getting  ready  to  move  back  into 
the  trailer  house,"  she  replied  in  a 
nonchalant   manner. 

"But  I've  rented  it  to  the  Browns. 
They're   moving   in   tomorrow." 

"They  can  have  our  place  here," 
she  answered.  "The  trailer's  no  place 
tor  their  boys  anyway.  They  need  a 
big  yard  like  this  one  to  play  in." 

"But — "  he  protested  again. 

Then  drawing  him  to  one  side,  she 
quietly  told  him  of  the  events  of  the 
day,  of  the  sick  wife,  of  the  tired 
mother  and  tiny  baby,  finishing  with, 
"And  so  I've  let  Mrs.  Jensen  have 
our  spare  bedroom,  and  Mrs.  Corning 
and  her  husband  are  already  moving 
some  furniture  into  the  'storeroom,' 
and  the  Browns  can  have  our  bed- 
room. They  can  take  turns  using  the 
kitchen,  and  don't  you  see,  Hank, 
everything  will  be  perfect." 

"So  I  see,"  he  replied,  "but  what 
about  us,  Julie?  What  about  you  and 
your  desire  for  a  home?" 

She  smiled.  "Why,  I've  just  found 
out  that  I  love  the  little  trailer.  I've 
been  terribly  homesick  for  it  all  day, 
and  I  just  couldn't  bear  the  thought 
of  anyone  else's  living  in  it.  Anyway, 
Hank,  it's  more  blessed  to  give  than 
to  receive,  you  know,  and  no  matter 
how  humble  it  is,  'Home'  is  wherever 
you  and  I  can  be  together." 

"Even  if  it  doesn't  have  much  el- 
bow room,"  laughed  Hank  as  he 
gathered  her  into  his  arms. 


SEPTEMBER   PRIZE   WINNER 

Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md., 
is  the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5.00  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time.  Sister 
Varner  sold  420  papers. 

Note:  In  order  to  qualify  for  win- 
ning the  prize  of  $5.00  in  any  one 
month,  you  must  sell  the  most  papers 
and  have  your  money  in  on  time.  The 
due  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  is  the 
twentieth  of  each  month.  For  instance, 
the  money  for  October  papers  must  be 
in  the  office  by  October  20. 

SEPTEMBER  HONOR  HOLL 

Arthur  H.  Hibbs,  Louisville,  Ky., 
sold  350  papers. 

T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  O,  sold 
350  papers. 

Earl  Smith,  Lindale,  Ga.,  sold  252 
papers. 

Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia, 
S.  C,  sold  250  papers. 

Mrs.  Ovelen  Conrad,  Louisville,  Ky., 
sold  210  papers. 

J.  C.  Doolittle,  Greenwood,  S.  C, 
sold   196  papers. 


The     man    who    knows    God    best 
knows  himself  best. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 
FOR    1946  AND    1947 

( 'Decrea 

Sold  for  Sold  for      Incre 

1945-46  1946-47      over  1 
yea 

Alabama  36,195  25,403      *10,' 

Alaska  84  24 

Arizona  2,816  3,170           ; 

Arkansas  9,798  8,508       *1,J 

California  12,541  9,692       *2,i 

Canada  3,827  3,721          *: 

Colorado  855  292          *! 

Connecticut  100  194 

Delaware  1,807  1,487          *'. 

Florida  26,030  31,507        5,< 

Foreign  4,244  5,278         1,1 

Georgia  65,991  60,279       *5," 

Idaho  1,893  1,186          *' 

Illinois  24,223  22,979       *1,'. 

Indiana  12,998  8,269       *4,' 

Iowa  2,401  2,395 

Kansas  6,063  4,719       *l,i 

Kentucky  29,107  31,822        2,' 

Louisiana  6,008  5,093 

Maine  4,785  4,604 

Massachusetts  523  356 

Maryland  15,822  14,449       *1,! 

Michigan  13,248  10,720       *2, 

Minnesota  971  863          * 

Mississippi  11,702  10,587       *1, 

Missouri  17,230  10,379       *6,l 

Montana  2,154  2,583 

Nebraska  406  793 

Nevada  100  24 

New  Hampshire         41  72 

New  Jersey  1,634  2,474 

New  Mexico  2,964  2,514          * 

New  York  1,358  724          * 

N.  Carolina  71,180  65,364       *5 

North  Dakota  2,631  2,807 

Ohio  38,117  33,924       *4 

Oklahoma  10,866  5,411       *5 

Oregon  1,748  2,269   **" 

Pennsylvania  11,052  8,429       *2. 

Rhode  Island  4 

S.  Carolina  105,973  92,926     *13, 

South  Dakota  2,901  3,364 

Tennessee  55,039  47,457       *7, 

Texas  32,227  22,120     HO, 

Utah  20  30 

Vermont  9 

Virginia  19,049  21,348        2, 

Washington  4,110  3,162 

Washington,  D.C.  1,220  791 

West  Virginia  22,367  30,495 

Wisconsin  987  642 

Wyoming  110  30 


699,529  627,729 
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LSGHTED    PATHWAYS    FOR   M 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to 
Publicity  Fund   and   to  the   fund 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men 
service  for  September. 

Illinois     

Delaware 

Missouri    

Mississippi 

Pennsylvania     

Texas   


Truth  as  found  in  the  Bible  is 
remedy     prescribed    by    the    God 
heaven  for  all  of  the  ills  of  the  si 
of    men,    and   if    taken    according 
directions  will  cure  them  all. 

The  Lighted  Pathv 


.. 


American    Education    Week 


There  is  no  better  way  to  help  the  plan  of  salvation  than  to  cooperate  in  the  American  Education  Week.    There  are  millions  of  dollars 
eeded  to  educate  boys,  girls,  men,  and  women  to  serve  God  through   Christian   Education. 
Lee  College  is  doing  a   fine  job  thus  far.     By   your   help  and  cooperation  we  can  make  it  one  of  the  greatest  schools  in  the  nation. 

— Ralph    Herring. 


A  burning  spirit  of  thanksgiving  pos- 
:sses  my  heart  every  time  I  think  about  be- 
lg  one  of  the  young  women  fortunate 
nough  to  be  in  Lee  College's  first  grad- 
ating  class. 

By  attending  the  Bible  Training  School  and 
ee  College  the  first  year  of  its  return  to 
leveland,  I  shall  have  the  privilege  of 
atching.  with  great  enthusiasm,  its  prog- 
;ss  from  the  first  year  of  its  full  accredita- 
.on,  on  through  my  life,  as  it  prospers  and 
ecomes  one  of  the  outstanding  institutions 
f   the   world. 

I  love  to  stand  in  front  of  Hadassah  Hall 
n  Sunday  mornings  and  watch  the  happy 
undreds  as  they  go  reverently  into  the  au- 
itorium.  This  glorious  sight  alone  makes  me 
d  overflowing  with  thankfulness.  I  feel 
ke  I  have  just  been  told  I  was  everyone's 
est  friend  because  I  know  that  here  is  a 
roup  of  young  men  and  women  who  have 
tie  same  ideals  and  hopes  for  the  future 
tiat  I  have.  Sincerely — Margaret  A.  Ethe- 
idge. 

The  Church  of  God  has  taken,  I  feel,  the 
reatest  stride  toward  higher  educational 
tandards  and  spiritual  progress  in  its  his- 
3ry,  by  acquiring  what  is  now  known  as  Lee 
iollege. 

Upon  arriving,  among  the  many  old  ac- 
uaintances,  I  noticed  scores  of  unfamiliar 
aces  which  seemed  to  blend  into  one  large 
ody,  making  me  know  that  the  charter 
l embers  of  Lee  College  were  going  to  enjoy 
term  to  which  succeeding  groups  would 
.ave  to  strive  to  attain.  Just  such  a  year  has 
>egun.  I  repeat  the  old  adage,  "In  quantity  it 
undoubtedly  will  be  surpassed,  but  in  qual- 
;y,    only    possible." 

Irregularities  arise,  complexities  appear,  but 
verwhelming  as  day  over  the  night,  are  the 
chool's  advantages.  The  long  but  profitable 
ays  of  study,  the  times  of  spiritual  refresh- 
<ig  and  rejoicing,  the  enjoyable  afternoons 
I  athletic  participation,  etc.,  all  are  lasting 
n  one's  memory. 

No  doubt  many  of  you  young  people  whom 
his  testimony  may  reach,  wonder  ofttimes 
f  Bible  School,  of  what  the  students  do 
here,  of  how  they  live.  Possibly  you  have 
eceived  varied  reports  of  the  school,  favor- 
ble  and  otherwise.  Speaking  for  myself,  I 
lelieve  the  report  depends  much  upon  the 
ttitude  of  the  student  while  in  school.  Un- 
avorable  reports,  I  have  found,  are  most  in- 
ariably  personal  ones  and  do  not  express 
,t  all  the  general  sentiment  of  the  students, 
/tisconceptions  of  the  school,  its  policies, 
eachings,  practices,  administration,  are  for 
he  greater  part  satanically  brewed  and 
lypocritically   fed   and   kept  alive. 

Oft  has  been  the  testimony  that  a  year 
pent  in  Bible  School  is  a  well  spent  one. 
rhis  statement  is  very  true.  I  have  found 
hat  my  shortcomings  could  and  should  be 
lirectly  attributed  to  self  and  not  to  the 
chool    and    its    effects. 

I  am  employing  the  words  of  the  old 
olored  fellow,  who  had  successfully  raided 
he  chicken  coop,  as  my  advice  to  all  pros- 
active  students  of  Lee  College.  I  simply 
ay,  "Boss,  you  oughter  been  there.  You 
nissed  the  time  of  your  life." — Garold  Boat- 
fright. 

Twice  I  have  been  redeemed.  First,  by  the 
)lood  of  Jesus  Christ  from  a  pit  of  sin.  For 
his  redemption  I  praise  God.  Second,  by 
J.  T.  S.  and  Lee  College  from  a  pit  of  illit- 
•racy  and  fanatical  radicalism  to  a  highway 
phich  has  shown  me  my  needs,  spiritually 
-nd  mentally.  Lee  College  will  lead  me  on 
)y  the  help  of  God  to  the  City  of  Success. 
Jever  has  there  been,  and  possibly  never  will 
>e,  enough  praise  fallen  from  the  lips  of 
aortal  man  to  express  the  good  done  by  Lee 
College  for  our  church,  our  nation,  and  our 
Sod. — Lacy   Whatley. 

If  asked  to  name  one  of  the  greatest  places 
f   today,   my   answer   would    be   Lee   College. 

This  college,  which  stands  for  a  lot  more 
plan    just    learning,    holds    quite    a    fascina- 


tion for  me.  My  dreams  and  expectations 
of  Bible  Training  School  were  far  below 
what  I've  found  school  life  at  Lee  College 
to    be. 

One  of  the  most  important  things  the 
school  is  doing  for  me  is  helping  me  to  ap- 
preciate the  Church  of  God  more.  After 
leaving  here,  I'll  be  a  greater  booster  for 
God's  Church  and  those  things  for  which  it 
stands. 

I  count  it  a  great  privilege  to  attend  an  in- 
stitution which  is  bound  to  move  forward 
because  the  most  important  thing  of  all  is 
not  left  out — the  Gospel  taught  in  its  full- 
ness.— Margie    Mixon. 

I  have  attended  Lee  College  since  June 
1945,  both  summer  and  winter  terms.  I  have 
been  made  to  realize  that  a  lot  of  my  ideas 
were  distorted.  God  and  Lee  College  have 
done  a  marvelous  work  on  me  since  I  have 
been  here.  They  have  shaped  the  clay  into 
a  vessel  of  honor  to  be  used  for  God's 
glory.  I  praise  the  Lord  for  it.  I  hope  be- 
fore I  leave  here,  the  rough  edges  will  be 
knocked  off,  and  I  can  come  out  a  finished 
product,  not  for  my  own  use,  but  for  God's. 
I  recommend  school  for  anyone  who  is  called 
of  God.  If  one  is  looking  for  an  education 
in  a  fine  Christian  environment  among 
Christian  people,  I  would  say,  "Come  to 
Lee  College." — Yours  in  the  Master's  service, 
Richard   Baker. 

I  had  heard  much  talk  about  our  Bible 
Training  School,  both  good  and  bad,  before 
coming  to  school  this  year.  I  have  been  here 
in  school  a  month,  and  I  believe  it  has  been 
the  best  month  of  my  life.  Although  we  do 
have  to  study  hard,  the  classes  are  an  in- 
spiration to  my  soul.  We  have  prayer  before 
every  class.  I  said  to  my  wife  no  longer  than 
last  night,  "I  feel  I  am  closer  to  the  Lord 
than  I  have  ever  been."  I  haven't  words 
to  express  what  Lee  College  means  to  me. 

I  am  twenty-eight  years  of  age,  have  been 
serving  the  Lord  for  thirteen  years,  and  I 
am  now  studying  for  the  ministry.  Please 
pray  for  me  that  I  will  always  stay  in  the 
will  of  the  Lord. — Russell  H.  Sumner,  Lake- 
land,   Florida. 

Since  the  opening  of  Lee  College  in  Cleve- 
land, Tennessee,  I  have  enjoyed  the  associa- 
tion of  the  faculty  and  student  body.  It 
has  also  been  a  great  help  to  me  throughout 
my  religious  life.  I  thank  the  Lord  for  ever 
giving  me  the  opportunity  to  attend  such  a 
wonderful  school.  I  also  thank  the  Lord  for 
a  Christian  mother,  for  if  it  had  not  been 
for  her  and  God  there  is  no  telling  where 
I  would  be  now.  B.  T.  S.  is  one  of  the  most 
wonderful  places  I  have  ever  been  or  ever 
expect  to  be. 

Since  I  have  been  here,  B.  T.  S.  has  helped 
me  in  my  studies  and  in. my  Christian  life.  I 
can  never  thank  the  Lord  enough  for  this 
wonderful  opportunity.  I  am  a  freshman  in 
high  school. — Ruth  Pauley.  Route  1,  Box  108, 
Charleston,   West  Virginia. 

I  am  certainly  thankful  for  the  opportunity 
to  use  2  Timothy  2:15  in  fellowship  with 
educated,    experienced    Christian    teachers. 

God  only  knows  the  truth  and  the  fruit 
of  His  word  that  has  been  revealed  to  me 
while  here  in  school,  and  the  fellowship  with 
Christians    which    nothing   can   replace. 

God  wants  vessels  that  He  can  use.  Pray 
for  me  that  I  might  be  molded  and  made  in- 
to a  real  harvester  for  Christ  to  use  in  the 
fields  ready  for  harvest. — For  Christ  and  His 
Church,    Virgil    E.    Wolf. 

Indeed  it  is  a  pleasure  to  be  back  in  Bible 
School.  I  am  here  preparing  myself  for  the 
Ministry.  I  thank  God  for  the  adequate  spir- 
ituality we  have  here.  For  a  long  time  I  have 
been  praying  ardently  for  God  to  provide  a 
way  for  me  to  attend  Lee  College;  now  my 
plans  have  materialized,  and  I  praise  His 
name   for    it. 

Jesus    said     in    John    8:32.     "And    ye    shall 


know  the  truth  and  the  truth  shall  make 
you  free."  I  am  striving  to  know  the  truth 
of  God's  Word  that  I  may  be  a  better  min- 
ister for  Him. 

I  desire  an  interest  in  your  prayers. — J.  J. 
Grizzle. 

I  am  a  new  student  at  Lee  College  this  year 
and  I  am  studying  in  the  Religious  Educa- 
tion Division.  I  think  I  can  be  true  in  say- 
ing it  is  the  best  school  I  have  ever 
been  in  for  that  purpose.  I  think  I  can  say 
for  the  rest  of  the  students  also  that  it  sur- 
passes, by  far,  what  I  had  pictured  a  life  at 
Lee  College.  I  have  found  everyone  a  bless- 
ing to  me.  and  I  am  sure  everyone  here  feels 
the  same.  I  have  never  seen  so  many  happy 
faces  as  I  have  seen  here  at  Lee  College.  God 
is  really  blessing  us,  and  we  are  getting  a 
fine  start  into  a  new  year  at  a  new  place. — 
George  M.  Hackney. 

I  shall  forever  be  grateful  to  God  for  hav- 
ing led  me  to  an  institution,  where  in  one 
year's  time  the  whole  course  of  my  thinking 
was  changed  from  that  of  an  egotistical,  dog- 
matic and  narrow  one,  to  one  that  gave 
place  to  a  world-wide  vision,  which  includes 
the  rights  and  opinions  of  all  people. — Sarah 
Penland. 

Feelings  become  hard  to  express  when  one 
endeavors  to  put  into  words  the  true  develop- 
ment of  a  B.  T.  S.  life. 

Before  entering  B.  T.  S.,  I  had  always  said 
that  I  was  ready  to  die,  but  after  three  years 
here  I  can  wholeheartedly  say  that  I  am 
now  ready  to  live,  for  the  teaching  of  this 
fast  growing  institution  has  shown  to  me 
a  new  and  greater  outlook  upon  the  need  of 
this  degenerate  age.  I  am  now  ready  to  work 
for  my  Lord. 

B.  T.  S.  has  truly  been  a  home  to  me  in 
my  need  of  fatherly  advice — a  place  of 
refuge  in  this  sinful  world.  I  thank  God  for 
the  opportunity  of  attending  Lee  College. — 
Grady  Hawkins. 


Praise  God  for  an  opportunity  to  attend 
Lee  College!  For  the  past  two  years  I  have 
been  very  enthusiastic  about  attending 
B.  T.  S.  and  I  thank  God  that  He  let  my 
plans  materialize.  I  am  here  preparing  my- 
self for  the  mission  field.  I  feel  so  unworthy 
of  such  a  high  calling,  but  I  want  to  be  led 
by  the  Holy  Spirit  that  I  may  be  prompted, 
encouraged,  and  equipped  to  win  the  lost  to 
Christ. 

Friends,  today  we  need  to  realize  the  signi- 
ficance of  having  an  adequate  education  as 
well  as  having  good  spirituality.  2  Timothy 
2:15.  "Study  to  shew  thyself  approved  unto 
God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not  to  be 
ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word  of  truth." 

I  desire  an  interest  in  your  prayers. — Rad 
F.   Maney. 


Tonight  as  I  sit  here  writing,  I  can  recall 
my  first  impression  of  B.  T.  S.  and  College 
when  I  entered  school  last  year  in  Sevierville, 
Tennessee.  When  I  arrived  at  school  one 
outstanding  thing  struck  me  very  forcibly, 
and  that  was  the  good  Christian  fellowship 
among  the  students.  Then  as  I  became  more 
acquainted,  I  found  that  the  school's  spirit- 
uality was  high.  Oh.  I  loved  so  much  to 
hear  the  students  praying  and  praising  God 
at  all  hours  of  the  day.  Tears  came  to  my 
eyes  when  I  found  I  was  and  would  be  in 
a   heavenly    atmosphere   while   in   school. 

The  faculty  were  all  Christians  and  truly 
everyone  of  them  have  been  a  blessing  in 
some   way   to   me. 

I  am  now  a  student  of  Lee  College,  in 
Cleveland,  Tennessee.  God  is  with  the  school 
here  also.  I  feel  that  I  am  attending  the 
greatest   school   in   the   world. 

Tonight  I  say  to  one  and  all,  "Come  and 
see  for  yourselves  that  Lee  College  will  help 
you  to  be  a  better  servant  of  the  Lord  Jesus." 
— In   the    Master's    Service,    William    D.    Polen. 
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A  utumn 

Lelia   Collison 

T/>e  frost  has  touched  the  summer  leaves, 
And  turned  them  red  and  gold  and  broivn; 
The  wind  ivhisks  armfuls  from  the  limbs, 
And  hurls  them  swiftly  to  the  ground. 
The  squirrels  scamper  to  and  fro, 
Their  soft  fur  shining  in  the  sun; 
They're  bringing  home  abundant  store 
To  have  when  autumn  days  are  done. 
The  wild  geese  trumpet  overhead 
As  southtvard  go  they  on  the  iving, 
And  other  folk  of  sky  and  air 
Begin  their  parting  song  to  sing. 
The  little  stream  more  swiftly  floivs, 
The  wavelets  lapping  on  the  shores, 
As  if  'twould  flee  to  warmer  climes 
Where  frosts  and  snows  come  never  more. 
The  grapes  hang  purpling  on  the  vine, 
The  pumpkins  don  their  golden  hue, 
And  brown  nuts  drop  from  branches  high 
When  cool,  brisk  winds  go  sweeping  through. 
The  lazy  locust's  song  is  still, 
No  more  he  moves  with  lusty  leap. 
The  bees  and  ants  tvith  store  laid  by 
Have  settled  down  for  peaceful  sleep. 
Yes,  nature  melancholy  seems 
As  she  prepares  for  winter's  rest, 
But  if  she's  sad,  she  just  hastens  on 
And  does  her  work  tvith  grateful  zest, 
For  nature's  summer  work  is  done, 
And  nature's  God  has  deemed  it  right 
That  there  should  be  a  rest  for  all — 
Through  winter's  long  and  chilling  night. 
And  in  His  ivisdom  God  has  sent 
These  lovely  golden  days  of  fall, 
When  Nature's  creatures  all  obey 
Their  maker's  preparation  call. 
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THE  EDITOR'S  CHRISTMAS  MESSAGE 


A  tranquil  night,  a  guiding  star, 
And  wise  men  on  the  plain; 

A  shepherd  group,  an  angel  choir, 
And  song  of  seraph  strain. 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 
Once  more  the  Christmas  season 
brings  joy  to  many  hearts  and  we 
repeat  over  and  over  again,  "Behold, 
I  bring  you  good  tidings  of  great  joy, 
which  shall  be  to  all  people."  Christ- 
mas is  a  time  of  joy  and  we  are  pray- 
ing that  every  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  may  have  his  portion  of 
that  joy  which  the  angels  sang  about 
so  long  ago. 

Many  things  shall  happen  which 
will  bring  joy  to  the  hearts  of  men 
and  women,  boys  and  girls,  at  this 
Christmas  time.  There  will  be  loved 
ones  coming  home  from  whom  you 
have  been  separated  perhaps  for 
months  or  even  years.  Some  will  be 
looking  for  their  birdlings  to  fly  home 
to  rebuild  the  family  circle  which  has 
been  broken,  or  the  son  or  daughter 
who  lives  in  a  distant  state  has  sent 
for  father  and  mother  to  join  his 
family  circle,  and  there  is  joy  in  the 
hearts  as  they  fly  away  to  join  them 
in  the  Christmas  merriment.  The 
little  ones  in  the  home  are  joyful  be- 
cause grandmother  and  grandfather 
are  coming.  Oh,  what  joy.  Everything 
in  that  home  is  being  planned  for 
them.  Self  is  forgotten  and  from  the 
youngest  to  the  oldest,  every  effort 
is  being  made  to  bring  joy  to  their 
expected  guests,  and  did  you  know  that  the  way  to  have 
real  joy  is  to  forget  self  and  think  of  bringing  joy  to 
someone  else? 

Where  does  all  this  joy  come  from?  This  was  the 
mission  of  Jesus.  He  came  to  bring  joy. 

His  ministering  acts  of  compassion  brought  great  joy 
to  those  He  helped.  There  was  joy  when  the  widow's  son 
was  raised  to  life.  Joy  took  place  of  weeping  in  the  home 
of  Jairus  when  his  young  daughter  was  given  back  in  the 
full  vigor  of  youth.  Three  words  at  the  grave  of  a  loved 
one,  "Lazarus,  come  forth,"  brought  joy  unbounded  to 
the  sorrowing  sisters.  Jesus,  by  His  resurrection,  brought 
joy  to  Mary  who  sought  Him  at  the  empty  tomb.  He 
brought  joy  to  the  lame,  the  blind,  and  all  the  afflicted 
whom  He  healed.  The  power  He  delegated  to  His  disciples 
made  the  seventy  return  from  their  mission  with  joy. 

We  read  the  other  day  the  story  of  a  little  child  who 
brought  great  happines  to  her  home  at  Christmas  time. 
It  was  just  before  Christmas,  when  gifts  are  bestowed  on 
others  by  appreciative  friends,  or  perchance  for  another 
reason,  in  which  the  element  of  sincerity  is  greatly  lack- 
ing. A  little  girl,  poorly  clad,  was  noticed  walking  by  the 
door  of  the  office  of  the  governor.  She  had  for  a  long 
time  indulged  herself  in  this  unusual  exercise  until  it 
had  attracted  the  attention  of  a  number  of  people  who 
were  attentive  watchers  of  the  strange  conduct  of  the 
little  girl. 

The  doorkeeper  had  been  moved  with  compassion  to- 
ward the  strange  but  interesting  visitor  who  had  walked 
past  the  door  so  many  times,  evidently  trying  to  see  some- 
one whom  she  had  not  seen  as  yet.  Finally,  the  curious 


A  stable  mean,   and   cattle  awed, 

A    star    stopped    overhead! 
Ah,    sacred   sight!    a    hallowed    Babe 

Illumes  a  manger  bed! 

A  quiet  grace,  a  holy  calm, 

A  sacred  glow,  profound; 
A  mother's  throb,  a  Baby's  peace, 

And  sweetness  all  around. 

The  shepherds'   praise,  the  wise   men   kneel. 

They  worship  and  adore; 
Earth's  rarest  gifts  in  love  they  bring. 

And  yet,  they  love   Him  more. 

That  stable  mean  a  palace   was. 

More  kingly  ne'er   has  been; 
That  manger  bare  became  a  throne 

Because   of    Christ    within. 

If   in   our   hearts  the   Christ's  enthroned. 

All  burdens  melt  away; 
The  drearest  place  is  filled  with  grace. 

Beneath  His  kingly  sway. 

Oh,  Master,   let  this  eager  heart 

O'erflow   with    peace  divine; 
Illume  this  soul,  control  this  life. 

Forever,  I  am  Thine. 


I; 


doorkeeper  informed  the  governo 
who  was  in  his  private  office,  of  th 
transpirings  outside  the  main  offic 
of  the  governor. 

The  attitude  of  the  governor  tc 
ward  the  child  was  that  of  pity  an 
compassion,  and  he  instructed  th 
doorkeeper  to  inquire  of  the  child  th 
purpose  of  her  visit.  When  aske 
what  her  mission  was  she  said,  ' 
want  to  see  the  governor,  Sir,  if  yo 
please."  Along  with  her  appearand 
her  polite  and  lady-like  reply  moi 
deeply  impressed  the  doorkeeper  wit 
the  sincerity  of  her  mission,  and  h 
made  her  desire  known  to  the  govei 
nor,  who  instructed  the  doorkeept 
to  bring  her  into  his  private  office  z 
once.  Past  others  waiting  to  see  th 
governor,  she  was  escorted  into  th 
presence  of  the  man  she  desired  t 
see. 

"Did  you  want  to  see  me,  and  wh 
is  your  mission,  little  girl?"  asked  th 
great  man  kindly.  "Yes,  sir,"  said  th 
pale,  ill-clad  visitor,  "I  have  not  com 
to  ask  of  you  a  present.  We  do  nc 
want  any  presents  this  Christmas,  an 
do  not  expect  any,  for  we  have  n 
money  to  buy  and  do  not  expe( 
others  to  remember  us.  You  kno\ 
governor,  my  father  is  in  prison  fc 

a  petty  crime.  His  name  is  Mr. 

He  was  good  to  us  and  made  us  a  good  living.  Mothe 
is  not  well  and  washes  to  support  us,  and  we  are  col 
and  hungry.  I  have  come  to  make  one  request  of  yoi 
Will  you  pardon  my  father,  and  send  him  home  fc 
Christmas?  If  you  will,  governor,  that  is  all  the  Christma 
we  will  want,  and  what  a  happy  Christmas  it  will  be 
Please,  governor,  give  us  back  our  papa,  and  make  ou 
home  happy  again." 

The  great  man  had  heard  pleas  before,  coming  fror 
great  lawyers,  statesmen,  and  mothers,  perhaps,  pleadin 
for  their  sons,  but  no  such  plea  was  ever  heard  in  tha 
office  by  that  great  statesman,  for  he  knew  the  un 
fortunate  father  of  this  child,  and  was  moved  into  deepe 
sympathy  by  the  pathetic  plea  of  the  pale-faced,  but  im 
pressive  little  pleader. 

Her  intercession  had  been  successful.  The  benefacto 
had  been  convinced  with  the  justice  of  her  plea,  and  saic 
"Child,  go  home  and  tell  your  mother  that  the  petitio 
has  been  granted,  and  that  husband  and  father  will  b 
home  for  Christmas  dinner."  And  he  was.  He  received  a 
unconditional  pardon,  and  was  a  free  man.  What  a  Christ 
mas  present! 

Do  you  not  imagine  there  was  joy  in  that  home?  Woul 
to  God  that  every  prisoner  could  be  released  from  th 
bondage  of  sin  and  of  prison  walls  and  sent  home  to  hi 
loved  ones  at  this  Christmas  time.  Our  Lord  would  lik 
to  do  this  but  men  will  not  permit. 

He  came  to  this  world,  suffered,  and  died  that  thi 
might  happen.  He  came  to  set  prisoners  free,  but  me 
and  women  will  go  on  sad-hearted  (Continued  on  page  17 
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UNSEEN 

By  Bessie  Kindley  Poole 

Mid  fern-decked  brush  by  the  roadside, 
j    Or  in  some  far-off  glen 
Where  no  human  eye  ever  sees  it; 
Perhaps  only  seen  by  the  wren. 

Unheeded  it  blooms  and  brushes, 
,    Unseen  it  is  fragrant  and  sweet. 
No  rose  in  the  garden  of  Eden 
Was  it  ever  more  fragrant  or  neat. 

Even  the  tiny  white  snowflake 
Whose  destiny  seems  unknown, 

Assumes  shape  of  eternal  beauty, 
As  preparing  for  a  throne. 

Found  deep  in  the  earth  as  a  crystal 
With  the  same  fidelity  formed 

As  one  above  ground,  quickly  noticed. 
No  mantel  or  shelf  it  adorned. 

Ofttimes  you  may  work  unnoticed, 
The   task   that   is  yours   may   seem 
small, 

But  do  it  as  unto  the  Master. 
He  sees,  He  cares  for  all. 

He  sees  every  flower  that  blossoms, 
Each   snowflake   is   formed   by   His 
hand. 
Forget  then,  that  the  world  does  not 
see  you 
And  follow  at  His  command. 

— Landis,  N.  C. 


"THE   BEST  GIFTS" 

Artis  Newcomer  stood  at  the  window 
Df  her  little  cottage  she  called  home, 
looking  wistfully  out  across  the  hills, 
and  on  over  the  mountains  in  the  dis- 
tance. The  setting  sun  was  casting  a 
rose-and-lavender  glow  across  the 
shiny-crusted  snow.  Behind  those 
mountains  lay  the  world  as  she  had 
mown  it  before  she,  in  company  with 
her  noble  husband,  had  come  to  love 
and  labor  among  the  simple  moun- 
tain folk. 

Tonight  Artis'  shoulders  drooped 
just  a  bit  wearily  and  her  usually  ani- 
mated face  wore  a  strange,  far-away 
look  of  longing.  The  darkness  had 
dropped  almost  like  a  curtain,  but  still 
she  gazed  in  the  direction  of  the 
mountains. 

Would  Raymond  never  come  home? 
He  had  been  called  to  the  bedside  of 
old  Sam  Wilcox,  for,  as  the  messenger 
had  informed  them,  "he  was  a-dyin'." 
Et  was  a  drive  of  almost  six  miles 
across  the  drifted  roads,  and  she 
knew  he  could  hardly  be  back  yet. 

And  now,  as  Artis  stood  there  watch- 
ing, she  reviewed  the  past  six  months 
which  they  had  spent  with  these  peo- 
ple, teaching  them  of  the  better 
things  of  life,  and  of  Jesus — and  the 
questions  which  she  had  never  al- 
lowed to  come  up  before,  kept  knock- 
ing and  inquiring  insistently — "Does 
it?  Is  it  worth  all  the  sacrifice?" 

On  this  particular  Christmas  Eve  it 


did  look  to  her  like  a  tremendous  sac- 
rifice. She  knew  that  many  miles 
away,  back  of  those  mountains,  were 
her  parents,  even  then  gathered 
around  the  cheery  fireside  with  the 
rest  of  the  family.  They  would  be  ex- 
changing gifts  and  talking  of  the  ab- 
sent ones,  but  they  would  never  know 
the  lonely  heart  that  was  trying  to 
look  across  the  vast  snow-covered 
wastes  between  them.  There  would  be 
no  gifts  to  exchange  in  the  little  cot- 
tage in  the  mountains,  for  Raymond 
and  Artis,  after  looking  around  them 
and  seeing  the  great  need  of  those 
about  them,  had  decided  it  was  not 
necessary.  The  big  box  from  home  had 
not  arrived,  for  it  was  undoubtedly 
snowed  in  somewhere  with  the  rest  of 
the  mail,  for  which  the  Newcomers  so 
eagerly  looked.  Christmas  didn't  seem 
quite  right  to  Artis  without  gifts. 

As  she  stood  there,  a  tear  stole 
down  her  cheek,  then  another  followed 
its  course  until  her  whole  frame  shook 
with  sobs.  Oh,  she  was  lonesome,  so 
very  lonesome!!  But  above  all  the 
lonesomeness  was  the  terrific  ache  and 
misgivings  brought  by  the  question: 
"Have  all  our  prayers  and  labors  been 
for  nothing?" 

Then  raising  her  tear-dimmed  eyes 
toward  the  raftered  ceiling,  she 
prayed:  "O  God,  forgive  my  childish 
weakness  tonight,  but  I  am  so  home- 
sick. All  our  labors  seem  to  have  been 
in  vain;  but,  O  God,  help  me  to  see 
that  Thy  work  is  never  in  vain." 

Her  lonely  heart  was  strangely 
calmed  and  soothed,  and  the  outlook 
did  not  seem  nearly  so  gloomy. 

Eight  o'clock  struck.  The  wind  out- 
side had  risen  and  was  whistling  dole- 
fully around  the  house-corners.  She 
added  another  piece  of  wood  to  the 
fire  as  she  murmured,  "I  wish  Ray- 
mond would  come — it's  too  bad  to  be 
out  on  a  night  like  this."  Her  expect- 
ant listening  was  answered  by  only  the 
shrieking  of  the  wind  as  it  rattled  the 
windowpanes. 

Again  the  lonely  feeling  came  over 
her.  She  must  do  something  to  keep  it 
away!  Ah!  she  could  sing,  and  her 
sweet  voice  rose — 

"It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear, 
That  glorious  song  of  old 

From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 
To  touch  their  harps  of  gold." 

Outside,  an  indistinct  form  rose 
slowly  from  behind  the  hedge  and 
listened.  The  hard  expression  on  the 
face  softened  somewhat,  as  the  bent 
form  of  a  woman  made  its  way  a  lit- 
tle closer  to  the  window.  Within,  all 
unconscious  of  the  dark  eyes  that  were 
peering  through  the  window,  eagerly 
drinking  in  every  word,  Artis  sang 
on — 

"And  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load 
Whose  forms  are  bending  low — " 

"That's  me,"  murmured  the  voice 
outside,  "fer  hain't  the  load  crushin' 
me?" 

"Look  up,  for  glad  and  golden  hours 
Come  swiftly  on  the  wing — " 
rang  the  clear  voice  of  the  singer.  In- 
stinctively, the  listener  outside  raised 
her  eyes  upward.  There  was  a  rift  in 
the  murky  clouds,  and  the  pale  De- 
cember moon  was  peeping  through. 

"And  ever  o'er  its  Babel-sounds 

The  blessed  angels  sing." 


The  song  ended.  Artis'  heart  no 
longer  felt  lonely,  for  the  presence  of 
God  seemed  very  near;  and  the  one 
in  the  cold  snow  murmured,  "That 
sure  is  an  angel  singin'.  This  is  no 
place  fer  such  as  me.  My!  how  warm 
and  comfortin'  it  looks  in  there — " 
and  she  shivered  as  she  turned  to  go; 
but  her  foot  caught  on  the  shoe-scrap- 
er by  the  doorstep,  and,  stiff  with  cold, 
she  fell  heavily  against  the  door. 

Artis  sprang  to  her  feet.  "Ray- 
mond!" she  cried  in  terrified  tones, 
but  her  only  answer  was  a  low  moan. 
She  went  to  the  door  and  opened  it 
cautiously.  The  light  from  the  lamp 
cast  a  cheery  beam  across  the  snow. 
There,  huddled  on  her  doorstep  was  a 
woman  in  a  tattered  shawl,  whom  she 
recognized  as  Madge  Hodgkins,  who 
lived  all  alone  in  a  little  hut  two  miles 
up  the  road,  and  although  Artis  had 
seen  her  only  a  few  times,  she  had 
heard  much  concerning  her — she  was 
the  neighborhood  character.  The 
children  going  home  from  school  hur- 
ried past  her  door,  for  they  said,  "Old 
Madge  lives  there;  she's  a  witch,  an' 
plucks  out  little  children's  eyes!" 

Artis  had  made  several  friendly  ad- 
vances toward  her,  but  she  was  always 
met  by  a  look  from  those  glittering 
black  eyes,  and  a  scornful  grin  that  re- 
vealed her  few  partly  decayed  teeth, 

(Continued  on  page  18) 
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SPELLING  CHRISTMAS 
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"S" 

So  I 

am 

Ruth    Hartman 

we  take  from  "Coming,"  for  He  came  for  us  to  die. 

is  for  the  Home  He  left  in  glory  up  on  high. 

is  for  His  Royal  Birth,  though  born  a  humble  Jew; 

for  He  is  Innocent,  holy,  pure,  and  true. 

will  be  for  "Saviour"  the  sinless,  spotless  One; 

for  "Time"  for  in  God's  time  He  sent  His  precious  Son. 

will  stand  for  "me."  He  stands  at  my  heart's  door. 

is  for  the  awful  load  of  sin  that  Jesus  bore. 

shall  stand  for  "Sacrifice,"  God's  Spotless  Lamb  was  He^. 

glad  on  Christmas  for  He  is  God's  Gift  to  me. 


Dear  M.  O.  H.  Children: 

Please  ask  mother  or  daddy  to  read 
the  Christmas  story  to  you.  Isn't  this  a 
beautiful  story.  So  beautiful  that 
away  down  here  in  our  day,  with  all 
the  education  and  learning,  we  do  not 
believe  it  can  be  improved  upon.  It 
is  told  in  beautiful  language.  It  is  so 
real  that  as  it  is  read  one  almost 
imagines  he  is  right  there  on  those 
Judean  hills.  He  can  feel  the  thrill 
as  those  heavenly  voices  ring  out  pro- 
claiming the  glad  news.  But  listen, 
what  news?  That  Jesus  Christ  is  born. 
But  we  will  leave  this  for  awhile  and 
think  about  something  that  is  in  the 
minds  of  almost  every  boy  and  girl 
in  this  country  at  this  time.  That  is 
Christmas.  What  is  Christmas  any- 
way? 

One  time  a  Sunday  School  teacher 
asked  his  class  the  question,  "What  is 
Christmas?"  and  one  boy  answered,  "A 
day  to  go  rabbit  hunting."  That  was 
a  number  of  years  ago.  At  that  time 
in  some  sections  of  the  country  it 
was  customary  for  men  to  go  hunting 
on  Christmas  morning  while  the 
women  cooked  the  dinner.  Of  course, 
this  boy  enjoyed  going  with  his  daddy 
as  all  boys  do.  But  if  you  should  be 
asked  that  question,  what  would  you 
answer?  Perhaps  there  wouid  be 
many  different  answers.  Some  might 


say,  "Oh,  Christmas  is  the  time  when 
we  get  presents."  Others  might  say, 
"It  is  a  time  when  we  have  turkey 
to  eat,"  or  "It  is  the  time  when 
grandma  or  grandpa  comes  to  see  us," 
or  vice  versa,  "when  we  go  to  grand- 
ma's and  grandpa's."  Well,  what  do 
you  think  it  is?  I  hear  someone  say, 
"Oh,  it  is  Christ's  birthday."  And  that 
is  right,  but  did  you  know  that  there 
are  children  in  the  world  who  do  not 
know  about  Him,  neither  do  they  en- 
joy the  Christmas  season.  If  you 
should  meet  one  of  these  children 
and  he  should  ask  you  to  tell  him 
about  Christ,  I  wonder  what  you 
would  say.  Could  you  tell  him  that 
you  knew  Him  personally  and  in- 
timately, that  He  is  a  constant  com- 
panion of  yours,  and  that  you  cele- 
brate Christmas  because  you  love 
Him.  I  am  sure  that  some  of  you  can 
say,  "I  have  experienced  this  joy  that 
the  angels  sang  about,  and  I  can  sing 
from  the  depths  of  my  heart,  "There 
is  joy,  joy,  joy  down  in  my  heart." 
If  you  have  this  joy,  will  you  not  try 
to  impart  some  of  it  to  those  around 
you  at  this  Christmas  time? 

Note:  Along  with  this  beautiful 
story,  I  am  giving  you  another  story 
which  is  also  beautiful.  Surely,  Judith 
must  have  belonged  to  the  "Make 
Others  Happy"  club,  don't  you  think 
so? 


JUDITH'S   CHRISTMAS   GIFT 

"It  is  Christmas  Eve  tonight,  ou: 
dear  Lord  Jesus'  birthday,  and  th< 
minister  at  the  kirk  said  last  Sunda? 
that  it  was  'more  blessed  to  give  thar 
to  receive,'  but  dear  Grandmother,  ! 
have  nothing  to  give,"  mourned  little 
Judith.  "I  had  wanted  so  much  t< 
buy  you  a  nice  warm  hood  I  sav 
in  the  window  at  Landers'  shop,  bu 
the  few  pennies  I  saved  for  it  were 
needed  to  buy  bread,  and  I  have  no 
been  able  to  save  more.  I  don't  know 
what  I  could  give  anybody,  thougt 
the  dear  Jesus  knows  I  would  like 
to,  very  much.  I  have  been  thinking 
about  it  all  week.  I  so  want  Him  tc 
know  that  I  love  Him. 

"You  can  give  yourself,  little  one 
answered  Grandmother.  "The  Bible 
seems  to  teach  us  that  God  woulc 
rather  have  our  hearts  than  anj 
other  offering  we  could  bring.  As  tc 
the  hood  you  meant  to  give  me,  1 
will  take  the  will  for  the  deed,  and 
when  I  must  cross  the  moorlands  on 
a  cold  winter  day  with  this  thin  cap 
the  thought  of  the  loving  wish  of  my 
little  one  will  be  so  warm  in  my  heart 
that  I  am  sure  I  shall  not  feel  the 
bitter  winds  so  keenly." 

Judith  kissed  her  grandmother,  and 
went  on  her  way.  She  had  given  one 
Christmas  gift  already,  at  least  sc 
the  recording  angel  set  it  down. 

Just  outside  the  gate  Judith  saw 
an  aged  man  who  seemed  very  much 
in  distress.  He  had  just  earned  a  few 
pennies  by  mending  umbrellas,  but 
his  shaky  old  hands,  numb  irom  cold 
had  failed  to  do  duty  in  holding  onto 
them,  and  they  had  gone  jingling  in 
to  the  gutter,  and  his  dim  old  eyes 
could  not  find  them. 

"I  shall  have  to  sleep  on  the  moor 
tonight,"  he  wailed,  "when  I  had 
hoped  for  a  warm  corner  in  the  Inn 
kitchen."  Judith  quickly  found  every 
penny  for  him  and  hurried  on  her 
way.  "God  bless  the  child,  or  was  it 
an  angel"  quavered  the  delighted  old 
man  as  he  went  slowly  along.  The 
angel  wrote  again. 

Not  far  away  a  boy  was  stooping  to 
the  pavement  trying  to  pick  up  a 
lot  of  beans  scattered  from  a  broken 
bag  in  his  hands.  "Mother  told  me 
to  hurry  back,"  he  sobbed,  "and  this 
bag  broke  before  I  knew  it.  I  shall 
be  beaten  and  sent  to  bed  early,  and 
I   did  so   want  to  go   to   the  hillside 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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We  hope  you'll  have  "a  real  good  time. 

We  hope  g'ood  cheer  has  found  you; 
We  hope  the  thing's  you've  wanted  soon 

Will  be  piled  up  around  you. 
Somehow  we  wouldn't  liKe  the  day, 

The  spirit  would  seem  mocKing', 
If  anywhere  on  earth  a  child 

Should  find  an  empty  stocftin£ 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Happy  Home    Circh 


PRA YER  .  .  . 

Our  heavenly  Father,  we  thank  Thee  and  Jesus  whose  birth- 
day we  are  soon  to  celebrate;  the  One  who  by  His  birth  has 
given  us  a  great  light  to  dispel  our  darkness.  Bestow  upon  us 
the  ChrisS-mas  gift  of  charity  to  ail  men;  so  that  the  likeness 
of  Thy  Son  may  be  formad  in  us.  Give  us  the  peace  that  the 
angels  sang  about  on  that  first  Christmas  morning:  "GScry 
to  Gcd  in  the  highest,  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 
Biess  our  homes  and  make  them  veritable  sanctuaries  at  this 
Christmas  season.  Amen. 

CHRISTMAS  SUGGESTIONS 
FOR  PARENTS 

REAL  PREPARATION 

"I  set  a  dead  line  on  the  time  for  preparing  my  Christ- 
las  gifts,"  said  the  mother  of  a  small  group  of  children. 
I  find  it  no  harder  to  set  December  eighteenth  as  the 
losing  time  for  gift  making  or  gift  choosing  than  I  do  to 
ave  that  arduous  task  run  clear  to  the  real  holiday  itself, 
'hen  I  have  my  full  week  before  Christmas  to  get  into  the 
pirit  of  the  season;  to  teach  the  children  the  real  signifi- 
ance  of  the  time;  to  take  them  with  me  to  see  Christmas 
:ghts  and  hear  Christmas  music;  to  read  them  a  bit  about 
ow  other  countries  celebrate  Christmas  and  to  let  them 
isit  and  give  to  children  less  fortunately  situated  than 
ley. 

"Thus  we  come  upon  the  day  with  real  preparation  to 
ppreciate  its  meaning;  we  are  in  tune  for  the  real  spirit 
f  the  time;  we  know  that  it  does  not  mean  just  a  gift- 
iving  day  but  a  day  when  we  received  our  most  precious 
ift." — Margaret  Conn  Rhoads. 
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more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive,"  we  should  be  happy 
in  our  giving.  We  should  speak  very  kindly  about  the  people 
to  whom  we  decide  to  give  presents,  and  let  the  children 
see  that  we  do  not  give  with  the  thought  of  receiving  in 
return. 

Children  should  love  giving.  It  is  a  natural  attitude.  J 
think  my  little  girl  has  always  loved  to  give.  However,  you 
can  spoil  this  pleasure  for  a  child  by  ungraciousness  in  ac- 
cepting such  little  gifts  as  wild  flowers,  pretty  stones  or 
shells.  When  a  child  rushes  into  the  house  thrilled  with 
the  joy  of  some  gift  for  mother,  and  the  parent  says  cross- 
ly, "Take  away  that  rubbish,"  the  child  is  not  encouraged 
in  the  art  of  giving.  It  is  the  mother's  fault  if  a  little  later 
the  child  does  not  like  to  give. 

Children  especially  enjoy  giving  what  they  have  made 
with  their  own  hands;  so  the  wise  mother  helps  them  to 
make  gifts  instead  of  giving  them  a  great  deal  of  money 
to  spend,  and  then,  of  course,  she  shows  her  appreciation 
of  the  special  gift  they  have  made  for  her.  Father,  too, 
should  learn  to  take  the  children's  gifts  in  the  spirit  in 
which  they  are  offered.  And,  in  later  years,  how  we  all 
treasure  these  homemade  gifts! — Mrs.  Nestor  Noel. 


HOW  CHILDREN  GIVE 

I  once  called  at  a  friend's  house  a  little  before  Christmas 
'hen  all  the  children  and  their  mother  were  busy  arrang- 
lg  their  Christmas  gifts.  I  enjoyed  hearing  them  talk,  for 
tie  children  had  the  true  Christmas  spirit.  As  they  pre- 
ared  their  little  gifts,  wrapping  them  in  pretty  paper  and 
astening  on  address  tags  with  the  words,  "Do  not  open 
ill  Christmas,"  I  could  see  that  they  took  as  much  pleas- 
re  in  giving  as  they  would  in  receiving. 

Then  Laura,  the  eldest  girl,  said,  "Don't  put  'Do  not  open 
.11  Christmas'  on  Mrs.  Robinson's  present,  because  she 
;  having  a  hard  time  to  get  along  and  may  need  her 
weater  right  away.  We  must  see  that  she  gets  it  in  time 
d  save  her  from  buying  another." 

The  younger  children  agreed  to  this;  they  had  been 
lught  to  put  themselves  in  the  place  of  each  recipient. 
t  is  delightful  when  children  do  this,  but  it  is  largely  a 
latter  of  teaching,  and  example.  I  well  remember  once 
verhearing  a  child  say,  "I  won't  give  anything  to  Myrtle 
ecause  she  didn't  give  anything  to  me  last  year." 

It  was  unpleasant  to  hear  such  a  remark  from  a  young 
hild,  but  she  had  evidently  heard  her  parents  or  her  older 
isters  or  brothers  make  a  similar  remark  at  some  time. 

In  order  that  our  children  may  understand  that  "It  is 


ODDS  AND  ENDS  THAT  PLEASE 

There  are  numerous  odds  and  ends  of  Christmas  that 
afford  many  delightful  hours  for  the  little  tots. 

First,  there  are  the  greeting  cards.  How  beautiful  they 
are!  Certainly  they  should  be  put  to  some  use  other  than 
the  momentary  pleasure  they  bring  the  receiver.  In  our 
house  these  cards  are  divided  into  sets  of  about  twenty- 
five,  and  kept  in  different  boxes.  When  the  children  are 
sick  these  cards  have  proved  to  be  one  of  the  best  means 
of  entertaining  them.  They  take  one  set  at  a  time  and  find 
much  to  admire  in  the  cards  which  would  escape  their  no- 
tice when  they  could  indulge  in  more  active  amusement.  It 
is  always  a  delight  for  the  children  to  take  a  collection  of 
these  cards  to  a  playmate  who  is  ill  or  to  a  children's  hos- 
pital. Sometimes  a  scrapbook  is  made  of  the  cards  to  give 
away. 

Then  there  are  the  attractive  enclosure  cards  and  stick- 
ers. It  does  seem  a  pity  to  throw  away  these  really  delight- 
ful little  pictures  I  save  them  until  some  day  after  Christ- 
mas when  little  daughter  is  looking  for  something  to  do. 
Then  I  make  a  pot  of  paste  and  a  little  booklet  of  paper, 
and  Mary  has  a  fine  time  filling  the  pages  with  Santa 
Clauses,  holly  wreaths,  Christmas  bells,  stockings  beside  the 
fireplaces,  and  so  forth. 

Another  game  which  affords  Mary  much  pleasure  di- 
rectly after  Christmas  is  "wrapping  Christmas  packages." 
I  save  the  colored  wrappings  and  bits  of  bright  string  and 
ribbon,  and  Mary  wraps  her  blocks,  toys  and  dolls  in  the 
paper  and  ties  them  in  a  neat  package.  Then  she  makes 
a  sleigh  by  placing  chairs  together  and  plays  she  is  Santa 
Claus  distributing  presents. 

Some  of  the  bright,  attractive  wrappings  make  lovely 
paper  chains  to  be  used  on  next  year's  tree.  —  Gertrude 
Clarke  Whitney. 

NOTE:  This  page  of  suggestions  is  taken  from  the  MOTHERS 
GOLDEN  NOW  magazine.  Subscribe  for  this  paper  at  only  35c  a 
year.  It  will  make  a  good  Christmas  present  for  that  loved  one  of 
yours.  David  C.  Cook  Publishing  Company,  Elgin,  Illinois. 

Parents,  send   for   these   pamphlets: 
WHAT  MAKES  A  GOOD  HOME.   Price   15c. 

WHAT  MAKES  GOOD  HABITS  and  THE  BEGINNINGS  OF  DISCI- 
PLINE.  Price    15c. 
WHEN  CHILDREN  ASK  ABOUT  SEX,  and  STAFF  OF  CHILD  STUDY 

ASSOCIATION.  Price  25c. 
TODAY'S  CHILDREN   FOR  TOMORROW'S  WORLD.   Price   30c. 
DISCIPLINE:  WHAT  IS  IT?  Price  15c. 

Send  to  Child  Study  Association  of  America,  221  West  57th  St., 
New  York  19,  N.  Y. 
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THE    FIRESIDE    UNIVERSITY 


Memory  Training  for  Christian  Service 

By  Newman  Watts,  Worthing,  Sussex,  England 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Some  General  Suggestions 

Remember  that  you  must  face  the 
absolute  necessity  of  regular  training 
if  you  would  develop  your  memory. 
Almost  anything  can  be  accomplished 
by  the  daily  dose  method.  Make  up 
your  mind  to  give  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  to  some  memory  feat.  Read  a 
portion  in  the  morning  and  insist  on 
recalling  it  at  night.  Learn  a  verse 
of  Scripture  daily  and  repeat  the 
whole  seven  on  Sunday  evening,  not 
forgetting  the  references.  Learn  to 
concentrate  on  the  Sunday  sermon  so 
that  you  can  remember  the  text,  the 
divisions  of  the  sermon,  illustrations, 
quotations,  etc. 

Learn  to  review  your  thoughts  and 
relive  your  experiences.  Make  past 
study  and  experience  of  permanent 
and  recurring  value  in  your  life. 

Use  all  faculties  in  memory  train- 
ing. Suppose  you  want  to  memorize  a 
poem  for  recitation.  Read  it  with  the 
eye,  write  it  with  the  hand,  recite  it 
with  the  voice,  and  thus  hear  it  with 
the  ear.  Then  with  four  senses  you 
impress  it  on  your  mind. 

Don't  try  to  force  the  mind  to  re- 
member. The  memory  will  not  be 
driven.  Remembering  is  a  matter  of 
art,  not  force,  Note,  too,  that  when 
the  mind  is  fatigued  or  worried  it  will 
not  easily  remember.  It  must  be  alive, 
keen,  and  fresh  to  remember  easily. 
Do  not  try  to  think  ahead,  concen- 
trate on  the  present  task.  If  you  worry 
about  the  future  you  will  not  master 
the  present.  Do  not  attempt  too  much 
at  one  time,  and  do  not  risk  the  un- 
certain. If  you  make  a  mistake  you 
will  find  that  is  the  very  thing  you 
cannot  forget. 

.  Use  what  you  do  remember.  Don't 
make  memory-training  an  end  in  it- 
self. Your  memory  will  respond  to 
trust.  Trust  it!  do  not  doubt  it.  Make 
up  your  mind  that  you  are  going  to 
remember;  do  not  fear  you  will  forget. 
Encourage  your  memory  by  using 
what  your  mind  has  retained.  The 
next  funny  story  you  hear,  decide 
that  you  will  remember  it  by  telling 
it  to  the  next  person  you  meet.  You 
then  associate  the  story  with  some- 
one, and  when  you  have  put  your  in- 
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tention  into  practice  you  have  en- 
couraged the  memory  by  demonstrat- 
ing its  usefulness  and  reliability. 
Christian  life  and  service  yield  abun- 
dant opportunities  for  the  use  of  the 
memory,  and  as  it  is  used  so  it  will 
grow  in  volume  and  strength. 


As  we  pasture  among  book  treas- 
ures on  our  own  shelves  or  in  the 
town  library,  we  find  easy  the  under- 
standing of  the  boyhood  grief  of  Hugh 
Henry  Brackenridge,  later  the  author 
of  Dr.  Farrago's  Adventures,  the  book 
which  made  a  fortune  for  a  Pitts- 
burgh publisher  in  the  late  years  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  because  an 
unsympathetic  cow  chewed  to  a  pulp 
his  treasured  copy  of  Horace.  We  can 
enter  into  the  longings  of  the  girl  of 
seventy-five  years  ago  whose  father 
told  her  that  she  could  have  a  year's 
subscription  to  that  new  journal,  the 
Youth's  Companion,  if  she  would  deny 
herself  butter  for  a  whole  year.  (She 
won  that  subscription!)  It  is  possible 
to  share  the  joy  of  John  Fitch,  in- 
ventor of  a  successful  steamboat  long 
before  the  days  of  Robert  Fulton, 
when,  at  the  book-ripe  age  of  eleven, 
he  was  told  by  his  father  that  he 
could  have  for  his  own  a  copy  of 
Salmond's  Geography  if  he  would  earn 
the  price  by  raising  potatoes,  doing  all 
the  work  on  holidays  and  after  hours. 

If  you  were  starting  a  library,  what 
books  would  you  put  in  it?  Very  like- 
ly you  would  not  choose  either  Sal- 
mond's  Geography  or  Dr.  Farrago's 
Adventures.  But  your  choice  might  be 
fixed  on  some  of  the  books  to  be 
talked  of  here  week  by  week. 


Rules  for  Reading 

1.  Never  lose  a  valuable  fact  or  a 
good  thought.  Make  a  note  of  it,  pre- 
serve it,  and  put  it  into  shape  for 
future  use. 

2.  Never  read  a  vile,  coarse,  worth- 
less book.  Time  is  too  short;  charac- 
ter too  priceless. 

3.  Never  pass  by  a  word,  a  refer- 
ence to  historical  or  scientific  fact, 
or  anything  else  worth  knowing,  un- 
til it  is  understood. 

4.  Mark  your  book — in  margins  by 
single,  double,  or  triple  lines,  accord- 


ing to  importance.    Underline  phrast 
or  sentences.     On    flyleaves    make 
brief  index  of  valuable  parts. 

5.  Read  some  books  that  tax  a 
your  powers,  and  some  unattractiv 
ones  to  call  forth  concentration  c 
mental  powers. 

Let  reading  be  varied.  Turn  froi 
philosophy  to  romance  or  biograph; 
This  gives  rest  to  the  mental  power 

7.  Buy  only  those  books  which  yo 
wish  to  keep  as  a  permanent  posses 
sion. — Dr.  A.  T.  Pierson. 

Dear   Sister    Harrison: 

I  am  a  young  girl  attending  high  schoo 
I  am  saved  and  seeking  for  the  baptism  < 
the  Holy  Ghost.  I  enjoy  reading  th 
Lighted  Pathway  and  read  it  from  cover  1 
cover.  May  God  bless  you  in  your  worl 
Sister  Harrison,  more  greatly  than  He  eve 
has  before.  I  would  like  to  correspond  wit 
Christian  young  people. — Dolores  Elvrun 
Torquay,  Sask.,  Canada. 

Dear  Sister   Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  become  a  student  in  yoi 
Fireside  University.  I  enjoy  reading  tl" 
Lighted  Pathway  very  much. — Stella  Lo 
lin,   Box   13,  Texico,  N.  Mex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Please  enroll  me  as  a  member  of  yoi 
Fireside  University.  I  didn't  have  the  op 
portunity  of  attending  high  school  and  co 
lege.  I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  er 
joy  the  paper  very  much. — Louise  Gillispif 
Rt.  2,   Liberty,  S.  C. 

IF   I  WERE  YOUNG 

By  Clovis  G.  Chappeii 
Themes  wonderfully  attractive  t 
young  people,  with  perfectly  mater 
ing  titles  and  texts,  are  here  devel 
oped  with  such  sincerity,  directnes; 
and  wholesome  balance  that  they  ar 
as  interesting  to  those  who  have  bee 
young,  to  those  who  wonder  wha 
they  would  do  "if  they  had  it  to  d 
over,"  and  to  elders  concerned  wit 
guiding  young  life,  as  they  are  t 
the  youthful  hearers  in  the  iorefron 
of   the   author's  mind.     Price  $1.50 

YOUTH'S  PROBLEMS  NO.  1 

By  Fred  L.  Murray 
Parents,  this  book  should  be  in  th 
hands  of  your  boys  and  girls.  All 
can  say  to  express  it  is  that  it  is  won 
derful.  Price  $1.50.  Order  from  Chura 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Clevelanc 
Tenn. 


The  Lighted  Pathwa" 


HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


POLISHING 

By  the  Editor 

I  am  wondering  this  morning  how 
many  of  my  brothers  and  sisters  who 
will  read  this  are  going  through  the 
polishing  process  and  are  not  aware 
of  it.  They  do  not  understand.  I  am 
writing  this  to  help  you  to  know  why 
your  cross  is  so  heavy,  your  testings 
and  trials  so  great. 

Years  ago  I  visited  a  certain  city 
and  in  my  rounds  of  visiting  the  dif- 
ferent parts  of  that  city,  I  saw  a 
beautiful  white  marble  building,  and 
as  I  looked  at  it,  the  Lord  spoke  to 
my  heart  and  showed  me  the 
lesson  He  would  have  me 
learn  from  those  beautiful 
stones      so      white      and      so 

i  smooth.  One  day  they  lay 
quietly  in  the  earth;  the  next 
day    they    had    been    blasted 

l  out  and  lay  in  pieces  on  the 
ground.  They  were  still  in  the 
rough  and  one  could  hardly 
realize  the  beauty  awaiting 
the  polisher's  hand.  Yes,  the 
rough  corners  must  be  knocked 
off  so  that  these  stones  would 
fit  together  before  they  could 
be  put  into  the  building. 

God  is  building  His  Church, 
and  you  and  I  have  the  privi- 
lege of  being  a  stone  in  that 
wonderful     structure.     This 
Church  is  to  be  without  spot 
or   wrinkle.    Everything   must 
be  chiseled  away  that  would 
mar  the  beauty  of  this  build- 
ing. All  the  murmurings,   all 
the     complainings,     all      the 
back-biting,   all   criticism,   all 
that  is  unlike  Christ  must  be 
chiseled    away   before    Christ 
can  set  us  into  this  beautiful 
structure.  Oh,  how  we  should 
lift    up    our    hearts    in    thanks- 
giving and  praise  for  the  chisel- 
ing that  is  going  on  in  our  lives, 
which  shows  us  that  we  have  a 
chance  to  be  a  part  in  this  great 
and  glorious  building.  Not  every- 
one   that    calls   Him   Lord,    Lord, 
shall  enter  in,  but  those  who  do 
His  will  and  permit  Him  to  com- 
plete the  polishing  until  He  says, 

"It  is  enough."  I  wonder  if  you 
ever  stopped  to  realize  why  this 
polishing  hand  causes  us  so  much 
suffering.  It  is  because  we  have 
not  died  to  the  flesh.  Paul  says 
we  are  to  die  daily.  The  pieces  of 
marble  are  dead  and  there  is 
nothing  to  hinder  the  sculptor 
from  his  work.  He  can  polish  one 
side,  then  turn  it  over  and  polish 
another,  and  so  on  until  the  block 
of  marble  is  admired  by  all  who 
see  it  as  a  masterpiece.  Oh,  how 
God  does  want  to  put  out  some 
stones  like  this  that  the  world 
will  call  masterpieces.  Nothing  is 
needed  more  to  win  this  world 
for    Christ   than   a   few    master- 


pieces of  God's  polishing  hand.  What 
is  the  reason  God  puts  out  so  few? 
It  is  because  we  do  not  die  to  the 
pain  of  the  chiseling  and  polishing 
God  must  do  in  our  lives.  The  time 
of  chiseling  and  polishing  and  carv- 
ing is  the  most  important  part  of  our 
lives  and  we  shrink  from  it  the  most. 
Yes,  God  begins  to  work  on  us  and 
we  jump  up  and  run  off  and  murmur 
and  complain  and  wonder  why.  This 
is  the  reason  our  lives  are  so  barren 
and  useless.  It  takes  God  so  long  to 
hold  us  down  and  polish  us  that  our 
lives  are  almost  spent  before  we  have 
reached   the   place  we  can  shine   for 


When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 


INTHFGfllPOFGGJN 


ARTOONS    UWCWOOO.  ftA. 
LOUPANT 


"My  plans  were  made,   I   thought  my  path  all  bright 

and  clear, 
My    heart    with    song    o'erflowed,    the    world    seemed 

full   of   cheer. 
My  Lord  I  wished  to  serve,  to  take  Him  for  my  guide. 
To  keep  so  close  that   I   could  feel    Him   by  my  side. 
And  so  I  traveled  on. 


Jesus.  Dear  young  people,  let  God 
polish  you  in  your  youth.  It  may  be 
everything  you  hold  dear  will  crum- 
ble away  in  this  polishing  process. 
Father  and  mother  may  turn  you 
down;  your  associates  may  scorn  you 
and  the  way  may  be  dark  and  dreary, 
but  stand  still  until  the  polishing 
hand  is  through  and  come  out  a 
masterpiece  for  Jesus  Christ.  It  will 
be  then  that  you  can  turn  around 
and  win  father,  mother  and  those 
associates  for  Jesus,  and  be  able  to 
lay  many  sheaves  at  the  Master's  feet. 
To  you  who  have  grown  older  in 
years  and  can  look  back  over  your 
lives  and  see  that  you  were 
not  pliable  in  God's  hands  in 
the  chiseling  time,  and  who 
feel  that  your  life  has  been 
barren  and  useless,  remember 
God  is  yet  able  to  polish  and 
fix  you  up  for  this  beautiful 
structure.  You  will  not  have 
so  many  years  to  work  for 
the  Master,  but  we  never  get 
too  old  to  shine  for  Jesus,  Oh, 
the  people  in  the  world  who 
are  blinded  to  the  fact  that 
it  means  something  to  be  in 
the  Church  (the  Bride  of 
Christ)  !  How  many  sad 
hearts  there  will  be  when  the 
trumpet  of  God  shall  sound 
that  are  not  ready  to  go.  The 
Bridegroom  went  by  the  way 
of  the  cross,  and  we  too,  if 
we  are  His  Bride,  must  go  by 
the  way  of  the  cross.  When 
the  mother  of  James  and 
John  asked  for  her  sons  to 
be  honored  when  Christ  set 
up  His  Kingdom,  His  answer 
was,  "Are  ye  able  to  drink  of 
the  cup  that  I  shah  drink  of, 
j  and  be  baptized  with  the  bap- 
tism that  I  am  baptized 
with?"  Yes,  without  a  doubt  this 
means  the  baptism  of  suffering. 
James  and  John  responded  im- 
mediately, "We  are  able."  Can 
you  say  the  same?  If  you  can,  you 
will  be  polished  and  made  into  a 
stone  for  this  wonderful  building, 
the  Church  of  God. 


"But,  suddenly,  in  skies  so  clear  and  full  of  light. 
The   clouds  fell     thick     and     fast,     the     days   seemed 

changed    to    night; 
Instead  of  paths  so  clear  and  full  of  things  so  sweet. 
Rough  things  and  thorns  and  stones  seemed  all  about 

my  feet. 
I  scarce  could  travel  on. 

"I    bowed    my    head    and   wondered    why   this    change 

should   come. 
And  asked — 'Lord  is  this  because  of  aught  I've  done? 
Has  not  the  past  been  full  enough  of  pain  and  care? 
Why  should  my  path  again  be  changed  to  dark  from 

fair?' 
But  still   I   traveled  on. 


Oh,  yes,  many  have  their  names 
on  the  church  book  but  that  does 
not  put  you  in  the  Bride  unless 
you  have  permitted  God  to  polish 
you  and  fix  you  up  like  unto 
Himself.  God  help  us  to  take  an 
inventory  of  our  lives  and  see 
where  we  are  today. 


"I   listened — quiet  and  still,  there  came  a  voice — 
'This  path  is  Mine,  not  thine,  I   made  the  choice; 
Dear  child,  this  service  will  be  the  best  for  thee  and 

Me, 
If  thou  wilt  simply  trust  and   leave  the  end   to  Me,' 
And  so  we  travel  on    (the  Lord  and  I)." 


GOOD  MEN 

You  cannot  make  good  citizens 
without  making  good  men.  The 
State  is  the  individual  writ  large. 
And  the  finest  wealth  consists  in 
those  things  which  are  increased 
by  sharing;  where  one  man's 
gain  is  not  another  man's  loss. 
—Dean  Inge. 
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THE  COUNSELING  PASTOR 

By  REV.  E.  L.  HENDERSON, 
Pastor,  First  Church,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Methods  of  doing  secular  work  may 
change,  with  great  improvement  and 
advantage  over  old  methods  which 
have  been  used,  and  which  may  have 
served  their  day  well.  The  same  may 
be  true  of  the  methods  of  doing  the 
most  effective  Christian  work  on  a 
pastoral  charge.  The  long-used  method 
of  the  pastor  calling  in  the  homes  of 
the  people  is  good  and  should  never 
be  abandoned,  but  with  all  of  the  good 
it  has  done,  there  are  needs  in  the 
parish  which  are  not  reached  and  met 
by  pastoral  calling  in  the  home. 

There  are  reasons  for  this.  Often  the 
needy  one  does  not  care  to  express  his 
or  her  needs  before  other  members  of 
the  family.  If  they  do  express  them  at 
home,  often  some  member  of  the  fam- 
ily comes  in  and  interrupts  the  conver- 
sation and  counsel,  and  it  loses  its 
effective  helpfulness. 

Then,  there  are  coming  to  the  pas- 
tor in  these  days  problems  which 
should  not  come  to  the  ears  of  many 
people.  They  are  so  personal  in  their 
nature;  and  so  individual  in  their  re- 
lations, that  they  must  be  settled 
largely  by  the  individual.  The  matters 
in  the  problem,  however,  may  be  so  re- 
lated to  the  spiritual  life  of  the  indi- 
vidual that  they  will  need  spiritual 
help  from  someone,  and  that  someone 
is  likely  the  pastor. 

A    Deep,    Unmet    Need 

There  is  the  deep  need  today  of  pri- 
vate spiritual  counseling,  which  the 
public  sermon  does  not  reach,  but  may 
seem  to  make  more  complicated.  In 
my  personal  experience  in  the  pastor- 
ate again,  I  find  that  I  have  been  able 
to  help  some  of  my  people  by  private 
spiritual  counseling  that  I  did  not 
reach  from  the  pulpit.  In  fact,  great 
nations  are  trying  to  settle  great  prob- 
lems today  around  the  council  table. 
Our  whole  denomination  will  do  well 
to  take  many  of  the  great  problems 
concerning  the  church  to  the  council 
table  and  there  pray  over  them  and 
discuss  them  with  those  who  are  deep- 
ly interested  in  the  going  of  the 
church.  Each  pastor  should  study  the 
council-table  method  of  helping  and 
doing  parish  work.  He  may  well  offer 
such  service  to  his  people  by  announc- 
ing it  from  the  pulpit  quite  often.  Do 


Note:  Last  month  we  discussed  "A  Visit- 
ing Pastor."  This  month  we  bring  you  a  mes- 
sage from  Rev.  E.  L.  Henderson,  writer  in  the 
"Wesleyan  Methodist"  on  "The  Counseling 
Pastor."  In  the  January  issue  on  this  page, 
we  expect  to  discuss  the  subject,  "Can  the 
Moving  Pictures  Be  Made  a  Blessing  to  the 
Church?" 

not  be  disappointed  if  your  people  do 
not  take  to  it  at  once,  for  there  are 
many  things  involved. 

How  to  Meet  This  Need 

There  are  some  things  the  pastor 
must  prove  to  his  people  before  they 
go  very  far  with  him,  in  getting  coun- 
sel on  some  things  that  may  be  trou- 
bling them.  1.  The  people  must  know 
that  the  pastor  sincerely  desires  to 
help  them.  2.  They  must  know  that 
it  will  be  kept  strictly  confidential  by 
the  pastor;  and  that  he  will  not  give 
any  of  it  away  in  conversation  or  ser- 
mon, or  in  any  manner;  for  if  he  does 
the  whole  picture  is  ruined. 

Just  as  soon  as  they  find  that  it  is  a 
safe  way  of  getting  help,  they  will  be- 
gin to  come  to  the  pastor  for  this 
helpful  counsel.  The  pastor  must 
major  on  spiritual  counseling,  just  as 
the  men  of  other  professions  major  on 
their  themes.  The  doctor  will  not  give 
legal  advice,  nor  will  the  lawyer  give 
medical  advice.  So,  the  pastor  must 
stick  close  to  his  work  and  the  spirit- 
ual needs  of  the  people. 

How  This  Can  Help 

Often  good  people  under  searching 
preaching  come  to  the  altar  to  try  to 
settle  a  matter  that  could  be  settled 
better  by  spiritual  counsel  and  private 
prayer.  These  people  are  honest,  they 
need  help,  but  we  have  never  offered 
them  anything  except  the  altar  for 
all  of  their  difficulties;  and  they  feel 
that  they  are  using  the  best  means.  I 
have  had  recent  cases,  which  would 
have  sought  at  the  altar,  and  possibly 
gone  away  in  final  despair;  but  pri- 
vate, spiritual  counseling  met  the 
need;  and  the  same  people  are  testi- 
fying to  good  victory,  and  their  testi- 
monies are  effective. 

There  are  some  things  of  such  a  na- 
ture that  it  is  best  if  they  never  get  to 
the  church,  if  they  can  be  settled  out- 
side of  it.  Jesus  was  pointing  this  out 
when  He  said,  "Moreover,  if  thy  broth- 
er shall  trespass  against  thee,  go  and 
tell  him  his  fault  between  thee  and 
him,  alone.  If  he  shall  hear  thee  thou 
hast  gained  thy  brother."  But  remem- 
ber that  just  two  know  anything  about 
it  up  to  now,  or  at  least,  anything 
about  its  settlement.  Then  He  said, 
"If  he  will  not  hear  thee,  then  take 
with  thee  one  or  hoo  more."  Notice:  it 
never  gets  to  the  church  until  in  the 
third  effort  to  get  it  settled.  There  are 
many  difficulties  that  may  be  settled 
around  the  council  table  that  will  not 
be  settled  at  the  altar.  The  above  is 
certainly  not  an  altar  case  as  Jesus 
gave  it,  for  its  greatest  efforts  were  in 
private  counsel. 

Each  pastor  should  seek  the  best 
and  most  effective  methods  to  serve 
his  people  in  the  very  best  way.  Re- 
member, the  most  of  methods  are  not 
divine,  they  are  human  and  can  be 
changed  to  good  effect  as  humankind 
develops. — The  Wesleyan  Methodist. 


QUESTIONS  AND  ANSWERS 

By   REV.   F.   R.   EDDY,  ! 

Editor,    The    "Wesleyan    Methodist." 
Question:     What   is    your   evaluation   of   th 
inquiry  room,  and  do  you  think  it  could  hav 
an  effective  place   in  our  churches? 

Answer:  The  inquiry  room  is  a  place  wher 
those  who  have  been  aroused  to  see  their  neei 
of  spiritual  help,  go  for  counsel  and  praye 
with  those  who  desire  to  help  them  in  thei 
quest  for  spiritual  satisfaction.  It  is  one  meth 
od,  of  spiritual  counseling,  and  is  more  com 
mon  In  other  circles  than  in  the  holines 
circles.  It  is  perhaps  not  used  as  frequentl; 
now  as  in  the  great  spiritual  awakenings  o 
the  past.  Finney.  Moody,  and  other  grea 
evangelists  used  the  inquiry  room  with  grea 
results.  Those  who  look  back  upon  those  grea 
revivals  as  models  for  today  and  bemoan  th< 
fact  that  we  do  not  have  more  like  them 
might  not  approve  of  some  of  the  "methods' 
they  employed. 

The  inquiry  room  is  just  one  "method"  O" 
procedure;  as  many  today  use  "the  altar,"  bj 
which  is  meant  the  mourner's  bench,  the  peni 
tent  form,  or  whatever  name  is  given  the  place 
to  which  seekers  of  salvation  are  invited.  The 
great  danger  is  that  we  tend  to  become  exclu- 
sive, to  use  or  approve  only  one  "method' 
and  very  often  we  are  prejudiced  against  othei 
methods  that  we  may  never  have  used. 

There  are,  no  doubt,  advantages  in  using  an 
inquiry  room  where  circumstances  warrant  its 
use,  or  room  makes  its  effective  use  possible. 
A  recent  survey  of  pastors  and  evangelists  re- 
vealed that  both  groups  felt  that  more  care 
should  be  exercised  in  helping  seekers  to  a 
genuine  experience  of  grace.  Some  people  tend 
to  become  confused  at  an  altar  where  many 
are  praying  aloud  at  the  same  time;  and  where 
one  worker  is  telling  the  seeker  on  the  right 
to  do  this  and  that;  and  another  worker  is 
telling  the  seeker  on  the  left  to  do  another 
thing.  How  is  the  seeker  who  may  be  at  the 
altar  for  the  first  time  to  know  what  to  do? 
Furthermore,  it  is  not  an  uncommon  thing  for 
a  half  dozen  different  persons  to  speak  to 
the  same  seeker  during  one  altar  service  and 
each  tell  him  a  different  thing  to  do,  or  ad- 
vise how  he  is  to  do;  and  perhaps  several  re- 
late their  experiences,  neither  of  which  will 
fit  his  case.  Changing  situations  require  that 
one  keeps  abreast  of  them  by  adapting  his 
methods  so  as  to  use  for  God's  glory  whatever 
meets  the  greatest  needs  of  the  greatest  num 
ber. 

Mr.  Wesley  was  prejudiced  against  field 
preaching,  lay  preaching,  etc.;  but  when  he 
saw  that  these  would  meet  the  spiritual  needs 
of  souls  he  laid  his  prejudices  aside  and  used 
them  to  God's  glory.  History  vindicates  his 
venture.  If  we  believe  that  a  soul  is  worth 
more  than  the  whole  world;  and  If  we  ac- 
knowledge that  our  present  method  is  not  as 
effective  as  it  could  be;  and  if  we  know  that 
the  inquiry  room  has  proved  fruitful  in  epoch- 
al revivals  of  the  past,  why  refuse  to  use  it? 
Perhaps  the  "inquiry  room"  is  abused  by  some 
moderns;  so  has  the  altar  been  abused  by  some 
other  moderns. 

Then  what  shall  we  do?  Study  how  to  adapt 
different  methods  to  the  needs  of  1947;  and 
put  them  into  practice,  avoiding  in  their  use 
the  abuses  into  which  others  allowed  them  to 
fall.  Remember,  there  is  no  particular  virtue 
in  the  place  where  one  seeks,  or  under  whose 
ministry  he  or  she  seeks.  If  one  is  ever  saved 
and  sanctified  it  will  be  through  the  provisions 
of  Christ's  Atonement  for  him,  and  through 
his  meeting  the  conditions  He  imposes  whether 
he  seeks  in  the  pew,  at  the  altar,  in  the  inquiry 
room,  or  in  the  privacy  of  his  own  home.  We 
tend  to  attach  too  much  significance  to  the 
human  and  too  little  to  the  divine. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


betters  of  Ojppreciati 


eaauon 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Ten  years  ago  I  was  a  constant  writ- 
er to  the  Lighted  Pathway,  an  ener- 
jetic  and  sincere  Christian.  For  years 
1  was  a  local  Sunday  School  teacher, 
,/oung  people's  director,  church  work- 
ar,  etc.,  with  great  plans  and  hopes  for 
ioing  great  things  for  God.  I  had 
(plans  of  attending  our  Bible  College 
and  going  to  other  fields  to  work,  but 
my  plans  failed.  I  married  a  sinner 
(and  was  left  with  a  small  baby,  while 
my  husband  served  a  prison  term.  Two 
(years  ago  he  was  paroled.  We  went 
|back  together,  but  only  for  a  few 
[weeks.  He  broke  parole  rules  and  was 
[sentenced  to  a  year  on  the  road. 

Now  I  have  two  children — the  old- 
est is  five  years  old  and  the  baby  one 
and  one-half.  My  husband  is  an 
escaped  convict  with  tuberculosis,  and 
I  am  in  search  of  him.  Sister  Harrison, 
during  all  this  time  God  has  been  good 
to  me.  I  haven't  suffered  physically  or 
financially.  I  am  still  living  with  my 
mother.  I  teach  a  Sunday  School  class, 
and  am  Junior  Youth  Director  at  our 
church.  Everything  is  the  same  as  it 
has  been — except  for  the  past  three 
years  I  have  lost  my  energetic  desire 
and  feeling  of  working  for  God.  Here 
I  am  in  the  same  place,  have  the  same 
work,  nothing  has  changed.  I  feel 
sometimes,  "Oh,  if  I  could  just  get  out 
— away  in  another  field,  and  start  over 
again." 

Such  thoughts  ran  through  my  mind 
as  I  left  young  people's  meeting  to- 
night, not  staying  for  the  night's  wor- 
ship. I  came  home  and  put  the  children 
to  bed.  Feeling  so  dejected,  I  knew  I 
must  read  the  Bible — must  pray.  I 
needed  help  so  badly,  but  the  Bible,  for 
some  reason,  did  not  appeal  to  me.  I 
knew  it  was  just  full  of  the  help  I  need- 
ed, but  did  not  know  just  where  to  look 
for  the  needed  scripture.  So  hopeful- 
ly, I  picked  up  a  September  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  used  to  anxiously  wait  for 
each  copy  of  the  paper  to  come,  and 
would  read  it  from  cover  to  cover,  but 
lately  I  have  just  glanced  through  the 
paper  and  laid  it  in  the  desk  with  the 
thought  of  reading  it  sometime.  To- 
night I  started  reading  your  Editor's 
message  and,  Sister  Harrison,  it  was 
just  what  I  needed.  Oh,  how  good  God 
is!  Every  word  of  it  was  direct  to  me. 
It  made  me  see  myself,  brought  tears 
of  repentance  to  my  eyes,  and  I 
dropped  to  mv  knees  in  prayer.  Oh,  I 
see  now  why  God  keeps  me  here — I  see 
where  I  am  needed. 

I  just  felt  like  writing  to  you  tonight 
to  tell  you  how  God  has  used  your 
message  and  how  He  is  still  using  you 
as  a  blessing  and  help,  as  He  did  ten 
years  ago. 

I  will  appreciate  your  prayers  and 
shall  pray  for  you. 

NOTE:  We  are  so  glad,  my  dear,  you 
did  not  give  up.  God  bless  you.  May 
other  young  people  take  your  experi- 
ence as  a  warning. 


Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  the  last  four  months,  and 
surely  have  enjoyed  the  printed  page. 
But  I  never  heard  of  your  church  be- 
fore until  a  year  ago  last  month.  At 
that  time  I  became  acquainted  with 
two  of  your  young  women  ministers 
and  attended  some  of  the  services  they 
were  conducting.  I  do  not  know  what 
you  mean  by  saying,  "filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost."  I  have  been  wondering 
about  it.  I  am  a  member  of  a  church, 
but  they  do  not  believe  in  the  Holy 
Ghost  the  way  you  do. 

When  I  was  twenty  years  of  age,  I 
was  called  to  go  into  the  ministry,  but 
a  few  things  came  up  that  hindered 
me  in  attending  college,  and  I  did  not 
get  to  go  to  high  school.  I  used  to  be 
saved  and  sanctified  but  lost  the  sanc- 
tification,  but  I  still  feel  that  God  has 
a  place  for  me.  I  am  now  twenty-seven 
and  single.  What  would  you  do  if  you 
were  in  my  place?  I  am  taking  a  Bible 
course  from  the  W.M.B.I. 
•S  Our  church  believes  that  a  person 
has  to  be  saved  to  get  to  heaven  and 
also  sanctified,  but  they  do  not  teach 
about  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  work  in  a 
Christian  hospital  where  all  the  staff 
are  Christians,  but  somehow,  I  do  not 
feel  that  I  could  go  to  them  for  advice. 
I  was  reading  the  Problem  Page 
in  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  this  is 
why  I  am  writing  to  you.  I  do  not 
drink,  smoke,  dance,  or  go  to  shows. 
I  have  never  cared  to  do  that,  except 
I  used  to  go  to  shows  once  in  awhile, 
but  haven't  been  to  one  in  over  a  year. 
Would  you  write  and  advise  me  on 
some  of  these  things,  also  pray  for  me. 

Note:  Glad  to  hear  from  you,  Goldie. 
So  glad  you  are  interested  in  under- 
standing the  deep  things  of  God.  We 
have  sent  you  some  books  on  this  sub- 
ject. Hope  they  meet  the  need.  Any- 
one who  desires  to  know  the  doctrines 
of  the  church,  please  write  us  and  we 
will  send  you  literature. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  young  people  of  the  Church  of 
God  are  immeasurably  blessed  in  hav- 
ing such  an  inspiring  and  helpful  pa- 
per as  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  such 
an  understanding  and  enthusiastic 
editor  to  produce  it. 

Its  articles  are  designed  to  appeal  to 
readers  of  every  age,  in  all  walks  of 
life.  They  are  soul-feeding,  and,  as  the 
Reader's  Digest  says,  "of  lasting  in- 
terest." I  strongly  recommend  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  my  students  in 
Christian  Education  at  Lee  College,  as 
a  valuable  source  of  information  and 
blessing.  It  ranks  first  on  my  list  of 
religious  publications. 

Your  description  of  the  "Model 
Church"  in  the  November  issue  is  very 
true.  As  a  lay  member  of  the  church, 
I  could  wish  that  all  pastors  would 
take  your  suggestions  to  heart.  The 
Lighted  Pathway  should  be  part  of  ev- 
ery Christian  worker's  equinment  in 
serving  Christ. — Mrs.  W.  C.  Odom. 


"THAT  GLORIOUS  NIGHT  OF 
OLD" 

Emma    McAlister 

The  night  was  clear   and   crisp   and   cold, 

That  glorious   night   of  old. 
When    shepherds     watched     their     flocks   by 
night 

And   rested   near  the  fold. 
The  watchman  walked  beside  the  gate 

Hugging  his  mantle  close; 
The   midnight   slowly   came   at    last 

Bringing  its  sweet  repose. 

He  hastened  toward  the  fold,  but  paused — 

A  light  was  falling  round; 
'Twos  soft  and  white,  a  heavenly  glow. 

It  lighted  all  around! 
He  raised  his  eyes;   the  stars   were   gone; 

The   sky   was   all   aglow. 
He    roused    the   shepherds   from    their   sleep. 

While  gleamed  the  light  below. 

They   looked   about;    in   fear   they   rose. 

And  trembling  at  the  sight; 
From   courts  above,   an   angel   came. 

In  robes  of  shining  white. 
"Good  tidings  of  great  joy,"  said   he, 

"To    all    mankind    I    bring, 
For  unto  you   is   born   this   day, 

A  Savior  and  a  King." 

Then  through  the  sky  the  angels  came. 

And  sang  their  song  of  old. 
They   bended   near   the   sleeping   world. 

And  touched  their  harps  of  gold. 
In  multitudes  the  radiant  forms 

Chant   o'er   and    o'er   again: 
"Glory   to   God    in    the   highest. 

Peace   and   good   will   toward   men!" 

The   herald   gazed    far,   far   away. 

And   floated   out   of   view, 
While  angels  followed  chanting  still 

Their  song   so   sweet  and   true. 
And  still  the  glory  anthem  rings 

O'er  all   the  world   since   then — 
"Glory   to  God   in   the   highest 

Peace   and   good   will   toward   men!" 
— Selected. 
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Whither 
Christmas 


Eva    Raw    Basra" 


I  went  Christmas  shopping  this 
morning.  I  knew  the  places  where  I 
would  have  "all  next  year  to  pay," 
and  avoided  them.  Who  wants  the 
Star  of  Bethlehem  to  lose  its  bright- 
ness in  an  overshadowing  cloud  of 
debt? 

I  was  early;  the  stores  were  not  yet 
open,  but  window  shopping  for  an 
hour  suited  me  well.  What  had  this 
year's  models  to  offer  in  the  way  of 
Christmas  gifts? 

I  paused  over  the  gleaming  of  glass- 
ware and  silver;  table  things  make 
lovely  family  gifts,  for  everyone  must 
eat  and  drink.  It  was  over  the  drink- 
ing cups  and  glasses  that  I  suddenly 
realized  a  something  different  of  to- 
day over  yesterday. 

Spread  out  before  me  were  drinking 
vessels  whose  name  is  legion,  every 
size,  style,  and  device  of  cups,  goblets, 
and  decanters  from  which  the  Ameri- 
can family  might  sip  or  swig  their 
alcoholics.  It  was  not  in  one  window 
alone,  but  in  many  that  these  were 
conspicuous.  As  I  looked  at  window 
after  window  of  Christmas  goods  on 
display  I  realized  that  drinking  was 
being  featured  in  the  American 
Christmas. 

Saddened  I  came  to  my  own  spe- 
cial department  store,  not  yet  opened. 
I  turned  to  its  toy  window  to  get 
away  from  the  tragic  monotony  of 
decanters,  mixers,  and  what  not  of 
drinking  paraphernalia  which  I  had 
seen  at  every  turn. 

The  toy  window  was  a  diversion.  It 
was  a  corner  window  with  ample  space. 
A  nodding  Santa  Claus  listening  at 
the  telephone  and  writing  down  his 
orders  held  the  center  of  attention. 
He  was  flanked  by  a  cheerful  repub- 
lican elephant  whose  trunk  raised  in 
the  air  periodically  and  a  merry 
democratic  donkey  whose  neck 
stretched  enormously  only  to  return 
to  normal.  Two  rows  of  jacks-in-boxes 
alternated  with  each  other  in  being 
up  and  down.  In  the  background  love- 
ly dollies  were  tap-dancing  to  music 
while  on  a  lower  level  in  front  Santa 
Claus'  helpers  busily  wielded  hammer 
and  saw  on  halfmade  toys.  To  the 
extreme  rear,  wooden  soldiers  stood 
ready  to  march. 

The  crowd  on  the  sidewalk  was  in 
harmony  with  the  gay  spirit  of  the 
window.  The  bright,  joyous  music  ac- 
companying the  antics  of  the  toys 
was  no  more  festive  than  the  ex- 
change of  jokes  and  quips  of  the  on- 
lookers, who,  strangers  to  each  other, 


were  unifed  by  the  Freemasonry  of 
the  holiday  season. 

I  lost  myself  in  the  general  merri- 
ment for  a  few  minutes,  only  to  re- 
member suddenly  that  the  children  to 
whom  toyland  was  dear  this  year 
would  be  promoted  to  drinking  cups 
and  mixers  next.  Dolls  for  little  girls, 
jacks-in-boxes  for  little  boys,  but  for 
the  youth  of  America  the  sparkling- 
goblet  and  the  flowing  bowl. 

I  was  shaken  from  my  melancholy 
by  the  sudden  sense  of  a  change  in 
the  mood  of  the  crowd.  Some  thirty 
folks  who  a  minute  ago  were  laugh- 

*  * ****** ******** ******** *_*  *  * 


THE  STAR 

The  Star!  The  Star!  Oh,  yes,  that  star! 
The   wise    men   followed    it   from    afar, 
And  watched   its  radiance  from  the  sky, 
And  heard  the  angels'  sweet  voices  on  high. 

This  Star!  This  Star!  These  men  never  ceased 
To  follow  the  star  which  led  from  the  East, 
'Til   they  came   to   the    manger   wherein   the 

Babe  lay 
With    His   mother    nearby   on    a   bed   of   soft 

hay. 

0  Star!  0  Star!  As  I  walk  up  life's  road, 

1  watched   you    with    joy   that   can    never    be 

told, 
And   I    hope  that   I   some   time  may  see   the 

Babe  grown, 
At  the  right  hand  of  God,  beside  that  great 

throne. 

— By  Laverne  Buell,   Baker,  Montana. 

J**************************** 


ing  and  talking  almost  boisterousl 
were  suddenly  silent,  and  it  s'eeme 
like  a  reverent  silence.  The  music  ha' 
changed.  From  "Jingle  Bells"  it  ha 
shifted  to  "Silent  Night." 

I  looked  at  the  window  to  see  wha 
was  happening  there.  In  the  inne 
corner  of  the  window,  where  I  ha 
not  noticed  it,  was  a  picture,  no^ 
illuminated,  of  the  Bethlehem  Stai 
Where  a  few  minutes  before  we  hai 
been  looking  at  dancing  dolls  an 
a  gay  Kriss  Kringle,  we  were  now  see 
ing  the  Blessed  Babe  and  the  Mothe 
Mary. 

The  picture,  it  now  appeared,  wa 
a  moving  one.  The  shepherds  carai 
in  and  bowed  in  silent  adoration.  Wi 
on  the  pavement  outside  were  bow 
ing,  too.  I  had  captured  a  very  pre 
cious  moment  out  of  modern  life. 

The  light  faded,  the  music  changec 
from  sacred  to  merry.  The  woodei 
soldiers  were  on  the  march,  the  toe: 
of  the  dolls  lifted  to  resume  their  tai 
dancing.  The  hush  of  reverenci 
seemed  forgotten,  as  the  crowc 
laughed  and  talked  again  with  holi 
day  abandon. 

I  hurried  on  to  do  my  shopping 
which  kept  me  in  the  large  depart 
ment  store  for  a  couple  of  hours.  A: 
I  came  out  I  found  myself  irresistibly 
drawn  again  to  the  toy  window. 

The  watching  crowd  was  larger  and 
of  course,  entirely  different.  It  hap- 
pened to  be  more  preponderantly 
adult.  My  interest  centered  more  upor 
the  crowd  than  upon  the  window 
Would  they  pause  in  their  chatter  tc 
pay  homage  to  a  Baby  who  was  borr 
two  thousand  years  ago,  and  who  is 
largely  ignored  in  our  modern  Christ 
mas?  They  did. 

Again  there  was  laughter  ovei 
Santa  Claus  with  his  telephone,  the 
gay  antics  of  the  democratic  donkej 
and  the  republican  elephant,  the 
jacks-in-boxes,  and  the  dancing  dolls 
Then  when  the  music  changed  and 
the  picture  of  the  Holy  Family  was 
illuminated,  the  gay  turbulence 
changed  to  reverent  silence. 

I  should  like  to  have  watched  other 
groups  who  looked  at  the  window. 
Since  I  could  not,  I  asked  friends,  as 
I  met  them  if  they  had  seen  the  win- 
dow. The  "Oh,  yes"  of  their  answer 
held  a  hush  in  it,  and  every  group 
on  which  I  have  been  able  to  check 
responded  to  the  picture  exactly  as 
my  two  crowds  did. 

Whither  Christmas?  A  Babe  was 
born  in  a  stall  two  thousand  years 
ago,  a  Babe  whose  life  changed  the 
world.  Millions  have  died  for  Him, 
and  millions  have  lived  for  Him.  But 
do  we  live  or  die  for  great  causes  any 
more?  What  is  our  modern  Christmas 
but  eating  and  drinking,  especially 
drinking? 

I  hug  to  my  heart  that  department 
store  window.  The  busy,  surging 
crowds  of  my  city  are  pausing  in  their 
last  holiday  whirl  to  hear  the  angels 
sing.  The  reverent  silence  before  the 
simple  enactment  of  the  adoration  of 
the  shepherds  is  a  refreshing  token 
of  our  general  attitude.  —  Christian 
Advocate. 
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A  TRIUMPH  OF  FAITH 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 
We  will  follow  Mrs.  Talbot.  In  the 
darkness  she  stood  there  alone  with 
[her  God.  "Shall  I  follow  my  friends?" 
'asked  fear.  "Go  to  the  'Devil's  Pit'  at 
eleven  o'clock  to  rescue  a  soul."  Had 
she  rescued  that  soul?  She  hesitated 
no  longer,  but  turned  towards  the 
dangerous  den  of  the  wicked.  The 
policemen  met  her  with  cocked  pis- 
tols; "Hasten,  lady,  to  the  carriage. 
Did  you  not  see  our  red  lights?  It 
will  cost  you  your  life  to  go  further! 
The  furies  will  tear  you  to  pieces! 
Where  are  your  friends?" 

"They  have  gone  to  the  carriages," 
said  Mrs.  Talbot,  calmly,  "but  I  must 
go  on  to  that  house." 

"Why,  woman,  you're  mad!"  ex- 
claimed the  second  policeman. 

"I  tell  thee,  the  Lord  has  com- 
manded me  to  enter  that  place  this 
night,  and  I  shall  obey  Him,  if  I  die 
on  the  threshold." 

"Why,  lady,  do  you  know  what 
creatures  you'll  face?" 

"If  it  is  the  mouth  of  the  bottom- 
less pit  itself,  I  must  go  there  to  res- 
cue a  soul.  If  you  policemen  will  not 
accompany  me,  I  shall  go  alone.  I 
fear  nothing  when  my  Master  com- 
mands me  to  go." 

"Well,  it  shan't  be  said  that  a  lady 
went  where  a  policeman  was  afraid," 
exclaimed  the  man  Ben.  "Wait  here 
a  moment.  Me  and  Dick  will  go  once 
again  and  see  if  we  can  prepare  you 
a  way,"  and  the  policemen  turned 
back  towards  the  loathsome  place, 
from  which  came  the  sounds  of  awful 
blasphemies  and  ribald  songs.  Un- 
known to  the  policemen,  Mrs.  Talbot 
followed  them  close,  and  when  they 
reached  the  door  they  found  her  be- 
side them. 

"Open  the  door,"  she  calmly  com- 
manded. 

"You'll  be  killed  if  you  enter!"  they 
protested. 

"Open  the  door,"  was  her  only  re- 
ply; and  as  the  policemen  forced  open 
the  door,  a  sight  met  her  eyes  which 
made  even  these  men,  holding  their 
Docked  pistols,  quake  with  fear.  One 
instant  that  gray-haired  woman 
stood  in  the  doorway,  with  eyes  up- 
ifted  to  heaven;  the  next,  she  walked 
ooldly  into  the  midst  of  that  crowd 
3f  swearing,  drunken,  fighting  men, 
ind  knelt  down  and  prayed  aloud.  At 
first  her  voice  was  drowned  by  the 
Daths  and  curses  and  the  vile  gibes 
Df  the  besotted  wretches,  but  as  one 
ind  another  became  conscious  of  her 
presence,  their  astonishment  at  her 
anheard-of  temerity  silenced  them, 
ind  for  a  few  seconds  the  voice  of 
that  praying  woman  was  the  only 
sound  heard  in  that  evil  den.  Rising 
from  her  knees  and  opening  her  eyes, 
she  instantly  knew  for  whom  she  had 
3een  sent  to  that  place. 

A  young  girl,  pale  as  death,  with 
;error-dilated  eyes  and  hands  clasped 


in  agony,  sat  apart  from  the  crowd 
of  diabolical  revelers.  Mrs.  Talbot 
quickly  crossed  the  room,  grasped  the 
hand  of  the  girl,  saying,  "My  dear, 
come  with  me.  I  was  sent  for  thee." 

"I  knew  God  would  rescue  me  some 
way,"  whispered  the  poor  girl,  trem- 
bling with  horror;  and  through  the 
amazed  crowd  of  blear-eyed,  filthy, 
brutal  wretches  those  two  pure  wom- 
en passed  hand  in  hand,  unharmed, 
led  by  Omnipotent  power,  and  guard- 
ed by  angelic  hosts;  for,  "The  angel 
of  the  Lord  encampeth  round  about 
them  that  fear  him  and  delivereth 
them." 

"I  would  have  sworn  that  you'd  be 
torn  to  pieces,"  said  the  astonished 
policemen,  as  they  followed  Mrs.  Tal- 
bot and  her  young  charge  out  of  that 
den  of  iniquity,  where  already  the 
orgies  had  been  resumed. 

"What  is  thy  name,  dear?  and  why 
art  thou  here?"  asked  Mrs.  Talbot  of 
the  quaking  girl  beside  her,  around 
whom  she  had  thrown  her  protecting 
arm,  as  she  perceived  that  the  terrible 
suspense  and  agony  the  girl  had 
borne  had  rendered  her  too  weak  to 
walk  without  help. 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Talbot,  the  Lord  sent 
you!"  sobbed  the  anguished  young- 
woman.  "T  have  been  at  your  meet- 
ings; I  knew  God  had  heard  my 
prayers  for  help,  as  soon  as  you  en- 
tered the  door.  My  father  is  Dr. 
Wenthorn." 

"Why,  my  dear,  I  know  thy  parents 
well.  They  are  faithful  Christian  peo- 
ple. How  came  thee  here?" 

"I  will  tell  you.  I  was  engaged  to 
marry  a  young  man,  with  the  consent 
of  my  parents.  I  thought  he  was  up- 
right and  true.  My  father  has  lately 
lost  his  property,  and  since  then  Jack 
has  seemed  somewhat  different.  I  see 
it  now.  I  know  now  he  was  trying 
to  marry  me  only  for  money.  This 
evening  he  asked  me  to  walk.  My 
mother  gave  her  consent,  as  she  had 
often  before.  About  two  hours  ago, 
as  Jack  and  I  were  taking  a  stroll, 
we  met  a  woman  whom  he  introduced 
as  his  friend.  Just  then  a  man 
touched  him  on  the  shoulder;  they 
talked  together  a  moment,  and  then 
Jack  said  to  me,  Annie,  my  friend 
will  take  you  to  her  house  for  a  little 
while.  I  have  some  important  busi- 
ness I  must  attend  to  at  once.  I  will 
call  for  you  there  in  an  hour.' 

"Unsuspecting  any  evil,  I  went  with 
the  woman,  who  was  middle-aged, 
and  modestly  dressed.  I  saw  by  the 
light  of  a  gas-jet  near  by,  and  it 
being  so  dark  a  night,  I  could  not 
recognize  the  streets  through  which 
we  so  hurriedly  passed.  When  we 
reached  what  she  called  her  home, 
she  opened  the  door;  we  entered,  and 
before  I  was  aware  where  I  was,  I 
found  myself  in  that  awful  place 
where  you  saw  me." 

"Poor  child,  what  didst  thou  do?" 

"I  sat  there  praying  to  God  to  save 


me  some  way.  I  couldn't  see  how;  but 
I  knew  He  had  all  power,  and  my 
faith  was  firm  that  He  would  rescue 
me,  and  not  let  those  men  harm  me. 
I  saw  then  the  awful  treachery  of 
the  man  I  had  trusted.  Oh,  there  he 
comes  now!"  whispered  the  frightened 
girl,  as  she  shrank  closer  to  her  pro- 
tector. 

"Never  fear,  dear.  But  wait,  I  must 
speak  to  that  man,"  said  Mrs.  Talbot 

Through  the  darkness  the  man  was 
now  more  plainly  seen  as  the  lanterns 
of  the  policemen  flashed  their  light 
across  his  deceitful  face,  and  he 
started  back;  but  Mrs.  Talbot  said 
in  firm  tones,  "Young  man,  the  Lord 
has  protected  the  young  girl  thou 
didst  so  basely  seek  to  destroy,  and 
has  sent  me  to  rescue  her  before  it 
was  too  late.  Remember,  Almighty 
God  can  defeat  all  the  spirits  of  evil 
combined.  I  warn  thee  to  repent  of 
thy  sinful  life  before  God  cuts  thee 
down  in  thy  infamy.  I  warn  thee  to 
leave  this  city  at  once,  for  I  shall  put 
this  young  girl's  brother  on  thy  track 
tonight,  and  I  give  thee  just  six  hours 
to  get  out  of  town,  for  I  must  prevent 
bloodshed,  if  possible;  and  I  know 
the  spirit  of  the  young  man  whose 
sister  thou  has  so  basely  wronged. 
I  could  deliver  thee  up  to  these  police- 
men at  once,  but  I  will  give  thee  this 
once  chance  to  reform  thy  evil  ways. 
May  the  Spirit  of  God  lead  thee  to 
repent." 

Base  as  the  young  man  was,  he 
stood  trembling  and  aghast,  con- 
fronted by  truth  and  purity,  as  mani- 
fested in  those  two  women  against 
whom  all  his  diabolical  cunning  had 
availed  nothing;  and  he  slunk  away 
into  the  darkness,  whether  to  go  on 
in  his  infamous  crimes,  or  to  repent 
like  the  thief  on  the  cross,  is  not 
known. 

The  young  girl  was  restored  to  her 
parents,  and  grateful  thanks  were 
tendered  to  Almighty  God  for  her 
marvelous  deliverance.  The  policeman 
Ben  was  converted,  declaring  that  "if 
faith  in  God  could  work  such  a 
miracle  as  that  which  took  place  be- 
fore his  own  eyes,  he  was  bound  to 
get  it." 

The  devoted  evangelist  went  calm- 
ly on  her  consecrated  way,  confident 
that  she  had  naught  whereof  to  boast, 
being  a  weak,  timid  woman;  but 
knowing  that  when  a  child  of  God 
reflects  in  his  life  the  image  of  the 
Divine  Christ,  and  by  faith,  which  is 
the  gift  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  lays  claim 
to  the  title  of  the  inheritance  in  the 
power  of  Almighty  God,  which  in- 
heritance is  offered  by  the  Infinite 
Father  to  all  of  His  children,  then 
just  so  much  of  the  omnipotence  of 
his  Heavenly  Father  will  be  exercised 
in  his  behalf  as  he  shall  lay  claim 
to  through  his  title  of  faith.  Accord- 
ing to  his  faith  it  will  be  unto  him. 
And  that  faith  is  not  a  blind  belief, 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Our  spotlight  this  month  Is  centered  on  a  young  man  who  has  ex- 
celled In  the  field  of  music  and  has  attained  outstanding  success  In 
the  ministry  of  the  gospel  of  Christ.  He  is  known  more  intimately  by 
his  thousands  of  friends  as  "Vep"  Ellis  and  whether  in  the  pulpit,  at 
the  piano,  or  attached  to   an   accordion,  Vep  is  a  master. 

Although  only  thirty  years  of  age,  he  has  enjoyed  an  extensive  minis- 
try, doing  pastoral  and  evangelistic  work  in  Tennessee,  South  Carolina, 
Florida,  Alabama,  and  Texas.  At  present  he  is  pastoring  at  Weatherford, 
Texas.  "Vep"  is  among  the  nation's  best  writers  of  religious  songs,  and 
has  had  charge  of  five  different  radio  broadcasts.  His  radio  ministry 
has  been   very  successful. 

Brother  Ellis_  served  one  year  as  Music  Editor  for  the  Church  of  God, 
but  feeling  the  call  of  God  to  help  carry  the  gospel,  he  preferred  to 
get  out  on  the  field  again.  We  bespeak  for  "Vep"  a  successful  future. 


The  picture  above  is  that  of  Miss  Helen  Daughdrill,  who  is  at  presen 
attending  Lee   College   at   Cleveland,   Tennessee. 

At  a  very  early  age  of  nine,  Helen  accepted  Jesus  Christ  as  her  per 
sonal  Savior  in  her  home  church  located  in  Gadsden,  Alabama.  She  at 
tended  her  freshman  year  of  high  school  at  Gadsden  High  and  fron 
there  she  entered  the  Bible  School  at  Sevierville,  Tennessee,  in  194J 
During  these  years  Helen  has  worked  vigorously.  She  has  served  on  th 
"Vindagua"  Staff,  the  Student  Council,  and  is  now  serving  on  the  Su 
preme  Council.  She  is  also  acting  in  the  capacity  as  Vice-President  o 
the  Student  Body. 

Helen  desires  to  some  day  be  a  full-time  Christian  worker,  after  sh< 
has  completed  her  education.  She  has  been  active  in  Christian  worl 
for  the  past  two  summers  in  New  Mexico  and  Kentucky.  We  are  suri 
Helen  will  realize  her  ambitions.  We  say,  "Hats  off  to  Helen  Daugh 
drill!" 


REPORT  OF  STATE  YOUTH 
DIRECTORS'  MEETING 

Held  ot  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
October  28-30,  1947 

The  purpose  of  this  meeting  was 
for  the  promotion  of  our  youth  pro- 
gram in  general,  but  placing  special 
emphasis  on  evangelism. 

Ralph  E.  Williams,  National  Youth 
Director,  was  moderator  of  this  meet- 
ing, ass'sted  by  R.  J.  Johnson,  secre- 
tary, and  other  members  of  the  Na- 
tional  Youth    Committee. 

Contest    Rules    Presented 

Our  National  Youth  Director  fur- 
nished everyone  present  with  copies 
of  "Rules  for  Awarding  National  Sun- 
day School  and  Y.P.E.  Banners"  for 
the  current  church  year.  These  nine 
rules,  including  each  sub-topic,  were 
clearly  explained  and  any  questions 
the  youth  directors  or  overseers  of 
the  different  states  asked  were  satis- 
factorily answered.  Our  National 
Youth  Committee  spent  much  time 
and  labor  in  planning  this  well- 
rounded  program  which,  unquestion- 
ably, is  fair  to  the  small  as  well  as 
larger  states. 

Visual  Aid 

Sister  Allison,  of  Knoxville,  Tennes- 


see, presented  "The  Possibilities  of 
Visual  Aid  in  Junior  Y.P.E  ,  Sunday 
School,  and  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School."  While,  to  many  of  our  work- 
ers, the  use  of  "Visual  Aid"  is  a  new 
venture,  it  is  an  old,  tried,  and  proven 
experience  to  Sister  Allison.  She 
demonstrated  flash  cards,  flannel 
board  talks,  etc. 

Reports 

Each  state  youth  director  was  given 
the  privilege  of  giving  a  report  of 
what  the  Y.P.E. 's  and  Sunday  Schools 
of  their  state  were  doing  and  what 
their  plans  were. 

Methods 

Many  of  the  state  youth  directors 
gave  a  brief  analysis  of  methods  and 
approaches  they  used  in  their  field 
of  labor.  This  gave  all  new  ideas. 
Each  talk  was  very  profitable. 

Bible  School  Notes 

These  new  notes  were  displayed 
and  explained  to  the  group,  and  at 
the  last  session  of  this  meeting,  ap- 
proximately $11,000  in  these  Bible 
School  notes  was  pledged.  They  are 
to  be  bought  immediately.  Of  course, 
these  notes  are  for  the  benefit  of  our 
beautiful  Lee  College. 

Officials  Present 

Those  present  included: 


Rev.  John  C.  Jernigan,  General  Over- 
seer. 
Rev.  H.  L.  Chesser,  Assistant  Genera 

Overseer. 
Rev.  R.  R.  Walker,  General  Secretary 

and    Treasurer. 
Rev.    E.    L.    Simmons,    President    Le< 

College. 
Rev.  E.  C.  Clark,  Business  Manager. 
Rev.   J.   Stewart  Brinsfield,  Executive 

Missions  Secretary 
Rev.  J.  A.  Muncy,  Superintendent  o: 
Orphanage. 

We  appreciated  the  spiritual,  up- 
lifting, and  educational  messages  o: 
these  leaders  in  our  church. 

One  session  of  our  meeting  was 
especially  honored  by  the  presence 
of  Brother  and  Sister  S.  W.  Latimer 
former  General  Overseer  of  the 
Church  of  God  and  wife.  State  youtr. 
directors  and  state  overseers  repre 
sented  twenty  states.  All  agreed  this 
meeting  was  profitable  and  look  for 
ward  to  regional  meetings  to  be  held 
this  winter  in  different  parts  of  the 
United  States. 

We  thank  the  entertainment  com 
mittee,     Rev.     James     L.     Slay,     host 
pastor,  and  his  members  for  the  good 
southern  hospitality  they  extended  tc 
all   visitors.   Also,   thanks   to  Brother 
Muncy   and   the  matrons  of  the  Or 
phanage  where  the  delegates  enjoyed 
a  delicious  luncheon  in  the  new  or 
phanage. — Mrs.  W.  H.  Godwin. 
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HIGH  LIGHTS  OF  SEPTEMBER 
REPORTS 

(For  Group   A) 

The  information  given  below  ivas 
aken  from  the  State  Youth  Direc- 
ors'  September  reports,  and  the  ac- 
complishments mentioned  are  for  the 
nonth  of  September  only.  This  does 
wt  include  all  the  many  good  things 
liven  on  the  reports,  but  covers  only 
he  high  lights.  Watch  the  next  issue 
'or  high  lights  of  Group  B. 

ALABAMA 
Brother  Colon  Dunn,  Youth  Direc- 
or  for  the  State  of  Alabama,  reports 
hirteen  new  Sunday  Schools,  seven- 
een  new  Y.P.E.'s,  and  four  Home  Ex- 
,ension  Departments  organized  dur- 
ng  the  month  of  September. 

NORTH  CAROLINA 
Brother  E.  C.  Thomas,  Youth  Direc- 
tor of  North  Carolina,  reports  279 
roung  people  saved,  172  sanctified, 
md  127  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
luring  the  month. 

FLORIDA 
Brother  Lewis  Willis,  State  Youth 
Director,  states  the  Sunday  School 
md  Y.P.E.  work  was  greatly  hindered 
)ecause  of  the  recent  storms  which 
lave  swept  the  State  of  Florida,  but 
lespite  the  destruction  that  has  swept 
hat  state  we  notice  they  have  a  gain 
n  Y.P.E.  attendance  of  2,890. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA 
Subscriptions  to  the  Y.P.E.  Bulletin 
ire  coming  in  faster  from  the  State 
)f  South  Carolina.  Wonder  why? 
Brother  Brady  Dennis  has  recently 
)een  assigned  to  that  state  as  Youth 
Director.  The  figure  most  outstand- 
ng  on  Brother  Dennis'  report  was 
hat  180  young  people  were  saved  in 
he  Y.P.E.  services  during  this  month. 

GEORGIA 

Brother  Clell  Ray,  Youth  Director, 
ends  in  a  good  report  from  the  State 
if  Georgia.  Brother  Ray  attended  the 
fouth  Directors'  meeting  in  Cleveland 
md  seemed  to  leave  with  much  en- 
husiasm  to  push  the  work  in  Georgia. 

TENNESSEE 
Brother  Jack  Crawford  is  the  newly 
ippointed  Youth  Director  for  the 
State  of  Tennessee.  He  has  been  tour- 
ng  the  state  with  the  Overseer,  get- 
ing  acquainted  with  the  work  as- 
igned  him.  He  reports  one  new  Y.P.E. 
.nd  two  new  Sunday  Schools  organ- 
zed. 

WEST  VIRGINIA 
Despite  the  fact  that  the  member- 
hip  in  West  Virginia  is  less  than  the 
ither  states  in  the  A  group,  the  report 
>f  Brother  George  R.  Cook,  Youth  Di- 
ector   for  that  state,  compares  well 
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WELCOME  TO  THE   NEW  STATE 
YOUTH  DIRECTORS 

COLON  DUNN  has  been  appointed 
to  assist  Brother  J.  T.  Roberts  in  the 
youth  work  in  the  State  of  Alabama. 
He  fills  the  office  of  State  Youth 
Director. 

BOBBY  BARGER  succeeds  Melvin 
E.  Porter,  as  Youth  Director  in  the 
State  of  Arkansas. 

DAVID  WILBURNE  has  been  placed 
in  charge  of  the  youth  work  in  the 
New  England  states,  working  with 
Brother  J.  B.  Camp. 

SAMUEL  W.  EDMUNDS  has  been 
added  to  our  list  as  Youth  Director 
for  Indiana,  assisting  the  State  Over- 
seer in  that  work. 

NORMAN  .SMIDDY  has  just  left 
Tennessee  to  take  up  his  work  as 
Youth  Director  in  Iowa.  He  will  work 
with  Brother  R.  R.  Seyda. 

ALFRED  NICHOLSON  is  now  as- 
sisting Brother  J.  L.  Byrd  in  the 
youth  work  in  Louisiana. 

GENE  CHRISTENBURY  has  been 
chosen  by  the  State  Overseer  of  Mis- 
sissippi to  succeed  Brother  W.  H. 
Seville  as  Youth  Director  in  that 
state. 

H.  A.  PHILLIPS  takes  over  the  of- 
fice formerly  held  by  Brother  J.  L. 
Lombard  as  Youth  Director  for  the 
State  of  Nebraska. 

E.  C.  THOMAS  is  assisting  Brother 
E.  W.  Williams  as  Youth  Director  in 
North  Carolina.  Brother  George  Lem- 
ons was  the  former  youth  director. 

JACK  CRAWFORD  was  selected  by 
Brother  U.  D.  Tidwell  to  serve  as 
Youth  Director  in  the  State  of  Ten- 
nessee. 

GEORGE  R.  COOK  will  work  with 
Brother  Paul  H.  Walker  as  Youth  Di- 
rector in  West  Virginia. 


with  the  other  states  in  that  group. 
Brother  Cook  also  has  just  recently 
been  added  to  our  State  Youth  Di- 
rectors' list. 


In  behalf  of  all  the  other  State 
Youth  Directors  we  wish  to  welcome 
these  into  our  group  as  co-workers 
and  laborers  together  in  this  great 
Youth  Movement.  We  certainly  ap- 
preciate the  fine  group  of  men  we 
have  to  work  with  and  feel  sure  that 
when  this  Assembly  year  has  come 
to  a  close  much  and  lasting  good  will 
have  been  accomplished. 


SALVATION   OF   SOULS 
Our   Chief  Aim 

The  hinge  on  which  all  our  work 
hangs  is  that  of  "Spiritual  growth" 
in  the  Youth  Movement.  This  should 
be  our  greatest  concern — getting  the 
young  people  to  Christ.  When  we 
have  done  this  we  will  have  no 
trouble  taking  care  of  the  youth  "pro- 
gram." 

Looking  over  the  September  Y.P.E. 
reports  we  find  that  1,254  young  peo- 
ple accepted  the  Lord  in  the  differ- 
ent Y.P.E.  services,  699  were  sancti- 
fied, and  482  received  the  baptism  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  in  just  one  month!  !  ! 

Does  that  make  you  feel  that  your 
efforts  have  been  in  vain?  I  should 
say,  "NO."  Let  us  pray  that  a  wave 
of  conviction  will  sweep  the  land  and 
that  thousands  of  young  people  will 
be  saved  this  year,  which  is  our  one 
aim  and  purpose. 


STATE  YOUTH    DIRECTORS 
1947-48 

ALABAMA 

Colon  Dunn 

Box  2129 

Birmingham,   Ala. 
ARIZONA 

Io  Garlit 

322  N.  Patricio  St. 

Phoenix,  Ariz. 
ARKANSAS 

Bobby  Barger 

4618  W.  29th  St. 

Little  Rock,  Ark. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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~L>essons 

HOW  FIRM  A  FOUNDATION 

Sarah  Blanch  McGuire 

2  Tim.  2:19-21;  Luke  6:46-49 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Have  you  looked  at  the  foundation 
of  your  house  lately?  Have  you  ex- 
amined the  cornerstone?  Have  you 
looked  to  see  if  the  beams  have  been 
eaten  through  by  termites  that  de- 
vour such  things. 

Have  you  fallen  asleep  and  forgot- 
ten to  see  if  your  lamp  is  trimmed  and 
burning?  Has  the  oil  leaked  out?  Let 
us  not  forget  that  a  light  always 
shines  the  brightest  just  before  it  goes 
out. 

Have  we  gone  into  the  vineyard 
lately?  Have  we  examined  the  fruit? 
Has  the  blight  already  ruined  it,  or 
have  we  dug  the  ground  around  about 
the  vines  that  they  may  bring  forth 
more  fruit? 

Foundation 
1  Tim.  6:19 

Remember  the  Lord  Jesus  said  to 
Peter,  "Upon  this  rock  I  will  build  my 
church;  and  the  gates  of  hell  shall 
not  prevail  against  it."  As  Jesus  stood 
there  He  spoke  of  Himself  as  the  foun- 
dation or  the  rock  and  Peter  as  the 
church.  Each  one  of  us  as  we  were 
washed  in  the  blood  of  Christ  became 
a  part  of  His  church.  If  the  devil  is 
succeeding  in  making  us  do  his  bid- 
ding, we  may  be  assured  our  founda- 
tion is  not  the  rock  about  which  Jesus 
was  speaking.  If  the  rock  is  bearing  us 
up,  then  we  gather  sap  or  strength 
from  the  root  or  foundation.  If  the  root 
is  our  Lord  Jesus,  we  may  be  sure  we 
can  hold  fast  to  our  profession  of  faith 
and  the  devil  cannot  defeat  us. 
Wise  or  Foolish  Virgins 
Isa.  5:20;  St.  John  12:35,36 

The  light  upon  a  hill  cannot  be  hid. 
Has  our  light  shone  upon  someone 
else?  Have  we  fasted  and  prayed  for 
our  pastor,  friends,  and  neighbors?  Do 
we  keep  the  left  hand  from  knowing 
what  the  right  hand  does,  or  do  we 
broadcast  the  good  we  do  to  the  winds 
that  men  may  pat  us  on  the  back  and 
say  what  a  good  fellow  we  are?  Has 
coldness  and  indifference  settled  down 
upon  us?  Is  our  prayer  life  free  of 
hindrances?  Do  we  laugh  and  have  a 
light  heart  when  we  see  people  in  sin? 
Have  we  hidden  our  talent  instead  of 
using  it?  We  can  find  in  God's  Holy 
Word  just  where  we  are  heading  if 
these  things  be  true. 

The  Vineyard 
2  Cor.  9:6;  St.  John  15:1,  5 

How  are  the  vines  flourishing  in  our 
vineyard?  God  has  meant  for  each  of 
us  to  have  a  field  in  which  to  work. 
It  may  be  just  a  small  spot  very  near 
us,  bu.t  if  we  work  faithfully,  the  vine 
will  grow  and  grow  until  it  will  burst 
forth  with  fruit.  Sometimes  it  seems 
as  though  the  vine  is  withered   and 
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will  surely  die;  but  if  we  keep  watch 
upon  it,  we  may  find  later  on  that  our 
labor  has  not  been  in  vain.  As  our 
word  goes  forth  for  God,  it  may  not 
seem  to  accomplish  much  but  we  may 
be  surprised  to  find  that  God's  word 
does  not  return  to  Him  void.  It  may 
put  a  spark  into  that  man  or  woman 
whom  you  have  been  praying  for,  or 
talking  to;  that  may  burst  into  flame 
later  on  and  may  spread  and  spread 
until  your  one  vine  you  have  been 
working  with  has  grown  and  flour- 
ished into  a  whole  vineyard.  God 
said  He  would  bless  our  work  if  it  is 
done  for  His  glory. 


WARRING  AGAINST  SATAN 

Irene  Foshee 

The  name  of  Satan  is  so  repulsive 
that  we  would  rather  not  mention  it. 
However,  we  cannot  escape  unpleasant 
realities  by  ignoring  them. 

If  we  should  meet  a  bear  in  the  road, 
we  wouldn't  shut  our  eyes  and  pretend 
it  weren't  there.  Matt.  26:41,  "Watch 
and  pray,  that  ye  enter  not  into  temp- 
tation: the  spirit  indeed  is  willing,  but 
the  flesh  is  weak."  The  Lord  knew  we 
would  have  to  watch  as  well  as  pray. 

Do  you  remember  the  nursery  story 
of  "Little  Red  Riding  Hood,"  and  how 
the  wolf  presented  himself  to  her  in 
grandmother's  clothes?  This  was 
probably  the  most  deceitful  way  he 
could  have  appeared  to  her.  Satan 
sometimes  presents  himself  to  us  in 
much  the  same  way.  He  can  present 
himself  in  such  enticing  and  enchant- 
ing ways  that  if  we  aren't  careful  we 
will  partake  of  his  fruit. 

Let  us  realize  the  reality  of  Satan 
and  prepare  ourselves  for  battle 
against  him.  Now  how  shall  we  know 
him?  Gen.  3:1,  "Now  the  serpent  was 
more  subtil  than  any  beast  of  the  field 
which  the  Lord  God  had  made."  Sub- 
til means  shrewd,  keen,  and  clever. 
Gen.  3:4,  5,  "And  the  serpent  said  un- 
to the  woman,  Ye  shall  not  surely  die: 
for  God  doth  know  that  in  the  day  ye 
eat  thereof,  then  your  eyes  shall  be 
opened,  and  ye  shall  be  as  gods,  know- 
ing good  and  evil."  Now  let  us  find  out 
Satan's  characteristics.  He  presents  a 
beautiful  picture:  he  is  a  liar  and  a  de- 
ceiver. He  doesn't  want  us  to  obey  God. 
1  Peter  5:8,  "Be  sober,  be  vigilant;  be- 
cause your  adversary  the  devil,  as  a 
roaring  lion,  walketh  about,  seeking 
whom  he  may  devour."  Satan  may  be 
found  almost  anywhere.  We  must  be 
on  guard  at  all  times.  With  the  help 
of  God,  we  can  overcome  Satan,  but 
first  we  must  armour  ourselves. 

(Study  the  scriptures.  Ask  the  Lord 
to  help  you  make  an  interesting  talk.) 

1.  The  Armour  of  the  Spirit  of  God, 
Eph.  6:11, 

A.  New  Birth,   John  3:3 

B.  Sanctification,   John   17:19 

C.  Holy   Ghost,   Luke    12:12 

2.  The  Armour  of  Church  Member- 
ship and  Attendance, 

Matt.  16:18;  1  Cor.  12:27;  Heb. 
10:25;   Acts  2:41,  47 

3.  The  Armour  of  Good  Company, 

Prov.   13:20;   Ps.  84:10;    1  Cor. 
15:33;  Prov.  4:14,  15 

4.  The  Armour  of  Obedience, 

John  14:23;  Col.  3:20,  22;  1  Pet. 
5:5 


5.  The  Armour  of  Service, 

Isa.  6:8;  Ps.  100:2;  Acts  9:6 

6.  The  Armour  of  Faith, 

Heb.  11:6;  John  3:36;  Heb.  1] 
17;  1  John  5:4 

7.  The  Armour  of  Prayer, 

Luke    23:34;    Matt.    18:19,    2( 
Matt.  5:44 

8.  The  Armour  of  Righteousness, 

2  Cor.  5:21;  Prov.  11:30;  Mat 
5:6 


CHRIST'S  METHOD  OF  TEACHIN 

Jesus  was,  is,  and  will  ever  be  oi 
greatest  example.  Of  all  the  churc 
divines  and  great  pulpit  orators  wh 
have  blessed  the  world  with  their  ho] 
eloquence,  Jesus  leads  them  all;  fc 
in  Him  we  see  the  Master  Preacher. 

In  this  same  Man,  Christ  Jesus,  v* 
behold  no  less  than  the  Master  Phj 
sician.  He  was  never  known  to  tur 
anyone  away  who  came  to  Him  fc 
assistance,  and  He  never  lost  a  case. 

To  find  the  methods  of  a  mastt 
teacher  I  know  of  no  better  source  1 
which  we  can  go  than  to  the  methoc 
that  characterized  the  teachings  ( 
Jesus,  who  was  and  is  the  Mast* 
Teacher.  Note  the  methods  of  Jesu; 
1.  Jesus  loved  those  whom  He  taught 

Love,  the  motive  prompting  and  pr< 
pelling  force  that  caused  God  to  gi\ 
His  only  Son;  that  which  caused  tl" 
Son  to  condescend  to  become  our  Sai 
ior,  was  the  one  which  overwhelme 
the  Master  on  that  day  when  He,  see 
ing  the  multitude,  "was  moved  wit 
compassion  toward  them  .  .  .  and  r 
began  to  teach  them  many  things 
Little  wonder  He  never  tired  ( 
teaching  those  who  were  hungry  1 
learn  of  Him!  It  was  not  a  matter  ( 
pretending;    Jesus  really  loved   ther. 

The  Sunday  School  teacher  wr. 
does  not  have  a  heart  full  of  love  f( 
those  whom  he  teaches  will  never  t 
successful. 

2.  Jesus  prayed  for   His  students. 

In  His  farewell  prayer  our  Mast< 
said,  speaking  of  His  disciples,  "I  prs 
not  that  thou  shouldest  take  them  oi 
of  the  world,  but  that  thou  shoulde; 
keep  them  from  the  evil."  He  wr. 
knew  the  full  value  of  prayer,  and  wr 
knew  about  the  contaminating  forci 
of  evil  in  the  world,  prayed  for  tr 
spiritual  welfare  of  His  students.  IS 
doubt,  many  times  while  the  disciplf 
were  fast  asleep,  Jesus,  their  Teache 
was  off  in  some  secluded  place  corr 
miming  with  the  Father  and  agoni; 
ing  in  prayer  for  them. 

Likewise  it  should  be  with  the  Sur 

day   School   teacher.   He  should  pra 

for  his  pupils,  not  only  in  the  clas, 

room,  but  also  in  secret. 

3.  Jesus   was   simple   in   His   teaching 

In  the  synagogue,  beside  the  set 
shore,  on  the  mountain  side,  the  Lord 
classroom  was  always  filled  with  pe< 
pie  eager  to  learn  of  Him.  Some  wei 
learned  and  some  were  unlearned.  An 
although  some  teachings  or  saying 
of  Christ  are  looked  upon  today  i 
masterpieces  in  literature,  His  metr 
ods  were  simple  that  His  messag 
might  be  understood.  Jesus  took  thin£ 
known  to  reveal  the  unknown;  tr 
earthly  to  teach  the  heavenly.  His  m( 
tive  was  not  to  make  an  impressic 
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for  publicity,  but  rather  that  His  great 
message  might  be  made  known. 

The  classroom  is  no  place  for  the 
teacher  to  try  to  display  his  ability, 
and  thereby  teach  far  beyond  the 
students'  power  of  comprehension.  The 
lesson  should  be  direct,  concise,  and 
simple. 

4.  Jesus  taught   with   authority. 

We  read  in  Matthew  7:29:  "For  He 
Itaught  them  as  one  having  authority." 
(With  Jesus  it  was  not  a  matter  of  sur- 
jimising,  for  His  authority  rendered  His 

Eeaching  definite. 
The  Sunday  School  teacher  should 
emember  that  it  is  not  what  he 
hinks  or  what  another  thinks,  but 
[what  "thus  saith  the  Lord."  The  Word 
of  God  is  the  teacher's  divine  authority. 

5.  Jesus  was  kind  and  patient  in  His 
teaching. 

Many  times  the  disciples  were  rath- 
er slow  about  comprehending  the 
thought  the  Master  intended  for  them. 
Nevertheless,  He  did  not  become  un- 
wind and  impatient,  but  bore  with 
the  infirmities  of  their  -finite  minds. 

Perhaps  there  are  many  "fire- 
brands" on  the  battlefield  for  God  to- 
day who  would  have  gone  down  in 
defeat  had  it  not  been  for  the  love 
and  patience  of  their  Sunday  School 
teacher  whose  kind  instructions  led 
them  from  spiritual  ignorance. 
6.  The  life  and  works  of  Jesus  did  not 
contradict  His  teaching. 

Jesus  taught  His  pupils  to  pray — He 
prayed;  He  taught  them  to  live  holy- 
He  lived  holy;  He  taught  them  to  live 
sacrificial  lives — He  lived  a  sacrificial 
life;  He  taught  them  to  love  and  obey 
the  Father — He  loved  and  obeyed  the 
Father. 

The  inconsistent  teacher  who 
teaches  one  thing  but  lives  another 
will  be  as  "sounding  brass  or  a  tinkling 
cymbal,"  as  he  stands  before  his  class. 
The  teacher  who  would  be  successful 
must  watch  his  life  so  that  his  works 
will  not  contradict  his  message. 

The  Sunday  School  teacher  has  a 
great  responsibility,  a  fruitful  place 
to  fill!  Oh,  that  all  of  them  would 
aspire  to  be  more  and  more  like  the 
great  God-sent  Master  Teacher  of  the 
skies,  our  Lord  and  Savior  Jesus 
Christ! 


Topic: 


GIFTS   I   CAN   BRING  TO 
HIM 

Scripture:  Matt.  2:1-12 
Thinking  over  this  subject,  I  was  re- 
minded of  the  text  found  in  Psa.  116: 
12,  "What  shall  I  render  unto  the  Lord 
for  all  his  benefits?"  When  we  receive 
a  favor  from  someone,  we  like  to  show 
our  appreciation  of  it  in  the  best  pos- 
sible way.  Our  blessings  from  God  are 
so  numerous  and  so  rich  that  we  are 
made  to  testify  as  the  Apostle  Paul  in 
Rom.  11:33,  "O  the  depth  of  the  riches 
both  of  the  wisdom  and  knowledge  of 
God."  Our  gifts  are  small  in  compari- 
son to  what  we  receive;  yet  we  must 
not  fail  in  bringing  what  we  can  and 
presenting  them  to  the  Christ  of  Beth- 
lehem. In  the  giving  and  receiving  of 
gifts  this  Christmas,  let  us  not  forget 
the  gifts  we  can  bring  to  Him  who,  for 
our  sakes,  became  poor  that  we 
through  His  poverty  might  be  rich.  In 
consideration  of  our  text,  let  us  enum- 


erate some  gifts  we  can  bring  to  Him: 
My  Love 

This  is  the  greatest  of  all  gifts.  Love 
is  the  first  of  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit 
enumerated  in  Gal.  5:22,  23.  In  Matt. 
22:36,  we  read  of  a  lawyer  who  asked 
Jesus,  "Which  is  the  greatest  com- 
mandment?" Jesus  answered  him, 
"Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God 
with  all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy 
mind."  Adam  Clarke  says,  "Our  Lord 
shows  here  that  the  whole  of  true  re- 
ligion is  comprised  of  thus  loving  God 
and  our  neighbor."  All  other  gifts  to 
Him  are  valueless  and  unaccepted  un- 
less accompanied  by  and  given  from 
a  heart  of  love.  Someone  has  said, 
"Love  is  to  the  Christian  life  what  gold 
is  to  jewelry;  the  proper  setting  of 
every  precious  stone."  The  church  at 
Ephesus  was  a  very  model  church  as 
far  as  the  outward  appearance  was 
concerned.  They  had  works,  labor,  and 
patience.  Christ  didn't  condemn  them 
for  this.  May  God  help  us  Christian 
young  people  not  to  neglect  these; 
however,  we  must  remember  that 
these  alone  are  not  enough.  Christ 
said,  "Nevertheless  I  have  somewhat 
against  thee  because  thou  hast  left  thy 
first  love."  The  Apostle  Paul  said  in 
1  Cor.  13:3  (Weymouth's  translation) 
"And  if  I  distribute  all  my  possessions 
to  the  poor,  and  give  my  body  to  be 
burned,  but  am  destitute  of  love,  it 
profits  me  nothing." 

My  Self 

Christ  calls  for  dethronement  of  self. 
In  Rom.  12:1  we  read,  "I  beseech  you 
therefore,  brethren,  by  the  mercies  of 
God,  that  ye  present  your  bodies  a  liv- 
ing sacrifice  holy,  acceptable  unto 
God,  which  is  your  reasonable  service." 
This  war  has  made  many  heroes  be- 
cause of  their  devotion  to  the  cause  of 
liberty.  When  a  young  man  enters  the 
army  he  is  trained  and  schooled  in  the 
hardships  of  military  life  and  holds 
none  of  his  strength  in  reserve.  Our 
spiritual  Commander,  Jesus  Christ, 
calls  today  for  those  who  will  bring 
all  their  powers  into  subjection  and 
serve  without  self-reservation  in  the 
army  of  the  Lord.  There  has  never 
been  a  time  in  history  when  the  cause 
for  righteousness  needed  consecrated 
young  people  more  than  it  does  today. 
"Yield  yourselves  unto  the  Lord,"  2 
Chron.  30:8.  What  better  gift  could  I 
bring  to  Christ  than  a  yielding  of  my- 
self to  His  will  and  say  with  the  Apos- 
tle Paul,  "Neither  count  I  my  life  dear 
unto  myself."  "Unless  He  is  the  Lord 
of  all  He  is  not  Lord  at  all." 

My  Loyalty 

The  three  wise  men  who  saw  His 
Star  in  the  East  were  loyal  in  their 
endeavor  to  find  the  Christ.  There 
were  many  who  refused  to  believe  the 
promises,  but  these  men,  "When  they 
saw  the  star  rejoiced  with  exceeding 
joy."  They  followed  and  were  rewarded 
for  their  loyalty  in  that  they  were  di- 
rected by  the  star  to  the  Babe  of  Beth- 
lehem. If  we  are  loyal  to  God's  leader- 
ship He  will  cause  our  lives  to  be  fruit- 
ful. We  will  not  only  find  the  Christ 
but  we  will  point  others  to  Him. 

The  Magi  visitors  were  not  satisfied 
to  just  find  the  Lord,  they  recognized 
His  divinity  and  fell  down  and  wor- 


shipped Him.  He  was  worthy  of  their 
worship  for  we  read  in  Heb.  1:6,  "And 
let  all  the  angels  of  God  worship  Him." 
If  angels  are  commanded  to 
worship  Him  it  would  certainly  be 
disloyal  for  us  to  be  neglectful  and 
careless  in  our  worship  of  Him.  David 
said,  "O  worship  the  Lord  in  the 
beauty  of  holiness."  They  didn't  wor- 
ship Him,  and  then  just  get  up  and 
leave.  They  opened  up  their  treasures 
and  "presented  unto  him  gifts;  gold, 
frankincense,  and  myrrh."  It  is  con- 
sidered by  some  that  the  gold  stands 
for  the  world's  wealth,  frankincense 
for  the  world's  worship,  and  myrrh 
for  His  humanity  and  sacrificial 
death.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  thought 
which  is  most  important  is  that  these 
were  the  very  best  gifts  that  they 
could  have  given.  How  important, 
then,  is  it  that  Christ  be  first  in  our 
lives  and  our  most  precious  gifts 
should  be  placed  at  His  feet  as  our 
offering  to  Him. 

My  Talents 

Paul  in  writing  to  Timothy  ex- 
horted him,  "Neglect  not  the  gift  that 
is  in  thee."  We  cannot  please  the 
Lord  and  fail  to  give  our  talents.  We 
cannot  all  give  the  same  number  of 
talents  for  all  are  not  gifted  the  same. 
God  doesn't  hold  us  responsible  for 
the  number  we  have  but  how  we  use 
the  ones  we  do  have.  When  Henry 
W.  Longfellow  was  a  young  man  he 
expressed  himself  in  a  letter  to  his 
father  as  follows,  "I  am  not  sure  as 
yet  for  what  my  talents  fit  me  but 
I  am  determined  to  be  eminent  in 
something."  We  may  not  have  the 
talents  that  will  ever  bring  to  us  any 
earthly  prominence  but  if  we  use 
those  we  have  for  God's  glory  we  will 
have  the  smile  of  God  upon  us  in  this 
life  and  at  death  He  can  say  to  us, 
"Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful 
servant:  thou  hast  been  faithful  over 
a  few  things,  I  will  make  thee  ruler 
over  many  things:  enter  thou  into 
the  joy  of  thy  Lord."  Matt.  25:21. 

SUGGESTIONS   FOR  YOUR 
CHRISTMAS  MEETING 

Literature  and  art  have  been  great- 
ly enriched  by  Christianity,  and  espe- 
cially by  the  birth  of  Christ,  the  Sav- 
iour. This  wondrous  event  has  in- 
spired painters,  poets,  and  story- 
writers  to  do  their  best.  As  this  meet- 
ing falls  on  Christmas,  we  may  wish 
to  follow  the  suggestion  to  use  pic- 
tures, songs,  and  stories  in  the  wor- 
ship program.  Surely  out  of  the 
wealth  of  material,  we  may  be  able 
to  select  such  items  as  will  make  the 
service  beautiful,  devotional,  and  im- 
pressive. 

A  member  who  has  worked  in  a 
Vacation  Church  School  or  in  a  Week 
Day  Church  School  may  have  some 
Bible  cards  in  colors  showing  scenes 
which  depict  the  Christmas  story, 
such  as  The  Madonna,  The  Baby  Je- 
sus, The  Visit  of  the  Wise  Men,  and 
The  Flight  Into  Egypt. 

As  the  pictures  are  shown,  someone 
might    give    a    few    words    of    expla- 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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HARRIS  CHAPEL  CHURCH   OF  GOD,  ROUTE   2,   UNITED   STATES   HIGHWAY  64, 

CULBERSON,    NORTH  CAROLINA 


The  above  group  picture  shows  only  a  part  of  the  estimated  350  attending  the  Youth  Rally  and  Homecoming  Service  on  September  14, 
with  Rev.  Ralph  E.  Williams  as  the  guest  speaker.  The  building  is  30x46  feet,  made  of  concrete  blocks  with  full  size  daylight  basement. 
It  is  now  nearly  complete  at  a  cost  of  $8,000,  with  less  than  $500  indebtedness.  It  was  started  in  the  summer  of  1946  with  sixteen 
members.  The  membership  is  now  thirty-two.  The  Lord  has  blessed  and  prospered  this  work  from  its  beginning.  Cooperation  on  the  part 
of  the  pastor,  membership,  and  friends  has  made  this  place  of  worship  possible.  Glover  P.  Ledford,  with  the  Publishing  House  book- 
keeping department,  is  the  pastor. — W.  G.  Forrister,  clerk. 
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EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued   from   page   2) 

trough  life  when  Jesus  has  provided 
lis  joy  for  them,  with  nothing  for 
lem  to  do  but  accept  it  on  terms 
:ovided  for  them  in  the  gospel  of 
bsus  Christ.  Dear  reader,  can  you 
ng  this  song  at  this  Christmas  sea- 
[n? 

My  heart  is  a  fountain  of  joy  today, 
or  Jesus  has  taken  my  sins  away, 
nd  leads  me  in  peace  in  the  narrow 

way 
nd  I  am  redeemed." 
ut  I  hear  you  say,  "No,  I  cannot 
3  joyful.  My  precious  loved  one  has 
>  recently  passed  away."  But  if  you 
ave  been  redeemed  you  can  still 
:el  an  inner  joy  because  there  is 
ope  beyond  the  grave. 

We  would  not  close  our  message 
ithout  trying  to  comfort  sad  hearts 
t  this  joyous  time.  Tnere  are  homes 
here  it  seems  that  a  joyous  note 
in  never  sound  again  inside  its  walls. 
;  may  be  that  mother  has  gone  away; 
le  one  whose  hands  once  made  the 
ome  beautiful  with  decorations  and 
ooked  those  wonderful  dinners  in 
ast  years,  has  flown  away  and  left 

vacancy  which  never  can  be  filled. 
r  father,  who  stood  by  and  furnished 
le  money  to  buy  all  the  beautiful 
lings  we  have  enjoyed,  has  taken 
is  departure  and  the  presents  are 
larce  this  year.  It  may  be  that  the 
ttle  darling  of  the  home  is  gone  and 
ou  are  wondering,  "What's  the  use, 
/erything  is  gone."  Is  there  no  one 
ise  to  make  happy?  Go  and  find 
>meone,  some  poor  little  urchin,  and 
,vish  upon  him  some  of  the  needful 
flings  of  life.  You'll  find  yourself 
)rgetting  to  a  certain  extent  your 
ivn  sorrow. 

It  was  from  the  country  where  your 
ived  ones  have  gone  that  the  angels 
ime  on  that  first  Christmas  morning 
nd  sang  those  beautiful  words,  "Joy 
)  the  world,  the  Lord  has  come." 
hey  have  only  gone  on  a  little  ahead 
)  get  acquainted  with  the  angels. 
>h,  I  imagine  when  they  arrived 
lere,  these  angels  met  them  at  the 
olden  gate  and  sang  lor  them  again, 
his  time  it  would  be  a  welcome  song. 
:  they  could  come  back  and  look  into 
our  window  and  whisper  in  your  ear, 
ley  would  say,  "Don't  be  sad;  if  you 
nly  knew  what  joy  it  is  up  where 
e  have  gone,  you  would  not  be  sad." 
nd  who  knows  whether  or  not  they 
nderstand  all  about  you  and  can 
ie  your  sad  face.  Cheer  up,  dear  one, 
nd  see  what  you  can  find  to  do  for 
ie  One  whose  birthday  we  celebrate. 

Perhaps  this  little  story  will  help 
ou  to  understand  how  to  forget  your 
wn  sorrow  in  helping  others: 

There  lived  in  the  city  of  Marseilles, 

hundred  years  and  more  ago,  an  old 
iioemaker,  loved  and  honored  by  all 
is  neighbors,  who  affectionately 
ailed  him  "Father  Martin."  One 
hristmas  as  he  sat  alone  in  his  little 
bop  reading  of  the  visit  of  the  wise 
len  to  the  infant  Jesus,  and  of  the 
ifts  they  brought,  he  said  to  him- 
3lf: 

"If  tomorrow  were  the  first  Christ- 
las,  and  if  Jesus  were  to  be  born  in 


Marseilles  this  night,  I  know  what  I 
would  give  Him!"  He  rose  and  took 
from  a  shelf  two  little  shoes  of  soft- 
est snow-white  leather,  with  bright 
silver  buckles.  "I  would  give  Him 
these,  my  finest  work.  How  pleased 
His  mother  would  be!  But  I'm  a  fool- 
ish old  man,"  he  thought,  smiling, 
"the  Master  has  no  need  for  my  poor 
gifts." 

Replacing  the  shoes  he  blew  out 
the  candle  and  retired  to  rest.  Hardly 
had  he  closed  his  eyes  it  seemed, 
when  he  heard  a  voice  call  his  name. 

"Martin!"  Intuitively  he  felt  aware 
of  the  identity  of  the  speaker.  "Mart- 
in, you  have  longed  to  see  Me.  To- 
morrow I  shall  pass  by  your  window. 
If  you  see  Me  and  bid  Me  enter,  I 
shall  be  your  Guest  and  sit  at  your 
table." 

He  did  not  sleep  that  night  for 
joy.  Before  it  was  yet  dawn  he  rose 
and  swept  and  tidied  up  his  little 
shop.  Fresh  sand  he  spread  on  the 
floor  and  green  boughs  of  fir  he 
wreathed  along  the  rafters.  On  the 
table  he  placed  a  loaf  of  white  bread, 
a  jar  of  honey,  a  pitcher  of  milk  and 
over  the  fire  he  hung  a  pot  of  coffee. 

When  all  was  in  readiness  he  took 
up  his  vigil  at  the  window.  He  was 
sure  he  would  know  the  Master.  From 
childhood  had  he  not  gazed  in  love 
and  reverence  at  His  image  above  the 
great  altar  in  the  cathedral?  And  as 
he  watched  the  driving  sleet  and  rain 
in  the  cold,  deserted  street,  he 
thought  of  the  joy  that  would  be  his 
when  he  sat  down  and  broke  bread 
with  his  Guest. 

Presently  he  saw  an  old  street- 
sweeper  pass  by,  blowing  upon  his 
thin,  gnarled  hands  to  warm  them. 

Poor  fellow,  he  must  be  half 
frozen,"  thought  Martin.  Opening  the 
door  he  called  to  him,  "Come  in,  my 
friend,  and  warm,  and  drink  a  cup  of 
hot  coffee."  No  further  urging  was 
needed,  and  the  man  gratefully  ac- 
cepted the  invitation. 

An  hour  passed,  and  Martin  next 
saw  a  poor,  miserably  clothed  woman, 
carrying  a  baby.  She  paused,  wearily, 
to  rest  in  the  shelter  of  his  doorway. 
Quickly  he  flung  open  the  door, 
"Come  in  and  warm  while  you  rest," 
he  said  to  her. 

"You  are  not  well?"  he  asked. 

"I  am  going  to  the  hopsital.  I  hope 
they  will  take  me  in,  and  my  baby," 
she  explained.  "My  husband  is  at  sea, 
and  I  am  ill,  without  a  soul." 

"Poor  child!"  cried  the  old  man. 
"You  must  eat  something  while  you 
are  getting  warm.  No?  Then  let  me 
give  a  cup  of  milk  to  the  little  one. 
Ah!  what  a  bright,  pretty  little  fellow 
he  is!  Why,  you  have  not  shoes  on 
him!" 

"I  have  no  shoes  for  him,"  sighed 
the  mother. 

"Then  he  shall  have  this  lovely  pair 
I  finished  yesterday." 

And  Martin  took  down  the  soft 
little  snow-white  shoes  he  had  looked 
at  the  evening  before,  and  slipped 
them  on  the  child's  feet.  They  fitted 
perfectly.  And  shortly  the  young 
mother  went  her  way,  full  of  grati- 
tude,  and   Martin   went  back   to   his 


post  at  the  window. 

Hour  after  hour  went  by  and  many 
needy  souls  shared  the  meager  hos- 
pitality of  the  old  cobbler,  but  the 
expected  Guest  did  not  appear. 

At  last,  when  night  had  fallen, 
Father  Martin  retired  to  his  cot  with 
a  heavy  heart.  "It  was  only  a  dream," 
he  sighed.  "I  did  hope  and  believe, 
but  He  has  not  come." 

Suddenly,  so  it  seemed  to  his  weary 
eyes,  the  room  was  flooded  with  a 
glorious  light.  And  to  the  cobbler's 
astonished  vision  there  appeared  be- 
fore him,  one  by  one,  the  poor  street- 
sweeper  the  sick  mother  and  her  baby, 
and  all  the  people  whom  he  had  aided 
during  the  day.  And  each  smiled  at 
him  and  said:  "Have  you  not  seen 
me?  Did  I  not  sit  at  your  table?"— 
and  vanished. 

Then  softly  out  of  the  silence  he 
heard  again  the  gentle  voice,  repeat- 
ing old,  familiar  words,  "Whoso  shall 
receive  one  such  little  child  in  my 
name,  receiveth  me.  For  I  was  an 
hungred,  and  ye  gave  me  meat:  I  was 
thirsty,  and  ye  gave  me  drink:  I  was 
a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me  in.  .  .  . 
Verily  I  say  unto  you,  Inasmuch  as 
ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  least 
of  these,  my  brethren,  ye  have  done 
it  unto  me." 


JUDITH'S   CHRISTMAS   GIFT 

(Continued    from   page    4) 
and  coast.  Jack  and  I  have  made  a 
sied  for  tonight,  and  now  I  shall  not 
be  able  to  go." 

"Let  me  help  you,"  cried  Judith,  and 
her  nimble  fingers  soon  had  all  the 
truant  beans  captured,  and  safely  in 
the  bag,  and  the  boy,  with  shining 
eyes,  and  hopeful  again,  rushed  on 
his  way.  Once  more  the  recording 
angel  took  note. 

Farther  on,  Judith  was  just  in  time 
to  snatch  a  little  child,  who  was  run- 
ning to  meet  its  father  who  was  re- 
turning from  the  market  from  under 
the  wheels  of  a  passing  cart,  and  was 
rewarded  with  an  orange  from  the 
thankful  parent. 

A  moment  later  she  was  glad  for 
what  had  happened,  for  a  pale,  thin 
face  pressed  against  the  pane  of  a 
cottage  window,  reminded  her  of  the 
little  sufferer  who  dwelt  there  and 
watched  the  passersby,  as  the  only 
amusement  possible.  It  took  just  one 
moment  for  Judith  to  run  up  the 
path  and  give  the  orange  to  the 
weary-faced  mother  who  opened  the 
door.  "Many  thanks  to  ye,  and  may 
the  saints  rest  ye,"  prayed  the  aston- 
ished woman  who  had  known  little 
pleasure  in  her  weary  life. 

And  thus  the  day  wore  on,  and  the 
gloom  which  had  assailed  Judith  in 
the  morning  was  gradually  lifted.  And 
as  she  went,  she  felt  that  it  was  even 
possible  to  be  blessed  when  she  ^could 
not  give,  for  little  did  Judith  saiow 
what  was  the  record  of  the  dald.ac- 
cording  to  the  recording  an^r,  or 
why  such  great  joy  filled  her  little 
heart  on  that  happy  Christmas  Day. 
— Sel. 
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"THE   BEST  GIFTS" 

(Continued    from   page    3) 

until  Artis  felt  almost  as  did  the 
school  children. 

But  tonight,  as  Artis  looked  down 
into  the  wizened,  shrunken  features, 
those  eyes  had  lost  their  hard  glitter, 
and  they  were  turned  to  the  fair  face 
above  in  mute  appeal.  Artis'  voice  was 
tender  with  pity,  as  she  said,  "Come 
in;  it's  too  cold  to  be  out  a  night  like 
this." 

Madge  Hodgkins  rose  to  her  feet 
and  tottered  into  the  cheery  room. 
Throwing  herself  into  the  first  chair, 
her  dark  eyes  searched  the  room,  tak- 
ing in  every  object. 

Artis  felt  strangely  uncomfortable 
under  their  penetrating  gaze.  She 
wished  Raymond  would  come,  for 
what  could  this  strange  creature  be 
doing  at  their  door  at  this  hour  of  the 
night?" 

"Let  me  give  you  something  to  eat," 
offered  Artis. 

"No,  just  a  cup  of  hot  coffee,"  re- 
plied the  other. 

Artis  busied  herself  at  the  stove  get- 
ting the  coffee  ready,  but  ever  and 
anon  she  cast  a  quick  glance  at  her 
strange  guest  whose  piercing  gaze 
seemed  never  to  leave  her.  When  she 
returned  with  the  steaming  coffee, 
tears  were  rolling  down  the  wrinkled 
face  of  old  Madge. 

"What's  wrong?"  asked  Artis  tender- 
ly, as  she  removed  the  tattered  shawl, 
damp  with  the  snow,  from  the  bent 
shoulders.  Her  chin  quivered  as  she 
said,  "Life's  load  has  been  crushin' 
me,  and  I  hain't  looked  up,  like  you 
sang  in  that  song.  I've  lived  here  many 
a  year,  and  no  one  has  ever  thought  it 
worth  while  botherin'  with  old  Madge 
'til  you  folks  came;  an'  if  you  knew 
how  wicked  I  am,  you  wouldn't  have 
me  settin'  in  your  kitchen,  fer  I've 
been  very  wicked.  No  wonder  folks  call 
me  a  witch,  fer  I've — " 

"Don't,"  said  Artis,  tenderly,  "don't 
tell  me  about  it.  Tell  God,  for  He'll 
understand  so  much  better  than  I." 

The  dark  eyes  took  on  a  questioning 
expression.  Very  tenderly  Artis  re- 
hearsed the  old,  old  Christmas  story, 
and  when  she  ceased,  old  Madge  mur- 
mured, "That's  just  like  you  sang  in 
the  song,  but  I'm  too  wicked  to  look 
up." 

"Oh,  no,"  replied  Artis,  "for  Jesus 
came  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which 
was  lost — He  came  to  call  sinners  to 
repentance." 

"Then  He  sure  came  fer  me,"  said 
she.  Time  passed  rapidly.  Artis  showed 
her  the  Way  of  Life,  and  her  unbidden 
guest  opened  up  to  her  a  sad  story  of 
a  wrecked  life  and  a  shattered  faith 
in  God  and  man,  until,  watching  the 
lives  of  Raymond  and  Artis,  she  saw  at 
last  some  persons  who  again  inspired 
faith. 

At  last,  just  as  the  clock  struck 
eleven,  old  Madge  could  "look  up," 
and,  after  having  been  crushed  by 
life's  load  so  long,  she  could  see  a  new 
day  pawning  for  her.  But  she  was  too 
olc"3*aj)  bear  the  exertion  of  the  night, 
',  -  ,,30ii  the  old  head  began  to  nod 
«  -id.iy.  Artis  made  ready  one  of  her 
own  clean,  soft  beds,  and  soon  old 
Madge  was     sleeping,     while     a     new 
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strange  look  of  peace  shone  on  her 
features. 

Just  then  the  whinney  of  Raymond's 
horse  could  be  heard,  and,  with  a  glad 
cry,  Artis  hastened  to  the  door.  As 
they  met  at  the  door,  she  eagerly  ex- 
claimed, 

"Raymond,  what  has  happened? 
You  look  so  happy.  Is  old  Sim  better?" 

"Just  one  question  at  a  time,  dear. 
I  am  happy,  and  old  Sim  is  where  the 
cares  of  life  won't  worry  him  any 
longer.  I  wish,  Artis,  you  could  have 
been  there  to  see  the  joy  he  had  as 
he,  by  faith,  could  lay  hold  of  God.  I 
was  just  at  the  place  where  I  was  be- 
ginning to  wonder  if  our  work  here 
was  worth  all  the  sacrifice,  for  the 
people  seemed  so  unresponsive.  I  have 
often  wished  my  faith  could  be  as 
strong  as  yours,  for  it  was  your  hopeful 
outlook  that  kept  up  my  own  spirits. 
But  one  scene  like  this  tonight  has  re- 
moved all  doubts.  I  know — " 

"Oh,  Raymond,"  she  interrupted,  for 
she  could  wait  no  longer,  "you  don't 
know  how  discouraged  I,  too,  have 
felt  this  evening.  I  would  have  been 
ready  to  start  for  home  tomorrow,  I 
guess,  but  now,  I  know  it  pays,  for  I've 
also  had  an  experience  while  you  were 
gone.  Old  Madge  Hodgkins  is  in  bed 
in  there — "  and  smiling  at  Raymond's 
incredulous  expression,  she  continued, 
"Somehow,  she  came  to  our  door  to- 
night, and  instead  of  being  'the  old 
witch'  which  people  call  her,  she  is  a 
poor,  old  woman  yearning  for  human 
love  and  sympathy,  and  for  someone 
to  tell  her  of  God.  She  seemed  to  be 
able  to  grasp  what  I  told  her,  and  in 
her  simple  way  to  get  hold  of  God." 

They  were  both  quiet  for  a  while,  but 
at  length  Raymond  broke  the  silence. 

"Artis,"  he  said,  "let  us  never  again 
question  whether  it  pays  to  be  in  the 
service  of  God,  for  He  is  working  in 
the  hearts  of  these  people,  even 
though  we  may  not  be  able  to  see  it." 

"Just  think,  Raymond,"  said  Artis, 
eagerly,  "the  souls  of  these  two  old 
people  seem  like  Christmas  gifts,  so  we 
will  have  some  gifts  on  Christmas, 
anyway,  for  I  couldn't  think  of  Christ- 
mas without  some  gifts." 

"Gifts,"  said  Raymond,  "I  have  a 
whole  bundle  of  them  out  in  the 
sleigh.  I  stopped  at  the  post  office,  and 
the  mail  had  come  in  on  the  late  train. 
I  thought  I'd  just  keep  them  for  a  sur- 
prise tomorrow  morning,  but  I  just 
couldn't  wait!" 

Together  they  hurried  out,  and 
brought  in  the  package  from  home. 
Laughingly  Raymond  said,  "Wait  till 
tomorrow,"  as  he  pointed  to  the  tag, 
"Do  Not  Open  Till  December  25." 

"Oh,  now  we'll  have  a  real  Christ- 
mas, after  all!  But  Raymond,"  she 
added  soberly,  "as  welcome  as  these 
gifts  are,  they  seem  so  small  and 
worthless  beside  the  souls  of  those 
dear  old  people.  I  think  they  are  the 
very  best  gifts  we  ever  had." 

"Yes,"  replied  Raymond,  "but  this 
was  possible  only  through  God's  great 
Gift — Jesus,  so  let  us  thank  Him." 

And  just  as  the  clock  struck  twelve, 
ushering  in  a  new  Christmas  Day, 
Raymond  and  Artis  knelt  and  thanked 
God  that  through  the  gift  of  His  Son 
they  could  be  partakers  of  eternal  life, 
and  were  privileged  to  bring  the  mes- 


sage of  life  to  others,  even  though  i 
meant  sacrifice  and  self-denial  o 
their  part. — Selected. 


A  TRIUMPH  OF  FAITH 

(Continued  from  page   11) 
but  an   enlightened   apprehension   c 
the    infinite    Creator,    Upholder,    an 
Savior  of  mankind. 

Evil  loses  its  power  in  the  presenc 
of  omnipotent  good.  Error  loses  it 
power  in  the  presence  of  ommscien 
Truth.  Death  loses  its  power  in  th 
presence  of  omnipresent  life.  Huma: 
beings  have  no  real  power  for  goo 
except  as  they  reflect  the  image  c 
Infinite  power  and  holiness  as  mani 
fested  in  the  Divine  Christ,  the  Waj 
the  Truth,  and  the  Life.  Ther 
through  acceptance  of  the  Lord  Jesu 
Christ,  the  Divine  Son  of  God,  as  th 
renewing  power  in  their  own  soul: 
they  get  the  enlightenment  of  th 
Spirit  of  God,  and  their  faith  sha! 
claim  an  inheritance  as  God's  chil 
dren  in  omnipotence,  and  none  of  th 
faith  checks  signed  by  the  Son  o 
God  and  presented  at  the  Bank  o 
God's  promises  by  believing  souls  wil 
ever  be  dishonored  by  the  Heavenl 
Father,  who  has  given  to  His  childrei 
an  inheritance  in  His  infinite  powe 
and  love. — Tract. 

SUGGESTIONS   FOR  YOUR 
CHRISTMAS  MEETING 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
nation,  or  an  appropriate  selection  o 
Scripture  might  be  read.  Some  of  th 
pictures  could  be  shown  while  a  care 
is  being  sung.  If  the  printed  words  o 
the  carol  could  be  projected  on  th 
screen  beside  the  picture,  the  result 
would  be  better.  Some  experimentini 
in  advance  may  be  necessary  in  orde 
to  secure  the  proper  effect. 

If  the  music  committee  and  th 
devotional  committee  work  togethei 
carefully  selected  carols  can  be  placet 
at  proper  points  in  the  worship  pro 
gram.  Too  many  carols  may  make  th 
meeting  tiresome,  so  it  is  well  t 
choose  them  with  the  whole  progran 
in  mind.  There  should  be  ample  tim 
for  the  stories. 

Variation  in  the  music  may  be  se 
cured  by  solo,  duet,  and  quartet  sing 
ing.  The  music  committee  might  wisl 
to  plan  for  the  singing  of  a  les 
familiar  carol  by  a  quartet.  If  thi 
is  to  be  done  effectively,  some  re 
hearsing  will  be  necessary.  The  com 
mittee  should  always  keep  in  mini 
the  object  of  the  meeting:  to  use  tin 
best  artistic  and  imaginative  mean 
available  in  making  the  Christina 
story  real,  vital,  and  attractive.  Hap 
hazard  performance  will  nullify  th 
good  effects  of  a  masterpiece. 

Carol-singing  is  especially  impres 
sive  if  accompanied  by  cornet  music 
If  the  music  committee  could  arrange 
for  this,  they  would  add  much  to  th 
general  effect.  A  cornetist  in  one  so 
ciety  began  playing  carols  fifteei 
minutes  before  the  time  for  opening 
the  meeting,  standing  on  the  steps  o 
the  church. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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•AITH   MORE   POWERFUL  THAN 
GUNPOWDER 

I  remember  at  one  of  the  meetings 
it  Nashville  during  the  war,  a  young 
ban  came  to  me,  trembling  from  head 
.o  foot.  "What  ti?  the  trouble?"  I 
isked.  "There  is  a  letter  I  got  from 
ny  sister,  and  she  tells  me  every 
bight  as  the  sun  goes  down  she  goes 
Sown  on  her  knees  and  prays  for  me." 
This  man  was  brave,  he  had  been  in 
i  number  of  battles;  he  could  stand 
before  the  cannon's  mouth,  but  yet 
;his  letter  completely  upset  him.  "I 
lave  been  trembling  ever  since  I  re- 
ceived it."  Six  hundred  miles  away, 
;he  faith  of  this  girl  went  to  work, 
and  its  influence  was  felt  by  the 
brother.  He  did  not  believe  in  prayer; 
le  did  not  believe  in  Christianity;  he 
lid  not  believe  in  his  mother's  Bible. 
This  mother  was  a  praying  woman, 
ind  when  she  died  she  left  on  earth 
a  praying  daughter.  And  when  God 
saw  her  faith  and  heard  that  prayer, 
tie  answered  her.  How  many  sons  and 
daughters  could  be  saved  if  their 
mothers  and  fathers  only  had  faith. — 
D.  L.  Moody. 


CONSECRATED   PATIENCE 

A  Quaker  had  a  quarrelsome  neigh- 
aor,  whose  cow  often  broke  into  the 
Quaker's  well-cutivated  garden.  One 
norning,  having  driven  the  cow  from 
lis  premises  to  her  owner's  house,  he 
said  to  him,  "Friend,  I  have  driven 
thy  cow  home  once  more,  and  if  I 
find  her  in  my  garden  again — " 

"Suppose  you  do,"  his  neighbor 
angrily  exclaimed,  "what  will  you 
io?" 

"Why,"  said  the  Quaker,  "I'll  drive 
her  home  to  thee  again,  friend." 

The  cow  never  again  troubled  the 
Quaker. — Henry  Pickering. 


\  GREAT  NEED  IN  THE  PRESENT 
AGE 

"Therefore  said  he  (Jesus)  unto 
;hem,  The  harvest  truly  is  great,  but 
;he  labourers  are  few:  pray  ye  there- 
fore the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  he 
vould  send  forth  labourers  into  his 
larvest,"  Luke  10:2. 

Surely  this  Scripture  is  true  in  this 
/ery  time,  real  laborers  are  truly  few, 
ind  PRAYER  a  great  need.  Prayed- 
Dut  workers  are  worth  much  more 
;han  man-made  ones.  If  they  go  be- 
cause they  know  God  sent  them,  their 
vork  will  not  be  in  vain.  I  am  told 
;hat  there  are  10,000  villages  in  the 
J.S.A.  where  there  is  no  preacher  of 
uiy  kind.  Oh!  how  we  need  to  pray  for 
vorkers,  real  workers,  not  loafers,  not 
mtertainers,  but  God-called,  Spirit- 
'illed.  blood-washed,  soul-burdened 
vorkers.  God  answers  real  PRAYERS, 
liet  us  pray  for  God's  true  workers 
everywhere  at  this  time. — C.  C.  Brown. 
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NO   ILL  TO   HIS    NEIGHBOR 

A  beautiful  story  is  told  of  the  artist 
Turner.  Turner's  colors  were  bright 
and  intense  enough  to  almost  ex- 
tinguish the  quieter  tone.  Once  when 
his  great  picture  of  Cologne,  exhibited 
in  1826,  happened  to  be  hung  between 
two  portraits  by  Sir  Thomas  Law- 
rence, Lawrence  himself  noticed  the 
injurious  effect  Turner's  bright  skies 
had  on  his  portraits,  and  felt  troubled 
and  mortified.  Complaining  of  the 
position  of  his  picture  was  useless,  as 
once  settled,  that  could  not  be 
changed.  But  one  thing  could  be  done, 
and  Turner  did  it.  At  that  time  artists 
were  allowed  to  retouch  their  pictures 
on  the  walls  of  the  Academy,  and 
Turner  "retouched"  his  to  such  pur- 
pose that  Lawrence  had  no  more  fear 
from  too  close  neighborhood. 

When,  on  the  morning  of  the  ex- 
hibition, a  friend  of  Turner's  who  had 
before  this  seen  the  painting  at  a 
private  view,  led  a  party  of  friends 
up  proudly  to  see  the  splendid  picture, 
he  started  back  in  amazement.  The 
glorious  skies  were  dull  brown — the 
picture  was  ruined. 

Spying  Turner,  he  ran  up  to  him 
and  asked  him  what  had  happened 
to  his  picture.  "Hush!"  whispered 
Turner,  "it^vs  nothing.  It  will  all  wash 
off — it's  nothing  but  lampblack.  I 
couldn't  bear  to  see  poor  Lawrence 
so  unhappy."  Lest  his  painting  should 
hurt  Lawrence's,  he  had  spoiled  his 
own  for  the  time  being,  making  little 
of  the  sacrifice  since  it  helped  an- 
other.— New  Century  Leader. 


FRAGRANCE  GONE 

I  am  told  that  a  strange  thing  hap- 
pened during  the  World  War  that 
neither  botanists  nor  scientists  can 
account  for.  In  pre-war  days  the 
little  flower  known  as  the  musk,  with 
its  yellow  petals  and  its  soft  leaves, 
and  its  sweet  smell,  was  found  in  al- 
most every  cottage  in  country  and  in 
town.  The  sweet  odor  was  sometimes 
so  strong  as  to  be  almost  overpower- 
ing, and  would  fill  a  whole  room.  But 
during  the  war  the  musk  lost  its  frag- 
rance, which  has  never  returned.  I 
picked  a  little  in  my  garden  the  other 
day  to  smell  it,  but  the  sweet  scent 
had  gone.  And  I  believe  it  is  the  same 
all  the  world  over  wherever  it  grows. 
Nobody  can  say  why.  The  little  musk, 
once  seen  ;  /  so  many  homes  and 
loved  for  its  sweetness,  is  rarely  seen 
now.  It  has  lost  its  fragrance;  it  has 
no  attraction  now.  What  a  tragedy! 
But  there  is  something  far  sadder. 
There  are  Christians  who  have  lost 
their  fragrance,  and  they  repel  rather 
than  attract  the  outside  ivorld.  No- 
body gathers  at  their  lodgings;  no- 
body in  their  hour  of  need  calls  on 
them. — A.  Lindsay  Clegg,  in  Youth 
with  a  Capital  "Why?" 


WORTH   FOLLOWING 

There  is  a  pleasing  story  of  how  the 
father  of  Matthew  Henry  the  com- 
mentator won  his  bride.  He  was  a 
Presbyterian  minister,  she  an  only 
daughter,  and  the  heiress  of  a  con- 
siderable fortune.  Her  father  objected. 
"You  see,"  he  said  to  his  daughter, 
"he  may  be  a  perfect  gentleman,  a 
brilliant  scholar,  and  an  excellent 
preacher;  but  he  is  a  stranger,  and 
we  do  not  even  know  where  he  comes 
from!" 

"True,"  replied  the  girl,  with  all  the 
acumen  and  insight  that  her  great 
son  afterward  displayed,  "but  we 
know  where  he  is  going,  and  I  should 
like  to  go  with  him."  Do  others  have 
confidence  in  us  because  they  know 
we  are  led  of  God? — Sunday  School 
Chronicle. 


NOBODY  CARES  FOR  MY  SOUL 

I  walked  down  the  street  with  him, 
and  put  to  him  the  invariable  ques- 
tion, "Are  you  a  Christian?"  He  said, 
"No,  sir,  I  am  not."  Then  I  used  every 
Scripture  and  every  argument  to  get 
him  to  promise  me  to  give  his  heart 
to  God,  but  could  not  succeed.  When 
about  to  separate,  I  said  to  him,  "Are 
your  father  and  mother  alive?"  "Both 
alive,"  said  he.  "Is  your  father  a 
Christian?"  "Don't  know;  he  has  been 
a  steward  in  the  church  for  several 
years."  "Is  your  mother  a  Christian?" 
"Don't  know;  she  has  been  superin- 
tendent of  the  Sabbath  School  of  the 
same  church  for  some  time."  "Have 
you  a  sister?"  "Yes,  sir."  "Is  she  a 
Christian?"  "Don't  know;  she  has  the 
Primary  Department  in  the  Sabbath 
School."  "Do  your  father  and  mother 
ever  ask  the  blessing  at  the  table?" 
"No,  sir."  "Did  your  father,  mother, 
or  sister  ever  ask  you  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian?" "Mr.  Sunday,  as  long  as  I  can 
remember,  my  father  or  mother  or 
sister  never  said  a  word  to  me  about 
my  soul.  Do  you  believe  they  think 
I  am  lost?"  I  could  not  answer  such 
an  argument. 

It  is  six  years  this  coming  October 
since  I  heard  this.  I  can  hear  his 
words  ringing  in  my  ears,  "Do  you 
believe  they  think  I  am  lost?" 

Can  anyone  of  ours  say  that  we  do 
not  care  for  his  soul?  May  God  save 
us  from  the  crime  of  unconcern. — 
Billy  Sunday,  in  Earnest  Worker. 


"THE  HOLE  IN  THE  FENCE" 

A  story  is  told  of  a  father  who  took 
his  boy  on  his  knee  and  told  him  the 
story  of  the  lost  sheep;  how  it  found 
a  hole  in  the  fence  and  crawled 
through;  how  glad  it  was  to  get  away; 
how  it  skipped  and  played  in  the  sun- 
shine until  it  wandered  so  far  that 
it  could  not  find  its  way  back  home. 
And  then  he  told  him  of  the  wolf  that 
chased  the  sheep,  and  how,  finally, 
the  good  shepherd  came  and  rescued 
it  and  carried  it  back  to  the  fold. 

The  little  boy  was  greatly  interested 
and  when  the  story  was  over,  he  sur- 
prised his  father  by  asking,  "Did  they 
nail  up  the  hole  in  the  fence?" 

How  often  we  overlook  the  "hole 
in  the  fence!" — The  Circuit  Rider. 


He  has  come  to  bring  salvation, 
Light  and  life,  and  hope  and  cheer, 

And  His  love  within  us  dwelling 
Will  dispel  tormenting  fear. 

Now     that     Star     again     approaches, 
Toward  the  earth  from  up  on  High 

And  His  light  is  all  a-quiver 
In  His  setting  in  the  sky. 

Fix  your  eyes  upon  the  setting, 
Loving  watchers,  till  the  blue 

Parts  to  give  the  bright  and  shining 
Morning  Star  a  welcome  through. 

Nearer,  nearer  He  approaches; 

Soon  your  faith  will  merge  to  sight; 
May  He  come,  oh,  haste  the  morning, 

Heated  noon,  or  darkest  night! 

— Gospel  Herald. 


Then  as  I  sat  in  lonely  thought, 
My  joy  was  turned  to  sorrow. 

For  this  same  peace  of  which  we  sing. 
Would  not  be  peace  tomorrow. 

For  hate  remains  to  plague  the  earth, 
Good  will  does  not  prevail, 

And  strife,  not  peace,  is  here  today, 
As  Jesus'  birth  we  hail. 

Our-  hope  is  for  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Who  guides  throughout  our  life. 

Oh,  may  we  watch  for  His  return 
To  end  all  wars  and  strife. 

— Gospel  Herald. 
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